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PREFACE.

Lady Morgan bequeathed her papers and Journals

to me, with a view to their publication. The collec-

tion was large, as she had preserved nearly every line

written to her — from the letters of princes and states-

men, the compliments of poets, of exiles and heroes,

down to the petitions of weavers, chimney sweeps and

servant girls — even the invitations sent her to dinner,

and the address cards left at her door. Many of these

trifles of the day have no value now, a hundred years

hence, if kept together, they may serve to illustrate,

with singular brightness and detail, the domestic life of

a woman of society in the reign of Victoria. My duty

in the matter of this publication was clear enough.

Lady Morgan had not only proposed to write her own
Memoirs, but had made a considerable progress in her

task. A good part of a volume had been prepared

under her own eyes for the press; much of the corre-

spondence to be used had been marked; and the co-

pious diaries in which she had noted the events of her

life and the cause of her thoughts, suppliednearly all

the additions which could be desired. Under these
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circurastances, it appeared to me that Lady Morgan

could be judiciously left to tell her own story in lier

own way.

In this preparation of her papers, Lady Morgan had

received a great deal of valuable assistance from Miss

.k'wsbury; more than once in her conversations with

me she had referred with satisfaction to this assistance,

and even expressed a desire, that after her death, Miss

.lewsbury should complete the arrangement of her

papers. My own choice would have led me, indepen-

dently, to the quarter pointed out by Lady Morgan,

and 1 have pleasure in bearing witness to the fact that

>Iiss Jewsbury undertook the task with alacrity, glad

of the opportunity of working out in some degree her

ideas of Lady Morgan's character and work.

In this labour many eager hands have joined. The

services of Lady Morgan's nieces, Mrs. Inwood Jones,

and Mrs. Geale, have been constant and indispensable.

As Lady Morgan's literary executor, I have thought

this explanation due to the reader. In any credit which

may arise from this book, I have no part or desire.

Lady Morgan is here substantially her own biographer.

Whatever escapes from the original author belongs of

right to Miss Jewsbury. I claim no other merit in

tliis affair than that of having faithfully obeyed the

wishes of the dead.

W. HEPWORTH DIXON.
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PREFATORY ADDRESS.

To those who have lived all the days of their life,

who know the elements of which Society is composed

—

its proneness to that peculiar feature of morbid civili-

zation called Ridicule, of which no savages except the

New Zealanders have any notion, — it is no faint

effort of moral courage to exhibit oneself even in Kit-

cat, and with all appliances and means to boot, de se

peindre en pied!

The author of the following pages has, however,

lived so continually before the scene, even from her

earliest childhood upwards; she has been so often drawn

from the life— caricatured to the uttermost — abused,

calumniated, misrepresented, flattered, eulogized, per-

secuted; supported as party dictated or prejudice per-

mitted; the pet of the Liberals of one nation, the

bete-noire of the ultra set of another; the poor butt that

reviewers, editors and critics have set up, — that she

may, perhaps, be pardoned for wishing to speak a few

true and final words of herself
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The success of my first Irish national novel, The

Wild Irish Girl, my attempts to advocate liberal opinions

in my works on France and Italy, when I stood forth

in the cause of civil and religious liberty, dipped many

a pen in gall against me which would otherwise have

more gently scanned my faults. However, here I am

once more, and to you, dear, kind, fair-judging public,

who are always for giving a fair field and no favour,

and who are always willing to take the odds for those

who "show pluck" and who "hit out," to you I dedi-

cate these pages, in which I have entered the circum-

stances of my life, sans j^;^?/?' et sa?is faute. Memoires

pour servir generally mean either "serving out" one's

friends and enemies, or feeding a morbid appetite for

secret slander. I can promise no scandal, neither can

I open a biographical ledger, after the fashion of Miss

Betsy Thoughtless and others; with an "I was born, &c.,

*.^c.," or "the villain who deceived me was quartered

in the town where my father lived;" nor yet can I

pretend to give a description of the "scene of rural in-

nocence where first I saw the light."

The sum of my long experience in society leaves

in its total a large balance in favour of what is good.

I have no reason to complain of memory; I find in my
eflorts to track its records, guided by the fond feelings

of my life, and warmed by the fancifulness of my Celtic

temperament, bright hues come forward like the colours
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of the tesselated pavement of antiquity wten the reno-

vating water is flung upon them, I pause here for a

moment to mention as a curious physiological fact, that

this memory is much preserved to me through musical

association. My father died singing an Irish cronan;

and when in the confusion of illness I have spent

weariful hours in the visions of the night, I have

cheered gloom and lightened pain by humming a song

of other times , which embodied dear remembrances and

sustained memory by music. The songs taught me on

my father s knee, have lost nothing of their power even

to the present day. I have other links connecting me

with the past; of the many kind and illustrious friends

whom I have made through life, I have never lost one

except by death; and I am now enjoying in the second

and third generation of those who are gone, the distinc-

tion conferred upon me by the personal kindness of their

grandsires. One of the chief temptations to present

the principal facts of my life to the public, has been

to prove the readiness with which society is willing to

help those who are honestly and fervently ready to help

themselves. I would wish to impress on young people

who are beginning life as I did, dependent on their

own exertions, the absolute need of concentrated in-

dustry; a definite j)urpose, and above all, conduct

dictated by common sense, as absolutely essential to

give genius its value and its success. No woman, from
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Sappho Jowuwards, ever fell out of the ranks without

finding that her "self-sacrifice" was only another name

for indulged selfishness. ''The light that leads astray"

is jwtf and never will be, "light from Heaven."

11, William Street, Lowndes Square,

March 2nd, 1857.



LADY MORGAN'S MEMOIRS.

CHAPTER I.

A BIRTHDAY.

Mon ami le chuvre commencez par le comiiic-ncement.

"I WAS born under fortunate auspices; the sun was

in the sign of the Virgin, at the utmost degree of ele-

vation; the aspects of Jupiter and Venus were favour-

able to the day, Mercury testified no signs of hostility,

Saturn and Mars were neutral. The moon, however,

then near her full, was an important obstacle. She

retarded my entrance into the world until the moment
had elapsed." Thus writes Gothe! Such is the

opening of the autobiography of one of the most cele-

brated European writers of the eighteenth century, and

yet it sounds very like a page out of the biography

of Catherine de Medicis, dictated by the director of her

religion of magic, and the reference to Venus and

Mercury might favour the supposition. It is, however,

the utterance of that mind which led the German in-

tellects of the day; which assisted to found its dreamy
philosophy, and gave to his country a literature un-

known to it before.

This dependence on astrology opens a very nice

volume of mysticism for the more spirituelle of the

Lady Morgan' f< Memoirs. I. 1
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sexes, aud pleads in favour of that miscalled "the

weakest."

" That when weak women go astray,

Their stars are more in fault than they."

For myself, I reject the doctrine altogether, and

stand on my own responsibility.

However, these astrological reveries are pleasant

things to lie by upon, like the purchased intercession

of "licensed" advocates with the higher powers; to

attribute the actions of life to the revolutions and

movements "of stars in their courses," spares an im-

mensity of trouble and anxiety, and to have one's posi-

tion determined by the signs of the zodiac is a comfort-

able look out. Had my little horoscope been cast at

the moment of my birth it would have found its sub-

ject "mantling into life" under the influence of the

"Star of the "West," that charming, sentimental Hesperus,

who is described as leading on the "silent hours,"

which are not the worst in the twenty-four, and who
seems to hang over the Emerald Isle, with a brighter

effulgence than elsewhere. In freeing myself from all

dependence on the planets, I take the opportunity to

enter my protest against Dates. What has a Avoman

to do with dates? Cold, false, erroneous, chronological

dates — new style, old style, — precession of the

equinox, ill-timed calculation of comets, long since due

at their stations, and never come! Her poetical

idioscyncracy calculated by epochs, would make the

most natural points of reference in woman's autobio-

graphy. Plutarch sets the example of dropping dates,

in favour of incidents, and an authority more appro-

priate to the present pages — Madame de Genlis —
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one of the most eminent female vrriters of any period,

who began her own memoirs at eighty, swept through

nearly an age of incident and Revolution without any

reference to vulgar eras "signifying nothing;" the

times themselves though "out of joint," testifying to the

pleasant incidents she recounts and the changes she

witnessed. I mean to have none of them.

In the hoiir when I first drew breath, and felt life's

first inaugural sensation — pain, the world took part

in the hour and the day. It was the festival of

humanity, of peace and good will to man, of love and

liberty and high distinction to woman, of glory to the

motherhood of nations — the accomplishment of the

first desire of her^ who was created, not born; the

desire "to be as gods, knowing good from evil" — the

head and front of human science. I was born on

Christmas Day; in that land where all holy days are

religiously celebrated, as testimonials to faith, and are

excuses for festivity •— in "Ancient ould Dublin."

Bells tolled, carols were intoned, the streets re-

sounded with joyous sounds, chimneys smoked, and

friends were preparing to feast the fasters of the

previous week, in that most Catholic of countries.

Holly and ivy draped every wall, and many happy
returns of the season were offered on all sides; supper

tables without distinction of religion. High Church and

Low Church, Catholic and Protestant, alike took the

benefit of "the good the gods provided." Guests were

assembled, and all awaited the announcing hour as it

struck from the belfry of St. Patrick's Cathedral, the

echoes booming down all the close old streets ofDublin,

and overpowered all the minor bells of the seven

churches of its most saintly neighbourhood.

1*
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There was, Inowever, on that joyous night, one

round table distinguished above most others, by the wit

and humour of the convives. The master of the feast

was as fine a type of the Irish gentleman as Ireland

ever sent forth. His name was Robert Owenson. Beside

him sat one whose name in Ireland was long celebrated

and is not yet forgotten, as belonging to one of the

greatest wits of his country and time, Edward Lysaght,

long the captain of the university boys, that formidable

body of learned and privileged insubordinates, and who
had lately been admitted to the Irish bar. Others there

were also, though then unknown to fame, except for

their social endowments.

The lady who had the best right to preside on the

occasion of this most Christian festival, as she was her-

self truly the sincerest of Christians and best of w^omen,

had retired early in the evening to her chamber, on

the plea of "indisposition-," but still not deeming it

indicative of any immediate catastrophe. But before

the great clock of St. Patrick had chimed out the

second hour of the new born anniversary, another birth

had taken place, and was announced by a joyous gossip

to jtlie happy father, who instantly disappeared. The
guests, far from dispersing, waited for him (though not

with empty glasses), and when he returned, nearly an

hour after, and announced the birth "of a dear little

Irish girl — the very thing I have always wished for"

— the intelligence was responded to by a half sujj-

pressed cheer, mellow as a Low Mass, and hearty wishes

of long life to her!

The news was "a reason fair to fill their glass

again," the father witli difficulty dispersed the jolly

crew by accepting Lysaght's proposal that they should
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all meet that day month at tlie cliristening of tlie little

heathen, and that he, Ned Lysaght, should be the

sponsor, "and vow three things in her name," which he

had never been able to observe in his own.

A faint and childish voice caught the ear of Coun-

sellor Lysaght as he was trudging home to his remote

lodgings. It preceded him for many paces, and he

could just detect that the air, so plaintive and broken,

was a Christmas carol. The snow was falling and the

night was cold; he overtook the little singer, a female

child, just as her song was expiring in the following

words: —
"Christmas comes but once a year,

And when it comes it brings good cheer —

"

and she sank on the steps of a splendid mansion in

Stephen's Green, brilliantly lighted up and resounding

with festive sounds.* He attempted to raise her, but

she was lifeless; she still grasped her little ballad in

her hand. He called to an old watchman who was
growling forth the hour near the spot, and begged his

assistance to convey the poor child. She was placed

before a large fire, and Lysaght procured the assistance

of an unfortunate woman who was passing by to attend

to her till morning; but when he returned to her at an
early hour, the child was lying where he had left her.

She was dead. He picked up her ballad, and sent a

person to convey her little remains to the Hospital

fields, the great burial place of the poor who could

claim no other. The incident took possession of his

imagination, for he had a great deal of passionate sen-

timentality. As soon as my mother was able to receive

» It was Shelburne House, now an hotel.
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any one, the future sponsor of her little girl was ad-

mitted at the particular desire of my father, and for

her he recited the following- little carol while she rocked

the cradle of her own precious infant.

"An orphan who not long before,

Had lost her parents, fond and tender.

Dropped near a lord and lady's door.

Who had no child, and lived in splendour;

She breathed a strain of genuine woe.

Hoping to catch the ear of pity

,

She simply sung this simple ditty, —
Oh, happy Christians, great aad good.

Afford a helpless infant food.

For Christmas comes but once a year.

And when it comes , it brings good cheer."

The first effort of memory exhibited by the baby

who was rocking in the cradle when it was recited,

was called forth by being taught by rote the above

stanzas— it was long before she got it by heart — but

her "pity gave ere charity begun," for she wept at the

tale long before she understood its tragedy.
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CHAPTER 11.

THE CHRISTENING.

The O'Rourke's noble feast shall ne'er be forgot

By those who were there, and those who were not.

The fete that was to celebrate my entrance into the

Cliiircli of England, as "by law established," and thus

become an "inheritor of the kingdom of Heaven,"

was, according to the lav/ and custom of Ireland from

the days of St. Patrick — a dinner. The "christening

dinner" admitted of no exclusion — the Catholic Bishop

of Cashel (though at that time the existence of a

Catholic in Ireland was not admitted), might take his

place beside the Primate of all Ireland, "without let or

molestation," to use the words of the Irish passports of

that day.

I have the list before me of the choice guests who
graced the table on that day, in whose favour penal

laws were forgotten, and for that day at least all pre-

judices were relaxed.

At the head stands the name of Father Arthur

O'Leary, a Dominican friar, the most eloquent preacher

of his day, a learned casuist, a jDopular gentleman in

society, and an excellent patriot. He was proud of

being the friend and correspondent of many illustrious

Englishmen, gentlemen and statesmen, and his Irish

vanity showed itself alone in being proud of this.

The Rev. Mr. Langley, a missionary of Lady Hunt-

ingdon's College, of Irevecca, comes next; he was my
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mother's cousin, and at this time a guest at Moira

House.

Counsellor Macnally, who was the author of some

very popular dramas of the day.

The E-ev. Charles Macklin, nephew to Macklin the

actor and dramatic writer; he was so great a favourite

with my father, that he chose him to perform the cere-

mony of inaugurating me into the church militant.

But his preaching, however eloc[uent5 was not equal to

his skill in playing the Irish bagpipes, that most

ancient and perfect of instruments. The "piper that

played before Moses" is still an Irish adjuration, and

a personage who is at any rate sworn by.

Kane O'Hara, who first introduced high burlesque

into dramatic literature; he was the author of Midas^

Poor Kelean^ The Golden Pippin^ t^-c.

Signior Giordani, the eminent composer, an early

friend of my father's.

Captain Jephson, author of two popular tragedies,

the Count of Narhonne and the Carmelite.

Richard Daly, of Castle Daly, patentee of the

Theatre Royal, Dublin.

Edward Tighe, of Woodstock, the finest dramatic

critic of the day, from whose judgment there was no

appeal. He was great uncle to the charming author

of "Cupid and Psyche."

The dear, kind Joseph Atkinson, the treasurer of

the Ordnance;

— describe him who can

,

An abridgment of all that was pleasant in man;

he was the early friend of Moore, the dear and almost

paternal friend of the wild Irish girl and her sister, at
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a time when such friends were the most necessaiy to

both.

Counsellor Lysaght, the Irish improvisatore in his

youth, the eloquent barrister and prime wit in his

middle age.

Sir Thomas and Lady Bell — the lady w^as my
godmother.

When I close the list with the names of Eobert

Hitchcock, the historian of the stage, and his beautiful

daughter, Lady Green —
"II catalogo eccolo la!"

I knew them all in my early girlhood, and some of

them long after my happy marriage; him, in parti-

cular, whom Moore thus characterised: —
" The sunny temper bright when all is strife

,

The simple heart above all worldly wiles

,

Light wit that plays along the calm of life,

And stirs its languid surface into smiles."

If the company was national, the dinner was quite

as national as the guests who partook of it; and a

branch of shilealagh, from its own wood near Dublin,

flourished as a Christmas tree in the centre of the

table.

Of course that "precious baby" was brought in;

her health was drank with "three times three," by the

style and title of "Foghau Foh!" in less classic phrase

— "wait awhile."

My father sang first in Irish and then in English

Carolan's famous song of "O'Rourke's Noble Feast,"

whilst the chorus was swelled by all the company:

—

" Oh
,
you are welcome heartily,

Welcome gramachree,
Welcome heartily,

Welcome joy!"
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I am sorry uot to be able to tell all this as a

"credible T\-itness" of the scene narrated, for being but

a month old I understood nothing about it; but I have

so often heard of it from my father as I sat upon his

knee, that my testimony, although but hearsay evidence,

may be accredited.

Many years after this notable event, Counsellor

Lysaght, an eminent barrister, going the Munster

circuit, bivouacked for the night (as was then usual

with great lawyers), at the house of a friend in Tip-

perary. He stole into the drawing-room, which was
full of company — not to interrupt a song which a

young girl was singing to the harp; it was the Irish

cronan of "Emuck ac ISTock — Ned of the Hill;" the

air was scarce finished when he sprang forward and

seized the harpist in his arms, exclaiming: — "This
must be Sydney Owenson — it is her father's voice—
none but an Irish voice could have such a curve in it,

and she is my godchild!"

In the vicissitudes of Irish friendships he had not

seen his godchild since the christening dinner, and had
nearly fought a duel with her father in the meantime.
Xow holding her at arm's length, but holding her fast,

and throwing up his head and eyes, he burst forth in

the following impromptu lines: —

'The muses once found me not very sober,
But lull of frolic at your merry christening,

And now, this twenty-third day of October,
As they foretold , to your sweet lays I'm listening.

Tho' when I'd vowed and promised for the best,
The heathen huzzies turned it to a jest;
At pomps and vanities, and wicked world.
They sneered, and up their saucy noses curled;
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Renounce the devil, too, in your new name
They substituted wit , and grace , and fame

;

And then around thy baby brow they bound
A wreath of laurel, with some shamrock crowned.

Poor me they plied with draughts of rosy wine.

Foretelling I would one day have some strains divine

From the young Christian of the festal hour —
'Tis done! I bow to their prophetic power. *

CHAPTER III.

IMPRESSIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD.

In the latter half of the last century, and on the

evening of a dreary winter's day, a lumbering post-

coach, the Irish vettuvino^ the "leathern convenience"

of that time (like those of Italy of the present day),

between the infrequency of stage-coaches and the perils

of an Irish "po'-chay," crept up the ill-paved hill of an

old street in the oldest part of old Dublin, called Fish

Shamble Street, from its vicinity to the Liffey, a rather

Irish nomenclature, as the Liffey had no fish and the

street no shambles. Mr. Denis Reddy, was the cele-

brated proprietor, and he drove it himself, with his

own horses thirty miles a day, providing the charge

committed to his care with provisions and every ac-

commodation on the road, when there were any, which

was not always the case. He sat on his own coach-

box, and, from time to time, let down the front glass

to talk to his freight, which on the present occasion

was an English lady, with two little girls and two

* A fragment of this poem has appeared in the Life and Poems of

Edward Lysaght, Esq., published after his death.
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maids. The journey had only been from the little town

of Portarlington.

On the brow of the hill, the carriage drew up be-

fore a ponderous double gate of an apparently old dis-

mantled f^ibric, which flanked a court and lane to the

right, and presented in front a corps cle lorjis^ from

whose portals streamed a flash of bright lights and

many flickering shadowy figures. A gaunt man with

flaring lanthorn stood at the gate, apparently waiting

for the party, and ringing a bell he came forward with,

"Och you're welcome, marram, to the great music hall!

and ten thousand welcomes and to the childre! I am
Pat Brennan, plaise yer honour, the man about the

place, from the beginning of time and before! Shure

here's the masther, long life to him!" With much
love and great imj^atience in his countenance , the

"masther" attemjDted to open the carriage-door with a

vehemence that almost shook it from its propriety, the

maids and the children screamed, whilst Mr. Keddy,
coming to the rescue, cried out, "Don't be afPeard,

Mrs. Owenson, its only this divil of a door, that takes

the staggers betimes!" The next moment the lady

and children were in the arms of the happy husband
and father, who, drawing the arm of the lady through

his own , and taking the eldest child by the hand,

whilst the other was carried by the maid, proceeded
through the cavernous entrance before them, into a

vast space, with an atmosphere of dust and smoke,
whilst every species of noise and clatter and sounds
uncouth, the fall of hammers, the grinding of saws and
the screwing of wheels; "the crash of matter and the

fall of worlds," reverberate on every side. The party
having crossed a long plank that shivered over an
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open pit, where some remains of velvet-covered seats

were still visible, landed over a spiky orchestra on a

stage , representing some architectural ornaments of

former grandeur , which were vainly pointed out to

cheer the lady by the proprietor of this strange, wild,

fantastic place. The mother thought most of her

children and their maid, as they stumbled along through

mounds of sawdust and mountains of chips; whilst the

workmen in brown paper caps with lights fixed on

them (an ingenious suggestion), cleared the way with

much kindness and courtesy. They at last reached the

extremity and entered a large well-proportioned room
to the right, where a blazing fire of wood and turf

under a capacious and beautiful marble chimney-piece,

was a welcome sight; above it swung on a moveable

scaffolding , an artist of no mean courage
,

painting

what might have been a proscenium, above which the

Irish motto of Ceacl mille Falthae
^

glittered in gold

letters.

"This will be the green-room," said the gentleman,

"there is no such green-room in either of the Royal
theatres; and in this room, my dear Jenny, Handel
gave his first concert of the Messiah, which the stupid

English had not the taste to encourage him to produce

in London!" The lady smiled for the first time, and
the little girl, who was in the habit of asking about

everything, said, "Papa, was Handel a carpenter?"

but received no answer, the gentleman going on to do

the honours of the green-room.

"Sydney," said her mother peevishly, "don't talk,

but mind where you tread; there! you have nearly

fallen into a paint-pot, and spoiled your beautiful new
cardinal

!

" Tliis was the first sentence tliat had
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escaped the lady's lips since lier entrance into her

cheerless future domicile. Sydney stood checked —
not convinced — her papa was vexed and mortified,

and the party silently followed Pat Brennan , who,

opening a door and holding up his lanthorn, exposed

the fearful sight of a roof half fallen in, and the floor

covered with indescribable rubbish. The gentleman

dragged him back by the arm and clapped-to the door

of the mysterious chamber, but not before Pat Brennan,

with the garrulity of a cicerone, had observed to the

lady, "That's the 'Death Chamber,' Marram! where

the flure gave way while ISTapper Tandy was making

his grand speech-, and hundreds and thousands, aye

more, of the citizens of Dublin, were murthered and

killed!"

The lady shuddered , but the gentleman led on

through a gloomy court-yard, touched off by a rising

moon, which exhibited the ruder aspect of the place,

and from whence they ascended a very wide but not

steep flight of stairs, which evidently meant to repre-

sent steps cut out of a rock, whilst branches of trees,

gushing waters, and pendant stalactites glittering with

frost hung on every side.

"Thiem is a part of the old Ridottos," — at that

moment an enormous cat sprang across, and Pat Bren-

nan did not soothe the fears which its appearance created,

by the cool observation — "and that is one of the

wild cats the place is full of, with sthigs in their' tails!

Aye, indeed, Marram, and it's thrue; but only for them
we could not live with the rotsf''

"Get on before us, Pat, and hold up your lanthorn,"

said the gentleman, angrily.

The stairs gradually narrowed till they terminated
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in a narrow gallery whicli led tlirougli clusters of rocks,

by way of entrance into a large square space, appa-

rently surrounded by beautiful pastoral scenery, and

lighted by a real moon, wLicli shone in from the sky-

lights of the painted ceiling.

"And now, marram," said Pat Brennan , "ye're

welcome to the dargle, for it's the dargle ye see all

about you, and Mr. Grattan's house in the middle; and

there's the waterfall, and — " but the rest of his words

"the gods dispersed in empty air," for the attention of

the poor wearied and frightened guests was called to

an object in the centre of the room, less picturesque,

but infinitely more interesting at that moment — a

table
,

plenteously and luxuriously covered , a lofty

branch of lights in the centre which might have figured

at the royal banquet of Macbeth; a blazing fire, sofas

and chairs ; a gentleman in a white jacket and cap

was settling the dishes on the table, whom Pat Bren-

nan introduced as Mr. Mulligan, the master's son of

the "Strugglers," the greatest tavern in the world

in regard of its beef steaks and punch royal, "and
there's of it before the fire that '11 warm all your

hearts."

From the garrulity of Pat Brennan, his master saw
that he judged of the merits of the punch from expe-

rience, and he dismissed him with, —
"You may go, now, Brennan; see to the getting in

of the luggage."

The table was immediately surrounded by the pa-

rents and the children, whilst "below the salt," i. e.^

at a little table in the corner, the maids did ample jus-

tice to the feast before them.

Brennan, in spite of orders, remained cle service^
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and Mr. Mulligan, with a bow tliat Brennan told tlie

maids "cost his mother a dollar when he learned to

dance,'' returned to the "Strugglers," whilst the party-

left behind proved that, —
L'homme en mangeant remonte ses ressorts."

Within an hour the whole party, except the gentle-

man , had retired to rest. The maids occupied a

"shake down," the lady and the little girls adjourned

to an apartment called by courtesy a bedroom, but

which had served the purpose of a hermit's cave at

the last ridotto. It had been made comfortable for

present use.

The maids, however, did not fare so well, for

Molly, the children's maid, a semi-French importation

from Portarlington , told her mistress the next morning

that "the life was frightened out of her by Betty calling

out to her, 'are ye awake, Mrs. Molly? the rots are

dragging the bed from under me!"'
These wild , incredible , and apparently fabulous

scenes require an explanation, but they are indelibly

photographed on a memory from which few things

that ever impressed the imagination have been effaced.

Note. — Lady Morgan was not superstitiously

exact about supplying the "missing links" in her re-

collections and impressions of her early life; and no
explanation was ever written of this whimsical intro-

duction to the domestic Dublin life of her father; but
the fact was simple enough — viz.: that the portion

of the old music-hall, which was destined to serve as

the family residence, had not been finished or put in

order; hence the necessity of fitting up a lodging for a
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few nights in the midst of things in general. We can

understand that Lady Morgan felt it more irksome to

"explain" than to "describe." — Ed.

CHAPTER IV.

THE NATIONAL THEATRE MUSIC HALL.

The opening of this theatre was the continuation of

a history of many comic and tragic events, from its

foundation as a chantry to the church of the Holy
Trinity, to this last and most indiscreet undertaking

to transform it to a theatre.

The opening of the theatre was , moreover , an

event of considerable importance to Mr. Owenson and

his family.

The first performance was to be altogether national,

that is, Irish, and very Irish it was. The play chosen

was The CavmeUte by Captain Jephson, with an inter-

lude from Macklin's farce of The Brave Irishman^ and

a farce of O'Keefe's, The Poor Soldier. The overture

consisted of Irish airs ending with the Volunteer's

March, which was chorussed by the gallery to an ac-

companiment of drums and fifes. An Irish audience

was always en rapport with the stage, and frequently

commented aloud on an absurdity in the actor, public

or private, in a manner to excite cpite as much laughter

as any farce that might be going on. One night, an
anxious friend in the pit close to the orchestra, per-

ceived that his cousin on the stage, by an unlucky
rent in a critical part of his dress, was exciting laughter

not set down in his part; — put his hand to his mouth
in an aside, and said in a stage whisper, "Larry!

Lady Monjan's Memoirs. I. 2
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Larry! there's the laste taste in life of yer linen to be

seen

This, by way of parenthesis, — to proceed with

our "opening day," or rather night:

My father -wTOte and spoke the prologue in his own
character of an "Irish Volunteer."

The audience was as national as the performance;

and the pit was filled with red coats of the corps to

which my father belonged; and the boxes exhibited a

show of beauty and fashion, such as Ireland above all

other countries could produce. What added to the

eclat of the evening was the first appearance on any
stage of an Irish lady of rank — the Honourable Mrs.

Mahon — then known by the pretty cognomen of the

"Bird of Paradise." She was the daughter of Lord
Perry, afterwards Lord Limerick. She imprudently

eloped with her singing master, Mr. Mahon, the Irish

Mario of his time, her family threw her off, and she

was obliged to share the artistic exertions of her hus-

band.

The National Theatre flourished. Everybody took

boxes, but few paid for them. Orders were given in

profusion, when, lo! in the midst of the apparent suc-

cess of this rival to the great Royalties, Government
granted an exclusive patent for the performance of the

legitimate drama to — Mr. Daly! with the additional

honour of creating him deputy Master of the Revels, a

distinction which had nearly fallen into abeyance. In

a capital so dramatic as Dublin, the event made a

great sensation, which, however, soon subsided, but

not before my father's friends had devised legal grounds
to sue for remuneration for his losses. Mr. Daly agreed
to an arbitration. Lord Donoughmore and the Right
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Honourable Denis Bowes, M. P., were tlie arbitrators,

and became guarantees to my father for an income of

three hundred a year for ten years, on the promise

that no paid actor or actress should appear on the

boards of the National Theatre. My father also accepted,

provisionally, the deputy managership of the Theatre

Royal-, and every one appeared contented, except the

creditors for debts incurred in getting up this phantom
theatre.

The cousinhood of Ireland extends itself beyond
the Green Island to remote lands, and if the

"Blakes and O'Donnels vrhose fathers resigned

The green hills of their youth, amidst strangers to find

That repose which at home they had sought for in vain,"

there were others of the "thirteen tribes of Galway,"

who sought a more tranquil and certain mode of exis-

tence, through the commercial genius which had pro-

bably lain hid amid the domestic warfares of Ireland,

but which was now coming forth in various parts of

the continent, wherever the vine flourished. Among
the respectable and respected commercial houses in

France, the Ffrenches of Bordeaux were and are one

of the most flourishing concerns. The custom of Ire-

land alone would have sufficed to make their fortune

in the sole article of claret.

My father boasted of his claims to relationship with

this eminent family — a claim never denied; and his

witty and clever letters had long kept up a correspon-

dence with his cousin Ffrench of Bordeaux ; the value

of his Irish news and Irish fun being paid back in

frequent presents of wine and liqueurs, with pretty

cadeaiLTS sent to my mother of scented pincushions and
sacs cVouvrage^ worked by the nuns, and smelling of

2*
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pious incense. One of these I well remember-, it was

of yellow satin, embroidered in holy devices in white

silk, of which my mother made a present on account of

the i^mdl^ she said, but more probably on account of

the Catholic devices which emblazoned it.

My father proposed himself as "commercial corre-

spondent" of their house. He told them his story in

his own pleasant yet pathetic way; and proved his

fitness to become a Dublin v/ine-merchant, by his in-

timacy with all the great wine drinkers of the day,

gentle and simple: He referred them to his connec-

tions in Connaught.

The Ffrenches acceded to his proposition, and con-

signed a cargo of wines to his account. Such was his

interest, that before they were delivered, he obtained

"the freedom of the six and ten per cents.," which was
considered a high commercial honour at that time in

Dublin; but of its nature and advantages I am utterly

ignorant, and I don't suppose that my father knew
much more, except that Sir John Ferns, the great

wine-merchant of the day, had found some difficulty in

obtaining it.

Grands chanricinens de decorations in the Music
Hall! The vast vaults of the Holy Trinity which had
served the purposes of Juliet's burial, were now dried

up, cleansed, heated, lighted by day and watched by
night. The rubbish of old theatrical properties was
shovelled out, and pipes, hogsheads and flasks of pre-

cious contents were rolled in. A Connaught clerk was
seated at his desk, and accounts were opened with
many O's and Macs, who had long rolled their own
claret to their own cellars at little cost but much risk.

The pretty theatre and its adjoining rooms were
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leased out for public meetings. The family dwelling-

house was enlarged by the addition of other apart-

ments, and made comfortable. Before the ensuing

winter my mother, whose confusion had been worse

confounded by all the chances and changes her for-

tunes had undergone, was settled with her little family

in Dublin, with her pretty retreat at Drumcondra in

reserve, and whilst my father's life was "double,

double, toil and trouble," she passed the quiet tenor of

her days in avocations suited to her domestic habits.

Her gi'eatest anxiety was for the education of her

little girls, and her next for the salvation of mankind
through the influence of the Countess of B[untino:don.

•o'

CHAPTEE V.

MY EDUCATION.

My father now always spent his Sundays at home
with us, and as much of his other days as his commer-
cial, convivial, and dramatic avocations would allow.

My mother seldom went to church, but my father,

from the time we could toddle, took us to church him-

self, where our endurance of hanging legs and cold

feet was recompensed by the divine music for which

the two cathedrals were and are still celebrated.

He shared all my mother's anxiety about the edu-

cation of his two little girls, which was, however, only

fitfiilly carried on.

My mother had in her mind the recollection of a

model child who had lived fifty years before, a tradi-

tional piece of Shropshire perfection. She was the

daughter of the good Sir Rowland Hill, of Hawkesley,



22 LADY MORGAN S MEMOIRS.

near Shrewsbury, of whose family my mother was

proud to be a humble branch. This child had read

the Bible twice through before she was five years old,

and knitted all the stockings worn by the coachmen!

My mother's ambition was that I should emulate this

bright example of juvenile excellence, but all in vain.

I could not even learn the few verses which open the

genealogy of the Patriarchs.

My sister Olivia, who was given over to tlie tuition

of Molly, was not much more apt. Neither my father

nor my mother took into account, or seemed aware

that our education was going on under an influence

stronger than any book learning could exercise — the

education of circumstances. Every incident as it arose

developed a faculty; it excited an imitation. There
was a great power of mimicry in both myself and my
sister. For myself, I figured away in all the trades

and occupations that came within my scope. I imitated

Jemmy McCrack em, my father's hairdresser, to the life,

and opened a shop which I furnished with my father's

theatrical wigs, and opened it in the only window that

looked into the street. I wrote over this window an

advertisement that ran thus: —
SYDNEY OWENSON,

"System, Tete and Peruke Maker."

This was the invariable form of inscription over the

doors of old Irish coiffeurs.

I could go through the whole process of hair

dressing (which was then a most arduous one), from
the first papillotes to the last pufP of the powder
machine.

I became a chimney-sweep from my observation of



3IY EDUCATION. 23

a den of little imps who inhabited a cellar on the

opposite side of the way.

A propos to the chimney sweeps, my mother sent

me to a day-school, to "keep me quiet,"' a few doors

from our own house.

It happened one day the chimney of our school-

room took fire. Every one screamed, but no one
offered a remedy. I had seen a fire in our own chim-

ney put out by the cleveraess of my little neighbours

the sweeps. I flew across and called on them to follow

me. I found them assembled at their dinner, sittins:

on a bag of soot. They seized their scrapes and
brushes and all followed me to the rescue. The burn-

ing soot was soon dragged down; fumes, and flames,

and soot, and smut filled the atmosphere of Mrs.

Gaime's neat schoolroom.

The little boys had probably saved lives and pro-

perty, but the schoolmistress angrily asked "who had
sent them?'' They pointed to me and said:

"Little Miss, there."

"Then let little Miss pay you I" said she, and seiz-

ing me by the shoulder, she hurled me down the door-

steps, saying:

"Go home, vou mischievous monkev!"
The injustice of this to myself, and the black band

I commanded, but above all the epithet, for a monkey
has been ever my favourite aversion!

I ran up the court to our house, crying bitterly,

and followed by my clients.

My father and mother, who were standing at the

window, saw us pass, and rushed to the door, as did,

of course, the servants.

I was scarcely to be recognised, and when appealed
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to could ouly answer with passionate sobs; but one of

the little sweeps took la parole^ and said:

"Well, plaise your honour, Mr. Owenson, little Miss

here called us to put out Mother Gaime's chimney, who
said she would not give us nothing, but that Miss

might pay us!"

My father endeavoured to command his gravity,

though my mother could not command her anger, and

he said:

"Well, Sydney, I suppose you have wherewithal to

recompense these young gentlemen for their allegiance

to your command?"
I could only sob out:

"Papa, you have lico and eightpence of mine^ give it

to them all."

My father took out an English half-crown, and

said

:

"There, gentlemen, is sixpence a-piece for you."

The little sweeps then threw up their caps, with the

"cry" of the street (which had its "aboo" as well as

the Fitzgeralds and O'Donnels). "Long life to yer

honour — success — all happiness and nothing but

pure love!" and this sooty troupe galloped away, while

I was handed over to Molly to be punished and purified,

as justice or mercy might prevail, according to my
merits. From that moment these wretched little vic-

tims of the cruel social economy of the day became
the objects of my especial compassion and protection.

I very early wrote in their behalf, and I was the first

who applied the ramonew to an Irish chimney in my
own house.

Though my mother could never teach me to read
she taught me hymns and poetry by rote, which in-
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cited me to write rhymes on my own account. I had

many favourites among cats, dogs and birds, my
mother's reprobation and the servants' nuisance; but

I turned them all to account and wove them into

stories, to which I tried to give as much personal in-

terest as old Mother Hubbard bestowed on her dog.

The head favourite of my menagerie was a magni-

ficent and very intelligent cat, "Ginger," by name,

from the colour of her coat, which though almost orange

was very much admired. She was the last of a race of

cats sacred in the traditions of the Music Hall. Pat

Brennan,

"The sad historian of the ruined towers,"

held them in the greatest reverence mingled with

superstitious awe. Brennan was a good Catholic, but

rather given to exaggeration, which rendered his testi-

mony to matters of fact proverbially questionable; and
it became a bye word among unbelieving neighbours

when any one told a wonderful story, to ask, "Do
you know Brennan? Well, then, enough said!" After

this, there was nothing left for the disconcerted nar-

rator but to walk away. One of his stories was— that

the monastic cats had stings in their tails, which after

their death were preserved by the monks for purposes

of flagellation, or by the nuns— Brennan was not sure

which

!

Ginger was as much the object of my idolatry as

if she had had a temple and I had been a worshipper

in ancient Egypt; but, like other deities, she was re-

probated by those who were not of my faith.

I made her up a nice little cell, under the beaufet,

as side-boards were then called in Ireland — a sort of
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alcove cut out of the wall of our parlour wliere the

best glass and the ftimily "bit of plate" — a silver

tankard — with the crest of the Hills upon it (a dove

with an olive branch in its mouth), which commanded

great respect in our family.

Ginger's sly attempt to hide herself from my mother,

to whom she had that antipathy which animals so often

betray to particular individuals, were a source of great

amusement to my little sister and myself-, but when she

chose the retreat of the beaufet as the scene of her

accouchement^ our fear lest it should come to my mother's

knowledge, was as great as if we had been concealing

a moral turpitude.

It was a good and pious custom of my mother's to

hear us our prayers every night; when Molly tapped

at the parlour door at nine o'clock, we knelt at my
mother's feet, our four little hands clasped in hers,

and our eyes turned to her with looks of love, as they

repeated that simple and beautiful invocation, the

Lord's Prayer; to this w^as always added the supplica-

tion, "Lighten our darkness we beseech Thee;" after

which we were accustomed to recite a prayer of our

affectionate suggestion, calling a blessing on the heads

of all w^e knew and loved, which ran thus, "God bless

papa, mamma, my dear sister, and Molly, and Betty,

and Joe, and James, and all our good friends." One
night, however, before my mother could pronounce
her solemn "amen," a soft muttered "purr" issued

from the cupboard, my heart echoed the appeal, and
I added, "God bless Ginger the cat!" Wasn't my
mother shocked! She shook both my shoulders and
said, "What do you mean by that, you stupid child?"

"May I not say, 'Bless Ginger?'" I asked humbly.



MY EDUCATION. 27

"Certainly ??o/," said my mother emphatically.

"Why, mamma?"
"Because Ginger is not a Christian."

" Why is not Ginger a Christian?"

"Why? because Ginger is only an animal."

"Am I a Christian, mamma, or an animal?"

"I will not answer any more foolish questions to-

night. Molly, take these children to bed, and do teach

Sydney not to ask those silly questions.

So we were sent off in disgrace, but not before I had
given Ginger a wink, whose bright eyes acknowledged
the salute through the half-open door.

The result of this was that I tried my hand at a

poem.

The jingle of rhyme was familiar to my ear through

my mother's constant recitation of verses , from the

sublime Universal Prayer of Pope to the nursery rhyme
of Little Jack Horner; whilst my father's dramatic ci-

tations, which had descended even to the servants, had
furnished me with the tags of plays from Shakespeare

to O'Keefe; so that "I lisped in numbers" though the

numbers never came.

Here is my first attempt:

"My dear pussy cat,

Were I a mouse or rat,

Sure I never would run off from you,
You're so funny and gay,
With your tail when you play

,

And no song is so sweet as your "mew;"
But pray keep in your press

,

And don't make a mess.
When you share with your kittens our posset;

For mamma can't abide you,
And I cannot hide you.
Except you keep close in your closet I''
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I tagged these doggrels together while lying

awake half the night, and as soon as I could get a

hearing in the morning I recited them to the kitchen,

and no elocution ever pronounced in that kitchen (al-

though it was dedicated to Melpomene, whose image

shone on an orchestra that had been converted into

a dresser, the whole apartment being the remains of

the fantastic Ridotto, though now being converted to

culinary purposes in the same floor as our dining-room),

no elocution had ever excited more applause. James
undertook to write it down, and Molly corrected the

press. It was served up at breakfast to my father, and
it not only procured me his rapturous praise but my
mother's forgiveness.

My father took me to Moira House; made me re-

cite my poem, to which he had taught me to add ap-

propriate emphasis and action, to which my own ten-

dency to grimace added considerable comicality. The
Countess ofMoira laughed heartily at the "infant Muse"
as my father called me, and ordered the housekeeper
to send up a large plate of bread and jam, the earliest

recompense of my literary labours.
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CHAPTER VI.

MY INSTRUCTORS.

All this time the education of the children, a fa-

vourite theme of discussion and disputation, proceeded

in a desultory manner.

The moment natui'e broke out into anywhat notice-

able act, discipline was brought in, and a master was

found for the time being, which always proved to be

a very short time indeed.

Once, accompanying my father and mother in a very

John Gilpin trip, to spend the day at Castle Bellingham,

I was so struck with the pretty church on the roadside,

that while dinner was preparing I made a sort of sketch

of it with the pen and ink and paper generally found

lying on inn tables.

]My father and mother were astounded, and a future

Angelica Kaufman was predicted in me over our

chickens and bacon.

My mother was delighted that my first attempt

should have been a sacerdotal one, and immediately,

on our return to town a drawing-master was sought for,

and one was found who rejoiced in the name of Martin.

He encouraged my mother's hopes, and put me at once

to indite a cherub's head.

My cherub was really wonderful; my mother said

it was miraculous ; and so it would have been if I had

had any hand in it; but to tell the truth, it owed all

its merit to the genius of my master. One day that

the black chalk was committed to my unpractised hand,
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on my mother's sudden entrance, my cherub's head

ran the risk of being converted into a negro's. Mr.

Martin was mad; and putting a large lump of bread

into my hand, saying, "There, Miss, take out the effect

of the jaw with this piece of bread."

Caligraphy and mathematics succeeded to the finer

"art."

One morning when we were at breakfast with my
father and mother — that is, my sister and myself —
at our own little table, with bread and milk, the ser-

vant announced a visitor by the style and title of

"Mr. Mark Tully."

"Stay a moment, James," said my father to my
affrighted mother, qui dans ce mot la reconnaissait notre

sang — and anticipated a cousin; while my father, in

a coaxing tone, said: "My dear Jenny, this is a poor

fellow from Lough Rea ; once a flourishing school-

master, a great mathematician and copper-plate writer.

I think we might make use of him for the children,

though he has now taken to another line of life."

At this moment James introduced a gaunt, un-

gainly looking man, with a pedlar's pack in one hand
and a short stick in the other.

He looked extremely frightened. My good-natured

father rose to meet him with:

"Marcus Tullius Aufidius, my brave fellow, how
does the world use you?"

"Thank your honour for axing."

"Will you take a cup of tea before we drop into

shanahos?" said my father.

'''Thanks be to your honour, the thimble full, if ye
plaze."
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"Here, Sydney," said my motlier, " take the gentle-

man this cup of tea."

Replacing the cup and saucer on the table, I took

out my silver thimble out of the tidy little "house-

wife" that hung to my side; I filled it with tea and

presented it to the pedlar.

My mother tried to look angry and my father too.

"She is a silly child," said he, "but she means no

harm."

"Oh, God bless her, Mr. Owenson, she is a fine

lively little cratur, and will come to good yet!"

My father at once proposed us as his pupils in

the noble art, in which at present I certainly do not

excel.

Paper was got — lines were ruled, and Marcus

TuUius Aufidius gave me a line of strokes and a line

of A's and B's to copy.

"Now, Miss, broad strokes down — hair strokes

up."

I not only copied these strokes but I copied his

most ridiculous mouth, which he opened and shut to

correspond with the ups and downs of his pen.

My little sister tittered , my father and mother,

though angry, could not suppress their smiles; the sus-

ceptible Marcus Tullius took offence and rose in wrath,

saying

:

"Och, then. Miss is too cliver for me entirely."

"Well, then," said my father, "to ease your burden,

we will for the present take your Connemara stockings,

and bye-and-bye your instructions."

My mother now hastened to make a bargain. My
father at once purchased a pound's worth of the " Con-

nemara's," and Marcus Tullius shouldered his pack.
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made his scmpe, and never after returned, while I,

perhaps, lost the chance of becoming as good a mathe-

matician RsYolt^he's Marquise de Chdtelet^ or any other

poor French philosopheress who assisted to make New-

ton known in Paris.

CHAPTER VII.

MY FATHER.

Who was my father? to whom in these few pages

I have dedicated so much recollection.

My father was a Celtic Irishman, my mother was

a Saxon; and "I had the good fortune," as Paddy
O'Carrol says, "to come over to Ireland to be horned."

My father was — an actor! But he shall tell his

own tale; or, rather, I will try to relate it as I heard

it from his lips many a time and oft, sometimes spoken,

sometimes sung.

My father devoted as much of his time to domestic

enjoyment as his profession and public life would admit

of In the course of my early and after years, it was

a source of infinite delight to me, to hear him narrate

in broken episodes, traits and incidents of his own
story and of the times in which he lived, mingled with

relations of habits, customs and manners still existing

in Ireland down to the close of the last century. They
were so impressive in their character and musical in

their narration, that they seized on my imagination,

— for I was a very impressionable child, — and were

the cause of the first purely Irish story ever written;

it has since been known as The Wild Irish Girl. But

to go on with my father and his story, which he told
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lis by fragments, it v/as a romance in itself. I repeat

that it was not told in spoken narrative, but intersjDersed

with delicious Irish melodies, and given out with an

emphasis and gesticulation not less eloquent than his

language, which was "music spoken."

MY FATHEE'S STORY.
"St. Patrick was a gentlGman and come of decent people."

Met. Hist, of St. Patrick.

"We were kin to the Bragblaglans, Callagans,

Connors and Brides alsoe." — Irish Soiuj.

At the beginning of the last century many of the

manners and customs and national habits of Ireland in

the middle ages still existed. The rustic amusements

of the gentry as well as of the peasantry, were of a

character that enlisted some of the most violent pas-

sions of Irish temperament-, a dance begun in utmost

jollity 0)1 the sod, often ended by laying one of the

performers under it-, and a duel was not rare that arose

from some mere awkwardness in the canonical per-

formance of the rite of hands across and back again in

a country dance. The hurling matches in the pro-

vinces were the Olympic games of ould Ireland; the

athletse of Connaught would challenge the rival hurlers

of IMuuster. County against county , but more fre-

quently Bally against Bally came forth in mutual and

picturesque defiance, not unaptly imaged forth in the

wrestling contest of Aii Yon Like It. The first ladies

of the neighbourhood frequently presided as umpires;

Avhilst the combatants, whose chief claims were their

personal prowess, enlisted in their ranks young men of

the first families, as well as the prime youth and man-

hood of the "mere Irishry."'

Litdy Morgan's Memoirs. I. "
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Early iu the last century, a celebrated hurling

match took place in Connaught, sustained by the

gentry, farmers and squirearchy of the neighbouring

counties ofSligo and Rosscommon. All the chief gentry

of the neighbourhood were present, the flower of Irish

youth of both sexes. It was the custom to award to

the victor of the field a ribbon to wear at his breast,

or some other simple mark of distinction, presented by

the Queen of Beauty of the day.

On this occasion, the Queen of Beauty was Sydney,

the orphan grand-daughter of Sir Malby Croftou; the

victor of the day was Walter Mac Owen, Anglice Owen-

son, a gentleman according to the genealogy of Con-

naught, but a farmer by actual position. He was very

handsome in person and tall in stature, and of noted

prowess in all contests like the present. The lady

was a descendant of the house of Crofton, which set-

tled in Ireland in the days of Elizabeth. The head of

the family was made escheator-general of the province,

by Sir Henry Sydney, who was the governor of Con-

naught. In the partition of the lands and estates of

the Irish, the "Escheator-general" did not forget him-

self; he left at his death six brave sons to inherit six

good estates-, the second of these sons settled at Long-

ford House, in Sligo, Avhere a Sir Malby Crofton still

lives at the present day.

The fair Queen of Beauty who then graced Long-

ford House was smitten with the grace and bravery of

the young victor in the hurling match-, she probably

intimated, or at least allowed him to discover, that he

had

"Wrestled well — and overthrown
More than his enemies."



MY FATHER. 35

The yoiiug man was not "afraid to take liis fortune

up." The result was, that shortly after the hurling

match, there was what the people of the country called

an "abduction," and the Crofton family a ^'"mesalliance

never to be forgiven;" in matter-of-fact speech, they

ran away by mutual consent, and were married beyond

all power of protest or disapprobation of friends to

separate them.

The young bride, with great good sense, entirely

accepted her new position, and made the best of it.

She was an extremely clever woman, who discharged

her duties in all respects as a farmer's v/ife, and ob-

tained in the condition of life to which she had de-

scended, the respect and influence she was calculated

to have won in her own sphere. But the marriage

was none the less indiscreet, neither was it a happy
one, for she had not^ like Desdemona,

"beheld Othello's visage in his mind."

Her husband seems to have been a jolly, racketting

Irish boy, he was frequently absent on all manner of

rustic frolics, hurling matches, fairs and other occa-

sions, for the display of his vanity and those qualities

which had bewitched her, but from which now, so far

as she was concerned, all glamour had departed.

She vras a woman of genius, a poetess and musi-

cian; she cultivated her natural gifts, and found in art

a resource against unavailing regret for the position in

life which she had left, and it was her best preservative

against disgust at her present surroundings. She was
appreciated by her Irish neighbours, who love music

and song; they gave her the sobriquet of Clasagh na

Valla
J
or the "Harp of the Valley;" she was eminent

3~
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for her skill as a performer on tlie Irish harp, and for

her poems in the Irish tongue; so her life did not pass

entirely without sympathy and recognition. She had

one son, named Kobert, who seemed to unite the most

remarkable peculiarities of both his parents.

He resembled his father in stature and personal

beauty, and he had the artistic and poetical instincts

of his mother; he had also a magnificent musical voice

of extraordinary compass. His mother devoted her-

self to giving him the best education in her power; in

this she had the good-natured assistance of the parish

priest, who was an ex-member of the Jesuits' College

of Liege, and occasionally, the Protestant incumbent of

the parish gave his aid. The young pu^^il of this

combined instruction showed his g-ratitude by impar-

tially intoning Low Mass in the early Sabbath morning
with Father Mahony, and later in the day singing the

New Version of Sternhold and Hopkins in the parish

church with his mother, who was a Protestant. In

this way, with a little French taught by Father Ma-
hony Avitli the true Belgian accent, a little Latin and
English, together with reading in a few volumes of

Irish traditionary lore belonging to his mother, who
also gave him his musical, poetical and historical

teaching, from the first arrival of the Crofton down to

tlie latest contemporary grievance, the education of the

young Robert Owenson went on until he had reached
his seventeenth year.

About that time a great sensation was caused in the

neighbourhood by the arrival of a stranger bearing the

name of Blake, who proceeded to take possession of

the castle of the Blakes of Ardfry, after a long inter-

regnum, as the lineal descendant of the original pro-
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prietors of the estate.* He bad been brougbt up in

foreign parts, and was tbe possessor of a large West
Indian jDroperty in addition to bis Irish estate. He
was a man of great eccentricity, singular accomplish-

ments, and an utter stranger to the habits and manners

of the country in which he was called upon to succeed

to an ancient property. Mr. Blake was struck with

the originality of all be saw around him in Ireland.

He was anxious also, as a landlord, to improve tbe

condition of the peasantry on bis estate, and to study

their habits.

A Protestant himself, he, nevertheless, visited im-

partially both the Protestant and Catholic places of

worship in tbe parish. One Sunday, when he attended

High Mass, be was struck with the beauty of a young
fresh voice which rose distinctly above all others. He
was somewhat surprised, when an hour later he heard

the same voice in tbe Protestant Church accompanied

by a female soprano of great delicacy and some science,

singing the magnificent hymn:

"O come, loud anthems let us sing."

Mr. Blake was an eminent musician, fresh from the

schools of Italy and Paris.

He soon made himself acquainted with the name,
quality, and residence of the owners of the two voices,

and tbe next day paid a visit in form to the persons

who had so charmed and surprised him.

Tbe manners and style of Clasagh na Yalla con-

vinced him that he was in tbe presence of a gentle-

woman. Her husband was absent on one of bis many
frolics. It was new to Clasagh na Valla to have the

* The Blakes of 3Ieulo were a branch of the ancient family of Ardfry.
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society of one of lier own class, and tlie motives of

kindness which had brought Mr. Blake, although ex-

pressed with some coldness and formality, nevertheless

worked upon her and warmed her to a degree of com-

municativeness which possibly surprised him. She told

him her history, and ascribed the ruin of her husband's

family, and its present low estate, to the dishonesty of

a member of Mr. Blake's family in former times.

A Catholic, Mac Owen, had once entrusted some

landed property to a Protestant Blake. A Bill of Dis-

covery was filed by him against the owner, the ruin

of the confiding Catholic ensued, and the traditional

memory of the wrong had become exaggerated in its

progress until it had become the standing grievance of

the family, and in Clasagh na Valla it had certainly

found the most eloquent and spirited of its narrators.

Right or wrong in her belief, her eloquence and beauty

interested the Lord of Ardfry, and whether he be-

lieved or not the imputation upon the memory of his

remote kinsman, it is certain that he conceived the

notion of turning the peculiar talents of young Owen-
son to his own account; the naivete srnd natural abilities

of the boy promising amusement to one who was or-

dinarily pen amusahle. He offered to receive Robert

Owenson into his family, if his parents would part

with him , and to make him his own special protege.

He promised that he should receive such an education

as would fit him for any liberal profession, and for the

position of a gentleman in society.

The parents consented. Clasagh na Valla was
proud of the effect her eloquence had produced. She
beheld her son already restored to the position in life

which she believed to be his lawful birthright, out of
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which he had been defrauded by the accident of her

having' married below her station. The father con-

sented; probably he was not able to stand against his

wife's eloquence; possibly he could not get leave to

say a word against it, and possibly, too, he may have

thought it a fine thing for his son "to get his own
again" from a Blake; at all events, it is certain that

with the consent of all parties Mr. Blake took young

Owenson into his own house and made him his com-

panion.

Mr. Blake was not a good person to whom to

entrust the destinies of a young man. He was an intel-

lectual epicurean, profoundly selfish, and prepared to

make every accident of his life subservient to his use,

convenience, or delectation; confirmed in celibacy, and

living only for himself, he saw he could make of his

protege a submissive dependent, an accomplished com-

panion and an efficient future secretary, likely to be

useful to him in the management of his estate, from

being versed in Irish affairs from early habits and as-

sociations; above all, he would make a maestro di

cappella^ who, after the fashion of foreign houses, would
superintend his music and infinitely contribute to his

amusements.

Young Owenson resided with Mr. Blake so long as

he continued on his Irish estates, but Mr. Blake soon

grew weary of the monotony of this remote existence

and of provincial pursuits — the improvement of his

tenantry included.

After a few months he set out to go to London,
where he had a house in Russell Street. He stopped

a few days en route in Dublin. Amongst other reasons,

he wished to furbish up and render presentable the
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young wild Irishman he was about to introduce to his

London acquaintance and friends. The Conuaught

suit of genuine ratteen was exchanged for the fashion-

able costume of the day, his luxuriant black locks —
shaggy and picturesque — were transformed into the

voijfure poudre and ailcs cle pigeon which had succeeded

the wigs of the preceding half-century. Thus dressed

and disguised, he accompanied Mr. Blake to the

Theatre Royal, Crow Street, to witness the perform-

ance of " Coriolanus ," by Mossop, the great tragedian

of the age, whose father, a Protestant clergyman in

France, had christened my father nearly twenty years

before. In the same font, Oliver Goldsmith (who was

my father's second cousin once removed) had also

been christened, and by the same clergyman.

This v.'as the first theatre he had entered — the first

dramatic performance he had ever witnessed — he was

not ignorant of Shakespeare, for Shakespeare has at

all times been more read and better understood, or

rather felt, even in the remote provinces of Ireland,

than in the country which has the glory of his birth.

The drama was, at this epoch, in Ireland at the acme

of its popularity and its influence. Dublin supplied

London with its best actors and its best dramatists,

and the Irish stage was, for a time, almost a fourth

power in the state. Young Owenson was "not touched

but rapt, not wakened but inspired." From that mo-
ment the son of Clasagh na Valla had discovered his

vocation, and, though in future years he worked it out

under the influence of a far different temperament to that

of his countryman Mossop, the impression and intention

remained indestructible.

In a few days from this memorable night, Mr.
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Blake aud his young protege arrived in London, at

the comfortable mansion of the former in Great Russell

Street. He lost not a moment in seeking to render

those abilities available, for which he had chosen his

young charge on so short an experience. Mr. Blake was
well acquainted with all that was most eminent in the

musical society of London — professional and amateur,

of which his own house was the resort. Among the

most celebrated was Dr. Arne, the reviver, perhaps it

might be said, the founder, of English opera, the com-
poser of ArtcLverxes^ and of many operas now forgotten.

Arne was particularly skilful in instructing vocal per-

formers. The young L'ish melodist gave him a proof of

the quality of his voice, which he declared to be one

of the finest baritones he ever heard, and particularly

susceptible of that quality of intonation then so much
admired and now so much out of fashion, the falsetto^

then introduced from the Italian school. Arne had at

that time completely merged his reputation as a teacher

in his higher qualification of a maestro-^ and his grand
opera of Artaxerxes placed him at the head of all

English composers; he, therefore, declined taking his

friend's musical jiroterje as his pupil, but strongly re-

commended him to Dr. Worgan, the celebrated blind

organist of Westminster Abbey, rival of Dr. Burney,

and the first singing master of the day. Dr. Worgan
accepted the cultivation of a voice and ear so rare and
perfect, and Mr. Blake paid a liberal entrance fee for

the admission of his protege into the evening classes,

twice a week, of this singularly gifted blind instructor.

The mornings of young Owenson were otherwise em-
ployed; he was placed for some hours daily under the

tuition of the Rev. Mr. Eyle, who kept one of those
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academies then numerous in London, wliere elocution,

mathematics, the English classics and the rudiments

of Latin were taught; similar to that opened by Mr.

Sheridan, the father of Brinsley Sheridan, on his

retreat from his arduous reign over the insatiable

vanities of an Irish theatre and the caprices of an

L'ish audience.

The rest of the young man's time was devoted to

the domestic regime of his protector; a good arithme-

tician, as most Irish lads are, he audited the Irish ac-

counts, which were forwarded by Mr. Blake's agent

from the county of Galway; he took the foot of his

dinner-table, having been systematically taught to carve

by the old butler, a jealous and confidential servant,

and, above all, he sung his delightful Irish melodies

with their genuine Irish words, to the very bad ac-

companiment of Mr. Blake himself on the harpsichord,

whose incompetent performance induced the young
amateur to study conuterpohit ^ and so accompany him-

self. Owenson had charge of the house in Russell Street

in the absence of his protector on visits to the seats of

his friends in the country, among whom was Lord Clare

the protector of Goldsmith.

Mr. Blake only once visited his estates in Ireland

during the residence in his family of young Owenson,
whom he treated with a condescension too marked
ever to be construed into familiarity; a circumstance

which often roused "the blood of the Mirabels," and
occasioned a petulance of manner better becoming a

wild chief of the MacOwens in other times, than a

dependent of the Anglo-Norman gentleman of the

present. Of all the advantages which that dependant
enjoyed from his position, the excellent male society
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occasionally assembled at Mr. Blake's table, was the

most profitable and delightful ; almost all the literary

men of the day were among his guests, and the Gerard

Street Club were, with Garrick himself, his frequent

guests; but there was one, above all others, among
these high bidders for immortality, who had a peculiar

interest in young Owenson's heart and the strongest

claim on his admiration — this was his countryman and

relative, Oliver Goldsmith. His parents had furnished

him with a letter of introduction to Goldsmith; and
those claims made upon him for their son on the plea

of kith, kin and relationship; — ties always admitted

in Ireland to the remotest generation, were accepted

with all that genial cordiality peculiar to Goldsmith's

happy temperament. A difference in age of nearly

twenty years, still left Goldsmith nearly upon a par

with his young countryman in ignorance of the world,

and in ingenuousness of temper and feeling; his kindness

was unbounded, but it was not always advantageous,

and he who Avanted a guardian over his own actions,

such as the stern Johnson, was ill qualified to become
Mentor to one whose natural tastes and national cha-

racter were as easy and indiscreet as his own. Gold-

smith was at that time in all the delirium of his passion

for the theatre, where he had already brought out his

charming comedy She Stoops to Conquer. He was
intimate with the managers of both theatres, including

Garrick, his earliest and fast friend; with Sheridan, his

splendid countryman, as well as with the celebrated

musical lessees of Covent Garden, Signor Giordani and
Dr. Fisher. Goldsmith being an habitue of the green-

room of both the Royal theatres, he occasionally and
unnecessarily took his young countryman to those
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dangerous foyers of art and beauty wliicli proved

perilous to men of greater discretion than either of

the two Irishmen. But danger awaited the younger

man in a smaller and more intimate circle. Among
the eminent artists of the day, who occasionally

presented themselves in the highest classes of Dr.

Worgan, was the then beautiful and celebrated Ma-

dame Weichsel, wife of the primo violoncello of the

Italian opera, and mother of the greatest English vo-

calist of after times, Mrs. Bellington. Madame Weich-

sel was the prima donna of His Majesty's Theatre, and

was, or had been, the prima donna assolida over the

heart of the famous Due de Nivernois, at that time

ambassador from France at the Court of St. James.

The foreign siren was no longer young, and perhaps

was not the less dangerous on that account; her en-

gagement at the Italian Opera House did not prevent

her occasional performances upon the English stage,

and her engagement to play the part of Mandane in

Dr. Arne's Artaxerxes. She was induced to study

that elaborate role^ under the immediate direction of

Dr. Worgan : in the duets between the Persian he-

roine and her lover Arbaces, the stage lover was fre-

quently absent without leave, and his place was too

readily supplied by Dr. Worgan's favourite young Irish

pupil, Kobert Owenson. Never was "Fair Aurora,

prythee, stay," more passionately sung, and had old

Weichsel been as apprehensive as the father of Cyrus,

the Irish Arbaces would have given cause of uneasi-

ness to that worthy gentleman, while the Due de Ni-

vernois might have applied at home for a lettre de

cachet against his successful rival. This liaison had
already lasted some time when Mr. Blake resolved on



MY FATHER. 45

a journey to Ireland, refusing his young companion

the permission to accompany him, for young Owenson

had occasionally shown symptoms of the mal de pays.

He was left, therefore, the unrestricted master of his

own actions, and at liberty to follow his own devices

in London.

During the absence of Mr. Blake in Ireland, as

was thought, Madame Weichsel consented to "star

it" for one night at Yauxhall. Young Owenson
accompanied her thither. When she entered the or-

chestra, it was discovered that the singer who was to

take part in the duet of "Fair Aurora" had not ar-

rived. She insisted that her companion should take

his place, and her request was too seducing to his

vanity to be refused. He was in full dress; which

was as indispensable then for Vauxhall as for the

opera. He was announced as an amateur who had

kindly offered to take the place of the original Ar-

baces, "who had been attacked by sudden indisposi-

tion," &c. "Fair Aurora" was sung con amore^ ap-

plauded and encored. Among the audience, however,

was one neither expected nor desired; it was Mr.

Blake, who had suddenly returned home unannounced,

and finding the house deserted except by the old

laojor dovio, who could give no account of the young
viceroy who had been left over him, except that he

had dressed and gone to Vauxhall. Mr. Blake, who
followed his example, somewhat out of humour,- ar-

rived just as Arbaces was finishing his duet ! The
truant did not return to Great Russell Street till the

third night of his absence; and then went back, never

imagining that his patron had returned. He found

his trunks in the hall, packed and corded; a letter
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from Mr. Blake was put into his liand by the butler,

who sent out for a hackney-coach, had the trunks

placed upon it whilst young Owenson read his letter,

and then inquired whither he wished the coach to be

driven? Too indignant to express surprise or irrita-

tion, he replied promptly, "To Dr. Goldsmith's," and

drove off never more to cross the threshold of his of-

fended patron. The letter was concise; in it Owenson

was dismissed with unqualified decision, and it con-

tained an order on Mr. Blake's banker for three hun-

dred pounds, which he intended to be the last proof of

his generosity. Young Owenson wrote a brief reply,

accepting his dismissal, and returning the order with

all the coolness with which it had been offered to him.

Goldsmith received him with all the sympathy and

kindness of his genial nature, and encouraged him in

his scheme of independence.

Young Owenson had been more than four years

resident in London, and had benefitted considerably

by the instructions which Mr. Blake had liberally as-

sisted him to acquire. An accomplished musician, he

had also derived much advantage from those lessons

in elocution, which young men, whether preparing for

the stage or the pulpit, were then taking, at an epoch

when declamatory recitation was indispensable to suc-

cess in the sentimental comedies and high-flown trage-

dies of the day. The two cousins, putting their Irish

heads together, pronounced in favour of the drama,' as

a profession best suited to the talents and personal de-

portment of the young adventurer who was now thrown

upon himself Goldsmith, although devoted to Irish

music, and full of admiration for my father's musical

talents, encouraged him in the idea that acting would
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be his forte, and tragedy liis specialite! Goldsmith

had just made up a quarrel with Garrick, and he made
use of the renewal of their amity to give Owenson a

letter of introduction to that "abridgment of ail that

is pleasant in man," which he presented in person.

The interview took place at Garrick's house in the

Adelphi; the manager was gracious and favourable;

and the son of Clasagh na Valla, in spite of his brogue,

was permitted to make his first appearance in the high

tragic part of Tamerlane! Tamerlane was, alas! a

failure! as was only likely. It was declared by the

critics to be not only bad, but absurd; and the bringing

forward a debutant in that important part, a debutant

who was a mere stripling, speaking with an Irish

brogue, was declared to be one of the greatest insults

ever offered to the town. The Irish Tamerlane, backed

by his staunch ally, Oliver Goldsmith, begged for an-

other hearing, and selected the part of Alexander the

Great; but Garrick entirely declined to listen to the

petition, flung the letter on the table, and Tamerlane
retired for a short time into private life. This check

did not, however, quench his spirit nor abate his hope.

He made his next appearance as Captain Macheath in

The Beggar^s Opera. This character was more in ac-

cordance with his genius; he was received with ap-

plause; which had the good effect of securing for him
a permanent and profitable engagement for the next

two years at Covent Garden, of which theatre the prin-

cipal lessees and managers were Mr. Haines, Signer

Giordani and Dr. Fisher, a celebrated composer and
violinist of the day. The two latter gentlemen, whom
Owenson had known at Dr. Worgan's, had evinced

much kindness for him there and remained his friends.
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Years afterwards they were his guests and frequent

visitors at his house in Dublin. He was now fairly

launched in a profession, with a fair prospect of an

honourable maintenance. The principal event which

befel him during the next feAv years was his marriage

with Miss Hill, the daughter of Mr. Hill, a respectable

burgess of the ancient city of Shrewsbury. The brother

of tlie lady had been a fellow student of Mr. Owenson

in Mr. Eyle's classes; he had been charmed to infatua-

tion with his companion's talents, and a friendship had

sprung up between them, very ardent on Mr. Hill's

part. On the occasion of his father being raised to

the mayoralty of Shrewsbury, there was open house

kept at Christmas, and young Hill invited his friend

to come down and share the festivities. Miss Jane

Hill, pious and prudent as the daughter of a substantial

burgher ought to be —
"Sober, steadfast, and demure ,"

was nevertheless not proof against the fascinations of

the handsome Irishman. Nothing, however, came of

it at that time, and the flame thus kindled might and

probably would have died out, but that the sudden

death of her sister obliged her to come to London to

take charge of her brother-in-law's household for a

time. This led to the renewal of her acquaintance

with Mr. Owenson. Much as her brother liked him,

he had no wish for a nearer connection, and the mayor's

objection to receiving an actor for a son-in-law was
insuperable. Miss Hill settled the matter by consent-

ing to a clandestine marriage. The death of her father

followed not long afterwards, leaving her the mistress of

a moderate but independent fortune.
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CHAPTER VIII.

MY father's story CONTINUED.

IVIarried , and twice a father of short-lived children,

he was called upon for prudent consideration by the

necessities of his position and the prudential suggestions

of his wife.

She hated the stage although she loved the actor.

Notwithstanding Mr. Owenson's brilliant success in

Sheridan's Sir Lucius O'Trigger, and Cumberland's

Major O'Flaherty, in both which he had been the

remplacant of Mr. Hirst and Mr. Mudie, who knew as

much of Ireland as they did of New Zealand. Their

English audiences, however, be it said, were satisfied,

for they had not yet got beyond the conventional

delineation of Teague and Father Foigarde, types of

Irish savagery and Catholic Jesuitism. Cumberland
and Sheridan both thanked my father for redeeming

their creations from caricature; but in spite of their

encomiums, he compromised with my mother's pre-

judices, and for the nonce gave up the stage for the

church; that is, he became one of the best and most

highly esteemed oratorio singers of the day, exchan-

ging the boards of Covent Grarden for the orchestra of

Westminster Abbey.
Sacred music was just then the rage throughout

England, especially in London, which had only a few

years before slowly awakened to the merits of Handel,

owing to the success of his "Messiah" in Dublin.

Ladij }Iorgan's Memoirs. I. 4:
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There were few cathedrals to wliicli my father was

not summoned when oratorios were celebrated. Sacred

music was not then celebrated only in cathedrals, but

in theatres, concert halls, and music rooms.

The pupil of Arne and Weigern, whose science was

assisted by the noblest voice, obtained all the success

he desired, and a good income, which he enjoyed in

the best company, which favourable circumstances had

procured for him. My mother was satisfied — but my
father was not, for he wanted to return to the stage—
"'tis my vocation, Hal!"

After a few years residence in England, an accident

occurred which restored him for ever to the profession

he liked and the country he loved.

Through the medium of his theatrical friends he

had access to the green-rooms of all the metropolitan

theatres, and he did not let his privilege lie idle, though

he found there the charms which Johnson declared he

had found it so difficult to resist.

Ireland had for the last half-century lent to the

English drama, not only her best writers, but her best

actors, and occasionally borrowed them back for her

own theatres.

The patentee of the Theatre Eoyal, Crow Street,

Dublin, was at that time Eichard Daly, Esq., of Castle

Daly, a gentleman of high pretensions to birth and
respectability, and above all to personal advantages.

He had married a beautiful and fashionable actress,

Miss Bersante. Being a younger son, he had no patri-

mony, but his family interest procured him the paten-

teeship of the Theatre Royal, in Cross Street, and as

was usual, he came annually to London to recruit his

company.
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Mr. Daly had liappened to be behind the scenes on

the night when my father had been playing Major

O'Flaherty, and had heard Mr. Cumberland say, sha-

king him by the hand, "Mr. Owenson, I am the first

author who has brought an Irish gentleman on the

stage, and you are the first who ever played it like a

gentleman." *

Daly, who became a constant visitor at my father's

house when in town, made him an offer to become a

small shareholder in the Theatre Royal, Dublin, and

deputy-manager •, with the right of acting any charac-

ters he chose, in his own repertoire; Don Carlos, in

the Duenna^ and Careless, in the School for Scandal

were added; the chief merit of both these parts being

the songs, which he sang in perfection.

Mr. Daly liad taken it into his head that my father

would make a first-rate disciplinarian in a theatre where

there had never yet been any discipline.

Of all this transaction my poor dear mother knew
nothing till the articles were signed and sealed; but

with a promise that she should return to England the

moment she found Ireland unpleasant, my father found

the means to reconcile her to his own views. Ah!
Veloquence de viari! it is worth all the logic in the

world.

On her arrival in Ireland, my mother did her best

to make her penal settlement supportable. My father

took a pretty villa for her at Drumcondra, a lovely

* One evening, at the Countess of Charleville's , the celebrated Mrs.

Abingdon, talking to me when I was playing my own character of the

Wild Irish Girl, inquired affectionately after my father, saying, "Of all

the managers I ever had to deal with he was the most of a gentleman.

I was present when Mr. Cumbeiiand paid him the pretty compliment on
his playing Major O'Flaherty."

4*
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village, well known to tlie Stellas and Delaneys, the

Monte Piucio of the Dublin dramatists and artists of

the day.

My mother brought over with her an old Welsh

servant maid; like herself, a disciple of Lady Hunting-

don; a great comfort to her in her banishment to the

land of potatoes and papists, both of which she hated

with Christian inveteracy and culinary prejudice.

She wrote to an English friend, the wife of a Wes-

leyan minister, who had opened "a little concern of

his own," at Portarlington , the asylum of Protestant

refugees from France, to procure for her a maid to be

about her own person, a pretorian guard in that land

of idolatry.

My mother's friend sent her, in reply to her appeal,

one of the children's maids from the great Huguenot
school in Ireland, the well known Madame Terson,

where I had myself the honour and happiness of being

educated. The maid's name was Mary Cane, which

my mother changed to Molly, because she would have

no mariolatry in her family; and as Molly was a wit

as well as a workwoman, and an excellent one, my
father applied to her the pun of Molle atque facitum.

This passed into a sobriquet which degenerated into

''UoWj Atki?ison:' She was also called "French Molly,"

on the strength of a few words of bad French and an

affectation of broken English. Servants in Ireland were
at that time like the chorus in the Greek tragedy, and
took that part in the household drama to which their

sympathy and fidelity then entitled them.

Molly made her way with my mother by amusing
her, and contrived, as is always the case, to introduce
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divers members of her family as "followers." One of

these, and the only man servant in our establishment,

gave himself the title of "James the Butler," and both

Molly and he had been some time in my mother's ser-

vice when she discovered that both were Catholics!!

As they had neither revealed nor concealed the

circumstance, my mother dropped into their indiffer-

ence, and accepted their good works without reference

to their false faith.

In Celtic nations, clanship supersedes all other

affections. Friendship sits lightly, and love more
lightly, for both are generally the result of impulse;

in Irish, "to fancy" means to love:

" All my fancy is for Naucy — hark , sweet tally ho !

"

but feud, faction and faith are immortal. Dining one
day at the hospitable table of the then member for

Dublin, George Hampden Evans, I had the good for-

tune to sit next my friend the O'Connor Don, of Bal-

lyna Gar, as legitimate a representative of the supreme
kings of Ireland as any sovereign, on or off his throne,

at this moment in Europe. I perceived him throwing

looks, very like defiance, across the table, at our o]3po-

site neighbour and mutual acquaintance, the Honour-
able Mr. Ffrench, M.P., which induced me to ask,

"Are you not on good terms with the Ffrench family?"

"I have no reason to be, at all events. You, of course,

know the way they have treated us." I pleaded igno-

rance, and he then entered on a long detail of grievances,

public and private, of which the Ffrench's were the

cause, to the O'Connor's. He was interrupted in the

middle by Mr. Ffrench asking him to take wine, to

which he courteously responded, and then resumed his
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story. "But when," said I, "did all tliis happen —
lately?" "Well, not very long ago, in tlie last years

of the reign of Queen Elizabeth." After dinner, Mr.

Ffrench came to me, and said, "I am sure O'Connor

Don was complaining of me." I said, "rather." "What
did he accuse us of?" "Oh of robbing him, in the

reign of Queen Elizabeth." "Well," said he, "and if

\ve did, were we not robbed ourselves by the Crom-

welliaus? I forget all about it, but I know there was

an old grudge; and is it very odd, that though I for-

give him he cannot forgive me?" Among the true

Irish the language of praise and invective passed all

bounds, and formed the leading traits of their parlia-

mentary eloquence so long as they had a parliament in

which to expend it.

After a friendship and intimacy of some years, my
father and Mr. Daly broke off in a violent and sudden

fit of temper and petulance. As there is no interest in

such details, it is sufficient to say that he and Mr. Daly
dissolved their partnership, and "all the counsel that

they two had shared," was broken up for ever.

My father erected his flag before that time-honoured

monument of past pleasures, the old Music Hall of

Fish Shamble Street.

He flew to Mr. Byrne of Cabantely, one of the

greatest proprietors and finest Irish gentlemen of the

day, whose property the Music Hall was. My father

had known him in London, both at Mr. Blake's and
at Lord Clare's. Mr. Byrne endeavoured to dissuade

him from his mistaken speculation; but persuasion has

no hold over passion, and my father took a lease for

ninety-nine years, with a pepper-corn fine, of a fabric

that looked as if it would not last a month.
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Here lie hoped to realise the dream of his life, the

restoration of the drama to its pristine importance and

intent, in moral and social influence, as Mr. Sheridan,

his eminent predecessor in theatrical management, had

hoped yet failed to do some years before. One of my
father's maxims was, that civilization would best be

promoted by erecting theatres , like Martello towers , at

regular intervals over the land for the protection and
instruction of the national mind

:

"To hold as 'twere the mirror up to nature; to shew virtue her own
feature; scorn her own image, and the very age and body of the time his

form and pressure."

At a moment when Irish nationality was rising above

the level of unavailing complaint; when Irishmen

hawked their grievances as beggars hawk their sores;

when the glorious body of Irish volunteers became the

Prcetorian bands of the land, not to impose, but to

break her chains; my father snatched the epithet, and
gave his theatre the name of "National" He was
backed by some of the best men of the time

;
patriots,

in the best sense of the word; and he set about his

theatrical reformation with all the zeal and all the in-

discretion of a true Irishman.

His family then consisted of his wife and two little

gii'ls, Sydney and Olivia, the elder under five years."^

My poor distracted mother gladly took refuge in

her pretty country house at Drumcoudra, leaving my
father, "like Nature in her great works — alone."

She took the opportunity also of visiting her Wes-
leyan friend at Portarlington, in the hope of j)revailing

on Madame Terson, the head of the great French

* The reader must exercise his own discretion as to dates. — Ed.
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Huguenot school, to take the elder of her little girls,

whose susceptibility of impression made her mother

fearful of the influence of priests and players — those

hetcs noires of her life. Madame Terson refused the

infant jDupil, as too young and too lively for her sober

establishment, but jjromised to receive her when she

should have attained her ninth year — a promise she

religiously fulfilled, though the anxious mother was not

then alive to claim it.

Our maid Molly of course accompanied us to Drum-
condra. These Irish servants of the family were a race

by themselves.

Familiar as the Mascarilles, the Scapios, the Lisettes,

and the Dorines of the French stage, — sometimes as

witty, and always as humorous, — they frequently

made a claim to participate in the affairs of the family,

because they believed themselves related to the family.

Dropping the "0" or the "Mac," which signified the

chieftain of the sect, Pat Kavanagh could prove him-

self descended from the Kavanaghs, kings of Leinster;

Thady Connor came lineally, "and that not fifty years

ago," from O'Connor, king of all Ireland; and Dennis
Brian, "if every one had their right," was the "ra'al

O'Brian, prince of Thomond."
On the passing of the Emancipation Bill, several

Catholic gentlemen who had dropped the suspicious

cognomen, resumed it, without fear of being suspected

to have any intention to resume the estates or princi-

palities along with them. A Catholic friend of outs,

dining with us one day, was addressed as usual, and
asked to take fish; he moodily replied: "I'll trouWe
you for the voicel bit, if you please!"

« See letter in the appendix from Pat Butler to Lord Ormond's agint.
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If there is any merit in my delineation of Mac
Rory, in 0''Donn€l^ I owe it to the photographic im-

pressions of some of the models in my own little do-

mestic establishment who unconsciously sat to me.

The pride they take in their own country, even in

its most unhappy times, comes out strongly when they

accompany their masters to England or on foreign

travel.

My husband and myself having received the honour

of a command to dine with their Majesties of Belgium,

at the palace at Brussels, I was followed to the ante-

chamber by my Irish footman, Pat Grant (who figures

in my novel of the Princess as Denis Pagan) to receive

orders. I said as I was taking off my cloak, "This
is a noble palace, Grant;" he answered with a look

full of reproach and contempt, "Well, then, I wondher
to hear your ladyship say that — you that has been

at the Castle of Dublin."

CHAPTER IX.

MY MOTHER.

My Mother! there is something infinitely dear

and tender in that name, and though all mothers may
not be equally dear and tender, still it is the declared

intention of Nature that they should be so.

I gratefully acknowledge the memory of my mo-
ther's worth, and early as I lost her, if there has ever

come out in my poor nature a show of discretion and
a scantling of that most uncommon quality, common
sense, I owe it to her, — it is my inheritance from
my excellent English mother.
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A degree of common sense tempered down in me
that exuberance of imagination which was the bane of

my father's prosperity.

My mother came from her native land, an enemy

of all slovenliness in habits, conduct, or mind.

She was disgusted with the dirty Dublin houses of

that day, though in ostentatious finery they far sur-

passed anything she had ever seen in the old pictu-

resque houses of Shrewsbury, with their black and

white facades, and their pent-house roofs.

The society tried her as much as the houses; she

was overwhelmed, offended and distressed at the style

of conversation which then prevailed in company; the

broad allusions to subjects which are now not mention-

able to ears polite, but which M^ere common enough

in the days of the Swifts and Stellas, and were the

delight of the Lady Berkleys and the Lady Betty

Germaius of the vice-regal court. She was utterly dis-

gusted at the doubles entendres freely introduced; she

could not find either excuse or compensation in the

wit they often brought along with them. The collo-

quial habit of what was then called "selling bargains,"

had not yet died out, the jest of which consisted in

involving a person unconsciously into the utterance or

the implication of some word or meaning, which placed

the party in anything but a delicate dilemma.

Neither Catholic priest nor Protestant parson was

spared; indeed, both parties bore the brunt of such

jokes with an unblushing laugh, for the jokes usually

alluded to their supposed success in gallantry, — an

imputation which no Irishman of any profession can

ever heartily resent.

The tendency to wit, or to its substitute — fun,
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had been a fiisliion in Ireland from tlie time of Charles

the Second. Ladies of fashion played their game of

ec[iiivoque, and

"Lips that not by words pleased only"

were sometimes desecrated by repartees which would
not have been permitted in the ruelle of Ninon de

VEnclos ; and one of the fairest daughters of the Irish

peerage uttered epigrams in regal and vice-regal salon s,

which Woffington or Catlin would hardly have risked

in the green-room or behind the scenes; and such as

Kitty Clive would never have breathed in the chaste

retreat of "Little Strawberry." My mother's matter-

of-fact disposition and natural truthfulness were dis-

tressed and perplexed by the lively, brilliant exaggera-

tion, which was the prevailing tone of conversation

and of daily life.

She had received as much education as women of

her class ever received in England — and no more.

She had no accomplishments, no artistic tendencies, but

she was a good English scholar, and was thoroughly

well acquainted with the popular English literature

of her time. She was familiar with the works of

Pope, Addison (she had his Spectator by heart), all

Shenstone's innocent pastorals, which she discordantly

hummed and taught us to the music of Jackson of

Exeter.

I can even now quote largely, and do so, no doubt,

to the occasional e?mui of my modern friends; but it

is entirely owing to her instructions.

As a child I used to sing —
"With Delia ever could I stray,"
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thumping on the table the accompaniment with a bur-

lesque energy, imitating as well as I could the sounds

of Jackson's drums and trumpets, to the amusement

of my auditors.

"My banks they are furnished with bees,"

was a very favourite song of hers and mine.

Also one beginning —
"I'm in love with t%vo nymphs that are fair.

To the flowers in a garden those nymphs I compare."

This song my sister and myself used to drawl out

with the solemnity of a requiem; my mother always

substituting "Sydney" and "Olivia" for the original

heroines of the Rose and the Myrtle.

She also taught us to chaunt that noble Psalm —
" come , loud anthems let us sing."

Much of my mother's life was of necessity passed

in seclusion, for she avoided all society except that of

a very few intimate friends; nevertheless, she had one

great resource, in which she found both edification and
amusement.

The habits of Irish cousinhood came forth very

strongly under the influence of my father's supposed

prosperity. Poor kinsmen from Connaught were nu-

merous, and my father had not the heart to shut his

door against them, nor my mother either. Some-
times they came to ask for a "shake dowTi," at our

house for a "few days," (the days were seldom less

than weeks), whilst they were in search "of a place

under Government," through the influence of some
under-secretary's under-secretary at the Castle. They
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used to spend tlieir days in pacing the "half acre," *

watching like detectives the exits and the entrances of

their ideal patrons; but they always came home to

Fish Shamble Street more hungry than they went out.

I will call over the roll of our visitors during the

season which I best recollect, from the circumstance

of the wonderful and celebrated boy-poet, Thomas
Dermody, being one of the number. The first of these

who most struck both my sister and myself, was the

Rev. Charles Macklin, who some few years before had

assisted at my christening; Fortune had not done

much for him since that memorable epoch. My sister

and myself were, one day, playing in the court in

front of our dreary house, when a "noddy" drove up

to the gates, and a person stepped out carrying a green

bag, with some instrument in it, under one arm, and a

huge book and a little portmanteau in the other. We
ran on before him as he advanced, and the "noddy"

man ran after him, holding an English sixpence be-

tween his thumb and finger, and crying, "Is it with a

tester you put me off? and I come from Stoney Batter

with ye! and that is worth the bould thirteen any day

in the year! And you a parson, reverend sir!"

"ill give you no more," said the "Reverend Sir,"

while we paused, with our hands behind our backs

and our eyes raised to "the Parson."

"FU give you no more," said his Reverence.
" Then I'll have ye before the Court of Conscience,"

was the reply, when his Reverence accidentally crush-

ing the bag under his arm, a sound was emitted from

a pair of bagpipes. Fearing the pipes were injured,

he drew them from the bag and played a few notes of

* The Upper Castle yard, the residence of the officials.
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"Maloney's Pig," wliicli struck tlie "noddy" man and

the children as with magic music.

"Will ye give us a little more sir, of that, if you

please?"

His Reverence complied; the children danced; the

noddy man fell in, the servants rushed out, and began

to dance too.

When the music stopped, the ecstatic charioteer

held out the tester and said, "Here, plaize yer rive-

rence, take it! By the piper that played before Moses
I would not touch a farthing! sure, I would drive ye
back again to Stoney Batter for nothing at all, saving

a tune on yer beautiful pipes!"

The music which had so charmed the noddy man,
attracted several passers-by from the streets. My
mother threw up the window to see what was the

matter; she dispersed the mob by calling out in a dis-

tressed tone, "Oh, Mr. Macklin, is that you? pray
come in, and let the gates be shut."

Mr. Macklin, removing his clerical hat, displayed

his bolt upright red hair, and gladly accepted the in-

vitation.

On entering, he presented my mother with an
Oliver Cromwell Bible, which he told her "was worth
all the books in St. Patrick's Library;" shewing her,

to prove its value, that the title-page of King James
had been torn out in proof of the Low Churchism of

its original proprietor.

My mother accepted the gift (or bribe) with reve-

rential gratitude, and Mr. Macklin then informed her
that he had come by special invitation from my father

who had not led her to expect such a distinction.
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"I suppose, ma'am, you know that Mr. Owenson
is going to get up tlie grand mytliological drama of

Midas''^ and he wishes to take some lessons on the

pipes, which Pan is to play at the trial between him

and Apollo! Put me any where, Madam Owenson,

only don't inconvanience yerself."

My mother inquired whether he had lost his late

curacy, which had, with some difficulty, been obtained

for him?
"Indeed, then, Mrs. Owenson, ma'am, I have —

along of the villany of the honorable and reverend the

rector, who dismissed me on hearsay on account of my
playing my congregation out on my pipes one Sunday
— tho' himself lives in Paris, and never comes near

the church; and as to the congregation, Mrs. Owenson,

it was just my own clerk, and Mrs. Mulligan, and her

daughter, relapsed Protestants, and one or two others,

all as one, as Dean Swift and his 'dearly beloved

Roger.' The congregation was very much obliged to

me; but somebody dirtily told the story, and I was

turned out by return of post."

The story was scarcely told, when my father re-

turned home. Mr. Macklin repeated it with such

graphic humour as it would be impossible to throw

upon paper; but its impression was indelible on all

who heard it.

To Mr. Macklin, accident soon added another lo-

cntaire of a very different description — a concealed

Jesuit priest — whose order it was then proscription

in Ireland to receive.

jMolly, on her mission to the only restaurateur then

living in Dublin, M. La Farrell, saw a tall, dark figure

of very sinister appearance, pass through the shop.
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There was sometliing priestly in his appearance, and

the pious Molly inquired who he was?

"He is a poor Catholic clergyman," said, in a

whisper, a little gargotier who was weighing some
Bologna sausages behind the counter; "I think a Jesuit;

he lodges in our four-pair of stairs, but master says he

will give him notice to quit before long. I think he

is starving, but he never buys nothing from us."

Molly, who was my charitable mother's almoner

on all occasions, told her this piteous tale with many
exaggerations. My mother sent him, by Molly, a

small donation with a courteous note — a donation in

money to a man who, perhaps, if the truth were known,
could have bought the fee simple of the whole estate

in which she lived!

He returned her an elegant note of thanks, with

his name and address, and begged permission to call

on her some evening when alone. She deemed him
too unfortunate to be refused, and Father Farer

became a frequent guest at her tea-table, to the entire

satisfaction of my father, who was much pleased to set

him at the Rev. Mr. Macklin, particularly as my mother
greatly enjoyed their controversial synod.

To complete the group, Mr. Langley, of Trevecca,

came on one of Lady Huntingdon's missions to Dublin,

and spent much of his time at the Music Hall, bent on
conversion and good dinners. My mother being the

Protestant Pope among them all!

These "sjniods," which were held two or three

times a week, interested her much; points of faith were
freely discussed, and even the Catholic servants were
sometimes permitted to stand at the open door and
benefit by the discussions.
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There was one, however, who seemed to derive a

very particuhir amusement from these assemblies — it

was my little scJf! My sister was duly sent to bed;

but there was no getting rid of me. Not that I under-

stood a sentence that was pronounced, but I was

greatly interested in the expressions of triumph and

defeat on the faces of each party. I saw everything

from a pictorial point of view, as most children do-,

but the impressions that were made by these scenes,

became, in after life, suggestive of inquiry and reflec-

tion. The group thus assembled in my mother's sober

parlour, comprised within itself the (^//.nmion of religious

creeds which still engages the minds of the religious

world in Great Britain.

The violence of Protestant-Calvinism against the

Irish Catholics, John Wesley at the head of the "Pro-

testant Association," which he had founded, needed the

genius, the wit, and the acrimony of Dean Swift to

oj)po3e and cope with them. The Catholics found

their champion in Arthur O'Leary, whose caustic wit

and brilliant Irish elocjuence won the day.

These dissensions left a long train of religious dis-

putation behind them, and my mother found her ac-

count in discussions which had become to her as her

daily bread.

My mother was a little Lady Huntingdon in her

way, and exercised a despotic influence to the full

stretch of her very limited power. Before the season

was over, however, her connexion was dissolved, and

her relative from Trevecca was dismissed by my father

for ever, for the following cause: — Mr. Langley often

dined at our hospitable table, which was open to all

creeds-, one day, however, to my father's infinite dis-

Laily Morgan's Memoirs. I.
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gust, the reverend gourmand drew from his pocket a

bottle of some very fine sauce which after pouring a

little over his turbot, he re-corked and consigned again

to his side-pocket.

My fa^er took no notice at the time, but when he

was gone he said to my mother, with an emphatic

phrase now proscribed, and which Lady Townley
used with difficulty "to gulp down" when she lost at

cards -

—

"Jenny, my dear, I'll be — if that canting cousin

of yours ever puts his feet under my mahogany
again!"

And he never did.

For the rest of the connexion — the Spanish friar

resolved himself back into the mystery whence he had
come, and was never visible, at least in that form,

again.

The Eev. Charles Macklin was preferred to a

curacy through my father's influence with the cele-

brated Dr. Younge, Bishop of Clonfurt, on the under-

standing that he was not to play on his bagpipes in

church.

But the dispersion of these quarrelsome saints was
followed by the advent of some lay visitors of a very

different description.

Two of my father's old London friends, joint lessees

of Covent-Garden, arrived in Dublin through the ac-

cident of professional life. One was Signor Giordani,

the best cavatina composer of the time, and whose
pupil, Madame Sistini, was the prima donna of a semi-

Italian Opera in Dublin, where she lisjoed her Italian

airs in broken English, which had a peculiar charm
for the capricious amateurs of the day. Her part of
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Jessamy, iu Livuel and Clarissa, was followed by the

performance of Giordaui's Son-in-Laiv , in wLich she

played the principal part.

Giordani had come over to superintend his own
work, and was so bewitched with the musical sympa-
thies of the Dublin people, that he remained and
established an Italian Opera in a small theatre in Ca-

pel-street, which had its rage for two or three seasons

and then was heard of no more, but the impressario

remained, with more pupils on his hands than he was
able to attend to. My father's house was his house of

refuge; it had many advantages for him — a table

where he was always welcome, and a piano-forte, an

instrument which had only recently, in Dublin, suc-

ceeded to harpsichords and spinnets.

Musical rehearsals in the mornino: or the evenins:,

or whenever they could be performed, and a regular

rehearsal every Sunday evening, led to the foundation

of the Philharmonic Society in Dublin. By an odd

coincidence, another lessee of Covent Garden, Dr.

Fisher, the divorced husband of Madame Storaci, and

the first violinist of the age, was tempted over to

Dublin immediately on his return from his tour in

France, Italy and Germany, and a long visit to that

royal fanatico per la musica, Frederic the Great. He
had come to Dublin to give a few performances at the

Rotunda. Such musical Gh'os were very prevalent at

that time, and this distinguished itinerant came in

search of his old friend, at the Music Hall, immediately

after his arrival, a scene at which I was present. My
father's joy, my mothers horror, and the servants'

astonishment made a tableau!

A foreign valet in showy livery, bearing a magnifi-

5"
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cent violin case, in crimson and gold, wliicli lie depo-

sited in the middle of the room, was followed by the

entrance of the great professor, who stepped in on tip-

toe, dressed in a brown silk camlet coat lined with

scarlet silk, illustrated with brilliant buttons, and a

powdered and perfumed toupee^ so elevated as to divide

his little person almost in two. His nether dress was

fastened at the knees with diamond buttons, and the

atmosphere of the room was filled with perfume from

his person. He kissed my father on either cheek, and

my mother's hand with such fervour, that she was left

in doubt whether the gallantry were profane or in-

decent.

With the tact of a man of the world, he opened his

violin case and presented my mother with a tour de

gorge of Brussels' lace, which some German princess

had given him for his jabot. My sister and myself re-

ceived each an embroidered aurora-coloured pincushion

stuffed with bergamot. From this time, the two emi-

nent maestri continued the favoured guests of my
father, to the infinite disgust of my mother, who, know-
ing no foreign language, and hearing no other spoken

at her table, took an earlier flight than usual to her

house at Drumcondra.
Upon the occasion of these musical meetings, my

sister and I usually crept in and hid under a table, in

ecstasy at all we heard. Signor Giordani was so

struck with our musical sensibilities, that he expressed

his surprise to my father that he did not have us

taught, young as Ave were. My father's answer I have
never forgotten, and I am sure it had no inconsider-

able influence on my future life.

"If," said he, "I were to cultivate their talent for
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music, it miglit induce them some day to go on the

stage, and I would prefer to buy them a sieve of black

cockles from Ring's End,* to cry about the streets of

Dublin, to seeing them the first prima donnas in

Europe." This sentence I understood later — and re-

spected.

On looking back to this period, it seems to me,

that our female visitors were few.

I only remember one theatrical family who belonged

to our circle, that of Mr. Robert Hitclicock, an Eng-

lish gentleman, acting-manager of the Theatre Royal,

and author of a history of the Irish stage, of great

dramatic and historical interest. His accomplished and

beautiful wife and daughter were received in the most

respectable society of Dublin, particularly of the legal

class. The young lady, in very early life, became the

wife of an eminent barrister. Sir Joshua Green, who,

as Recorder of Dublin in 1820, received George the

Fourth on his first entrance into the second city of his

empire.

Another of our lady visitors is at least memorable
for the name she bore, though my mother used to stig-

matize her as a "worthy dull woman," because she

found neither charm nor temptation in religious con-

troversy. She was Oliver Goldsmith's youngest sister.

She resided with her brother, who was a respectable

grocer in Aunger Street, at the corner of Little Long-

ford Street', afterwards it was the residence of Moore's

father, who carried on the same business in the same
shop. I used to be called down when she came, with
— "Sydney, come and see Miss Goldsmith." She is

faintly sketched in my memory, as a little, plain old

* As famous for its cockles as Malhahide for its oysters.
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woman, always dressed in black, in a "coal-scuttle"

bonnet, as it was then called, with a long tin case in

her hand, containing- a rouleau of the Doctor's, — por-

traits which she had for sale, and one of which hand-

somely framed, always hung over our parlour mantel-

piece.

She delighted to talk of the Doctor to my father,

of which my mother sometimes complained, for though

she adored The Vicar of Wakefield^ she always called

the author a "rake."

Amongst other incidents which I recollect, was the

mysterious visit of a lady, who Avas one day jolted up

our court in a sedan-chair with close-drawn curtains;

she was received by my father alone, for my mother

withdrew and locked herself up in her bedroom until

she went away.

This lady was no other than the celebrated Mrs.

Bellington, the daughter of Madame Weichsel —
" That light that led astray"

my father's early steps, which he could never after-

wards retrace. Mrs. Billington was starring it in

Dublin, where she enchanted all hearts and charmed

all ears-, she was the subject of a charming piece of

poetry by Curran, as well as the object of his pas-

sionate though passing adoration.

A curious incident happened in connexion with

Mrs. Billington's name. Soon after her departure from

Dublin, it so happened that the officers of the Eoyal
Barracks had got up The Beggars' Opera travestie, and
they had prevailed on my father, who was a favourite

guest at their mess, to act the part of Polly Peachum
to the Captain Macheath of Mrs. Brown, one of the
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prettiest fairy-like little actresses in the world; my
father stood six feet high in his petticoats, but so

strong was his resemblance to Mrs. Billington, who
had recently played the same part, that he was hailed

with "three cheers for Mrs. Billington." If there was
any foundation for the supposition which assigned to

her a filial relationship, it Avould be curious to trace

her fine voice in musical descent from"Clasagh na Valla,"

Mrs. Billington married in very early girlhood and
most unhappily. She died, however, full of years and
wealth; her house in Brompton was the resort of mu-
sical amateurs, and her concerts were fashionable. The
concert-room she built is still in good preservation.

Curran's lines " On Returning a Ring to a Lady,"

were addressed to Mrs. Billington — they are very

beautiful and passionate; but, perhaps, the following

"On Mrs. Billington's Birthday," are more appropriate

to the present pages: —
1.

" The wreath of love and friendship twine,

And deck it round with flowerets gay

;

Touch the lip with rosy wine,
'Tis Eliza's natal day

!

2.-

Time restrains his ruthless hand.
And learns one fav'rite form to spare;

Light o'er her tread by his command
The hours , nor print one footstep there.

3.

In amorous sport the purple Spring
Salutes her lips in roses drest

;

And Winter laughs , and loves to fling

A flake of snow upon her breast.

4.

So may thy days in happiest pace,
Divine Eliza, glide along;

Unclouded as thy angel face,

And sweet as thy celestial song."
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CHAPTER X.

THOMAS DERMODY THE POOR SCHOLAR.

Among the fragments of Irish learning and Irish

poetry, left floating upon Time, from the days of

Tighearnach O'Brian, Abbot of Clonmacnois, who
composed the annals of his native island in a mixture

of Latin and Erse-, from King Kimbaoth, three hundred

and five years before Christ, down to A. d. 1088, there

still remained, at the beginning of this century, a soli-

tary fragment called the Poor Scholar. Some hapless

and desolate boy inspired by Nature and taught by a

hedge-schoolmaster, who exchanged his Greek and
Latin, as well as a touch at the annals of the "Four
Maisthers''^ for a consideration of a few sods of turf,

eggs, "or a suJan rhiie .,'''' (red herring). Such a poor

scholar might have been seen on the Dublin road, the

via sacra of every Irish country town, plodding his way
from Ennis to the metropolis, a satchel tied over his

shoulder containing a few tattered books, sybilline

leaves from Homer and Horace, a few dirty MS. papers

in the breast of his ragged jacket, an ink-horn dangling

from his button-hole, and a pen stuck in the cord of

his hat, which had long since parted with the greater

portion of its brim, and which, with two shillings and
one shirt, was all the personal property he possessed

on earth. His name was Thomas Dermody^ he had
just entered his teens, and had been driven from the

roof of his father, a learned schoolmaster in Ennis, but
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an incurable drunkard. Exhausted by "trudging along

through thick and thin," his forlorn appearance led a

carrier, on his way to Dublin, to offer him a lift on his

car for the rest of the journey, which he repaid by
reciting scraps of poetry and telling stories — the

delight of the loAver Irish. Such boys were welcome at

every cabin door, and were lodged and fed at the

outhouses of the great.

They reached the great western suburb of the me-

tropolis — Thomas Street, of St. Thomas, his court—
time immemorial the rendezvous of rebellion, both

in ancient and modern time, and one of the gates of

the city.

Here his good-natured protector dropped him, and

he proceeded —
"Remote, unfriended, melancholy, slow,"

amidst the din and crowd, until attracted by the ap-

pearance of some books exposed on a cobbler's stall,

which arrested his attention. The cobbler, with his eye

fixed upon him, asked him what he wanted. The boy
replied, "You have got an edition there, of Horace, of

great value."

This observation induced the cobbler to ask him
into his stall, and discovering the utility the Poor
Scholar might be of to him, engaged him to remain.

Here he worked for some months in various capa-

cities; but chiefly as librarian. This stall was fre-

quented by a certain Dr. Holton, who supplied the col-

lege boys with second-hand classics^ which he picked

up among the refuse of the scattered libraries of mo-
nastic times.

Dr. Holton took the boy home to his house, em-
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ployed him in various ways, and exhibited liim to his

friends as a model of learning and ingenuity.

It hapj)ened, that the chief scene-painter of the

Theatre Royal, frequented the library of the learned

Doctor, and the Poor Scholar, ill fed and overworked,

ragged and wretched, offered himself to the artist on

any terms he might be pleased to give him. Here his

condition was not much improved. He was constantly

employed in the painting room, but the gaiety and
bustle of theatrical life bewitched him. If he boiled

size and washed brushes all day, he heard Shakespeare

and Ben Jonson at night, and this awakened a poetic

vein; he produced a characteristic poem on the per-

formers which excited much mirth and applause in the

green-room. It procured him, eventually, the patronage

of Mr. Owenson, who desired him to come that even-

ing to his own house.

It happened one evening, after dinner, when my
father and mother, with my sister and myself sitting

on a little stool at their respective feet, my mother
telling Olivia a story, and my father humming a song

of other times — the lament of "Drimindhu," or the

man who lost his poor cow, a song which never failed

to elicit my tears — when the servant announced that

a ragged boy had come, by his master's order, from
the theatre, by the name of "Thomas Dermody."

My mother looked rather scared. "Dermody! what
a Papist name!" The servant was desired to wait

awhile, and my father, turning to my mother, said in

a deprecating tone —
"By-the-bye, Jenny, my dear, I have found the

greatest prodigy that has ever appeared since Chat-

terton, or your own Pope, who wrote beautiful poetry
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at fourteen," and lie gave lier some rapid details wliicli

touched lier feelings.

My mother was at once prepared to receive a guest

so ada^Dted to all her sympathies and tastes, and when
James introduced a pale, melancholy-looking boy —
shy and awkward — she pointed to a chair, and my
father, filling him out a glass of port, cheered him up
with many pleasant observations, while my mother
listened to his story, artlessly told, with profound in-

terest. The next day Dermody came to our house to

make it his future home, and from that time forth he

was treated as a child of the family. Well dressed,

well cared for, his improvement in personal appearance

and in spirits metamorphosed him into a very person-

able young gentleman. But before this happy change

was altogether effected, Mr. Owenson introduced him to

Dr. Young, afterwards Bishop of Clonfurt, and then

Professor of Trinity College, Dublin.

Dr. Young pronounced him an excellent classical

scholar; and his poetry — which was almost extempo-
rised— to be, in sweetness of versification and copious

and easy flow of expression, equal to Pope.

Dr. Young proposed to superintend his studies and
prepare him for college. Meantime, Mr. Owenson
presented him to Lady Moira, to Lord Charlemont,

and several other persons of note and distinction.

A subscription was raised of some amount to sup-

port him in college and to lighten the burthen which
my father had taken on himself. The Reverend Dr.

Austen, then at the head of the first seminary in L'eland,

took him into his classes.

Mrs. Austen, a leading woman of fashion, frequently

summoned him to her assemblies, where he wrote
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verses a commanclemcnt and recited tliem with grace.

The boy-poet was introduced, like the young Roscius

of the day, to all the literary and fashionable society

during the Dublin season; but his home was in the

old Music Hall, and in the simple country house of

Drumcondra.

It appeared, too, that he was there happiest; and

though his occasional absences in the evening, among
his fine friends, was very distasteful to the sobriety of

my mother's habits and views for him, yet she was
pleased by the distinction conferred on him, and she

found in his society and literary conversation a resource

against the tedium of those solitary evenings to which

my father's absence devoted her.

Dermody undertook to teach the children to read

and wa-ite, a feat which he accomplished, through our

fondness for his society and his fun, with marvellous

celerity and success.

He was the best of playfellows, and he was delighted

with our early tendency to humour; he sometimes rolled

with laughter on the floor at our drolleries.

He was passionately fond of music, and frequently

made us sing beside him w^hilst he composed in the old

spacious attic, which still bore the name of "the grove

in the Music Hall."

He was a greater favourite with the servants than

dependents usually are, and, perhaps, the two years so

passed in "books, and work, and healthful play," w^ere

the happiest of his whole life, as certainly they were
the most faultless.

He was just on the point of being entered on the

College books when circumstances occurred which de-

prived him of the personal protection of his truest friend.



THOMAS DERMODY — THE POOR SCHOLAR. 77

Dr. Young being promoted to the bishopric of Clonfurt,

the superintendence of Dermody's studies • fell exclu-

sively on Dr. Austen, The distance from Drumcondra,
where we resided for eight months of the year, was
pleaded as a great obstacle to his being in time to

attend his studies, Dr. Austen residing at the other end

of Dublin. It was resolved, therefore, that he should

be placed in a respectable house in the neighbourhood

of Dr. Austen's town residence , and near the College,

for some part of the year; and, to the great regret of

all parties, Dermody was removed, to lodge in the

house of a Mr. and Mrs. Aichbone, in Grafton Street.

They were rigid Wesleyan Methodists, and proprietors

of a large glass and china warehouse.

They took great exception to Dermody's habits of

life, and attempted his proselytism with no other result

than to produce two or three very bitter epigrams

against themselves on the part of their young lodger,

which they found among his papers.

Unluckily, amongst these papers was an epigram
of much greater importance, and quite as bitter as those

against his stiff-necked hosts.

Mrs. Austen, the wife of the Eev. Dr. Austen, tres

belle et tant soil pen coquette received the elite of the

fashionable world at her house in Bagot Street. Among
her guests she frequently numbered the young Marquis
of Granby, the son of a former brilliant and well-

remembered lord-lieutenant, who was quartered in the

garrison. On the occasion of a fete given specially for

him by Mrs. Austen, she commanded her young poet

laureate to compose an ode in favour of the vice-regal

reign of the Duke of Rutland, with a well-turned com-

pliment to his handsome son. Dermody neglected the
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order — perhaps "accidentally on purpose" — lie

thought the desire fulsome, and he had become restive.

Mrs. Austen, indignant at the negligence, considering

it as the refusal of an upstart dependent, made use of

some expression that struck his Irish pride on the life

nerve-, she ordered him to leave her house and never

return, he accepted the command and did not reappear,

in the expectation of being sent for. Whilst in the

fever of his poetical dignity, he wrote a bitter satire,

in which the foibles of his jiatroness were exaggerated

into faults. This epigram was found by the detective

Aichbone, and forwarded to Mr. Austen.

Dermody was not recalled; and the subscriptions

already received were returned by the indignant doctor

to their respective donors as having been lavished on

one whose ingratitude had proved him unworthy of

their liberality.

Dermody was then flung upon the world, and after

having for a time absented himself from all his friends,

and even from my father's house, he was at last,

through my father's kindness, taken under the protec-

tion of the Dowager Countess of Moira, who removed
him from Dublin and placed him in the family, and
under the tuition of the Rev. Mr. Boyd, who was then

at work on his translation of Dante.

He sometimes wrote to my mother, but his letters

though full of affection and gratitude, were also full of

complaint and discontent.

My mother's unexpected death, perhaps, bereft him
of his best friend, — certainly of his wisest counsellor.

Lady Moira was all goodness and generosity; but

persons of high rank and great wealth are too far re-

moved from the accidents and incidents of wayfaring
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life to be able to understand the impatient peevishness

of poverty and genius combined.

CHAPTER XL

MY mother's death.

My mother's death was the first touch of mortality

that came home to my apprehension. It was my first

affliction, as far as childhood can be afflicted, for coarser

passions, rage, envy, jealousy may shake the nerves of

expanding sensibility long before the deepest of all

passions whilst it lasts sinks into sorrow or fades into

regret, proportionate to the energy of its anguish.

It happened that early in spring my mother met
with an accident which was attended by mysterious

pains, which eventually terminated in gout in her

stomach, and confined her to bed in the house at Drum-
condra. Her frequent intervals of ease released my
father from serious anxiety, and no one had any fear

of a fatal result.

Early in June, the recurrence of the popular Irish

festival called the "Kiding of the Fringes," took place

at the neighbouring village of Glas Nevin.

My father was in town on professional business,

and the servants, taking advantage of the reldche from
all authority, resolved "just to run down" to Glas
Nevin to catch a peep at the "Fringes," taking my
little sister with them, and leaving only a drunken
gardener asleep in the kitchen, and myself seated in

the open window of my mother's bedroom, reading and
watching. My mother slept profoundly, and the setting
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sun slione tlirougli tlie curtains on lier pale face. A
deep-drawn sig-li drew me to her bedside.

"Are you there, dear Sydney?" slie asked faintly.

"Yes, dear mamma, and taking care of you."

"Kneel down," said she, "and give me your hand"
— hers was cold and clammy. "Don't be afraid," she

said, "you will soon be without your poor mother."

I burst into tears and sobbed bitterly.

After a pause my mother said:

"I leave you a blessing, —^ may you have as affec-

tionate a child as you have been to me — you must

replace me to your father, and take care of your dear

sister."

I sobbed out:

"Oh, yes, mamma— oh, yes."

"And should your father give you another mamma,
— as is most probable — you will be a good child to

her, by duty and obedience."

I sobbed out:

"No, no, mamma; indeed I won't!"

She drew me to her, kissed my cheek, and said:

"Go, now, and receive your papa, and send Molly

to me."

But, alas! there was no Molly. I was alone with

my dying mother.

I was distracted, but I did all that circumstances

suggested to me. I flew down to the road where some
paviours were at work. I besought them to go and
look for the servants.

They instantly complied, threw away their imple-

ments, and with looks full of sympathy, set off; but at

that moment the servants and my fiither entered the

house almost together.
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His rage at their conduct was soon quenched in

grief, as he hung over my mother and raised her in

his arms. Two physicians were sent for to town; a

messenger was also despatched for the rector of Drum-
condra, but he was from home; and before any assist-

ance, spiritual or physical, could arrive, my mother had
breathed her last.

My father, unconscious of the event at the moment,

was walking in restless agony up and down the draw-

ing-room, with a child in either hand. The poor pa-

viom's were fixed in attention at the open windows.

My father's lamentations were loud and even poetical,

and in the Irish style of declamatory grief. The doc-

tors arrived, — feathers were burned and musk scat-

tered about the bedroom; the atmosphere was that of

death, but we knew it not till Molly entered and pre-

sented my father with my mother's wedding ring, —
the Irish mode of announcing the death of an Irish

wife and mother.

Early the next morning, my sister and myself were
sent to the house of a kind neighbour, who had offered

to take charge of us till the funeral was over. She
received us with strict charge that I was not to be let

back till sent for; the difficulty of keeping me from ray

father was anticipated.

I was arrested twice on the point of making my
escape; but at last I found the means after we had
been there nearly a week. I got up one morning very

early. I had discovered a hole cut in the coach-house

door, which gave upon the road from Richmond to

Drumcondra, to let the dog in and out; I availed my-
self of the discovery, squeezed myself through it, and

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. 6
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never rested running till I found myself at the garden

gate of our house at Drumcondra.

The road was strewed with hay and straw, and

there were marks of carriages. The doors were all

open, — the funeral had not long passed through— I

entered the house. I looked into the parlour, the re-

mains of the funeral breakfast was there. I went into

the kitchen, but there was no one. I ran up the short

stairs to my mother's bedroom, the door was open,

and the smell of the musk seemed an atmosphere of

death. Across the threshold old Sawney lay stretched,

and scarcely noticed me.

I entered the drawing-room and there found my
father lying back in a chair with his eyes closed. I

sprung into his arms, and the embraces and tears that

followed were a relief to us both.

He, however, chided me for coming.

"But papa," I said, "I promised dear mamma that

I would take care of you, and I must."

A tingle at the bell at the gate called me down to

attend to it, for there was no one else in the house.

A pale face was pressed against the bars at the

gate: it was Dermody.
"Is it true," said he, "that I have lost my best

friend?"

I said, "Yes, and I too, Dermody."
I took his arm, and we walked in together.

He flung himself at my father's feet, round whom
he threw his arms, and from that moment, or at least

for that moment, all was forgiven and forgotten.

Dermody returned that night to Dr. Boyd's; he
remained there for a short time, but he then disap-

peared, and we heard no more of him for some years,
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except tliat ouce lie sent ou to my father a letter wliicli

he had received from Lady Moira, written in a strain

of high displeasure.*

CHAPTER XIL

AFTER MY MOTHER's DEATH.

Incidents in our little family were hurried on by
circumstances of domestic importance.

My father let off part of the unlucky Music Hall,

and the whole of our much-loved house at Drumcondra.

My sister and myself, by his goodness, forethought,

and self-privation, were placed, in accordance with

what had been my mother's earnest desire, at the best

school in Ireland. I may add in the whole United

Kingdom.
Madame Terson had long ago promised my mother

that she would receive me when I should have reached

ray ninth year-, my dear little sister was received along

with me at my father's earnest request. At length,

then, were we admitted within the portico of educa-

tion, and for the next three years we had the benefit

of the best instruction that the best masters could

bestow, and we were subjected to a discif)line which I

firmly believe was the very best ever introduced into a

female seminary in any country.

Portarlington had become a little foreign univer-

* This letter has appeared in the Edinhuroh Review
,
perhaps, as an

excuse for an attack on the works and character of this unhappy boy.

Dermody is not the only j'outhful poet whose name they have tried to blot

out. Posterity has had to reverse their critical judgment on Moore and
Byron. Dermody's poetical genius was beyond the reach of temporary
criticism to affect.

6*
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sity, founded by some of the learned refugees wlio liad

been victims of the Revocation of the Edict of Nantes.

The Bonnivaux established an academy for youths

and boys, and along- with Calvinistic doctrines intro-

duced a spirit of military discipline in their classes,

which made it resemble the Ecole Polytechnique of

modern times, more than the Sorbonne or Port Royal.

At this school, many of the young Irish nobility received

the rudiments of an education that was sometimes

finished in the field with singular eclat:— among these

were sons of the Earl of Mornington, then resident

in Dublin, and young Bailey, who died Marquis of

Anglesea.

At the period we entered her school, Madame Terson

had been induced to remove to Clontarf House , near

Dublin-, her health required sea air, and this fine man-

sion, standing as it did on the brink of the bay, had

many advantages, both for lier pupils and herself,

superior to what the crowded village of Portarlington

afforded. The situation was as magnificent as it was
historical, for the avenue leading to her house was
terminated by the Castle of Clontarf, then, and I be-

lieve still, the residence of the Vernons, one of the

most ancient Anglo-Xorman families in Ireland.

The castle, which at that time was still in good
condition, had been the residence of King John during

his short sojourn in Ireland; and Brian Borrinhe, the

last supreme King of Ireland, fought near its site the

famous battle of Clontarf, which for ever deprived Ire-

land of its national independence. This sanguinary con-

test with the Danes led the way to consequences of

more importance to the happiness and liberties of the

land than could be foreseen.
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This onr first step forwards in life, whicli broke all

former associations, and separated us from the com-

panions and habits of our secluded and singular social

existence, was an epoch of great emotion and of new
impressions. When my father led us into the recep-

tion room at Clontarf House, holding one of us in either

hand, in deep mourning, with tearful eyes and sad

looks, followed by Molly, who took no pains to disguise

her turbulent feelings, — Madame Terson, who met us

at the door, was struck with the little picture of family

despondency.

Madame Terson was tall, dark, and more concilia-

tory in her speech than in her looks.

She withdrew our hands from my father's and said,

"Come, I must take you to two little girls who have

not long since arrived, whilst papa gets his lunch."

My father wept and could not speak.

Madame Terson led us into a spacious room of very

scholastic appearance, with desks, and books, and

benches, backboards and stocks. The windows of the

further end looked on the sea. There was no one in

the room except two little girls, ^" apparently about our

own age, and curiously dressed, as though they belonged

to some order. They sat with their hands clasped to-

gether at the farthest window.

]\Iadame Terson put our hands into theirs and told

us she would order some fruit and bon-bons; she said

the young ladies who were now out walking, would

* These interesting little girls were the daughters of the illustrious

Grattan; they had been left under the care ot Madame Terson whilst

their parents sought the baths of Germany for Mr. Grattan's health. The
elder one, who was afterwards Countess of Carnworth, died some years

since.
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soon be back and cheer us up. She then went away.

The two little girls looked at us sulkily and shyly, the

eldest haughtily.

We said nothing because we had nothing to say.

The eldest, at length, broke silence with the simple

question, "What is your name?"
I answered, "Sydney Owenson."

"il% name," continued my interrogator, "isGrattan
— Mary Ann Grattan — and," looking very grand, ''''my

papa is the greatest man in Ireland. What is your

papa?"
The question puzzled me, and I did not reply. On

her reiteration of the inquiry, I replied, "My papa is

free of the six and ten per cents."

The answer stunned her, for she understood it no

more than I did myself, but probably thought it an

order of unknown magnificence. We remained silent,

after this, for some time, and then, having nothing else

to do, began to cry! The entrance of a crowd of young
ladies, active and noisy from their sea-shore rambles,

by their numbers and mirth distracted our grief; there

could not have been less than thirty or forty.

Meantime, Madame Terson had wisely sent our

father away with Molly, and although we sobbed under

the intelligence, we soon made acquaintance with some
of the other little girls, who were less occupied with

their family illustrations.

It was a holiday, for it was the 14th of July —
the commemoration of the Battle of the Boyne. The
ballad of this battle I had learned, for it was the Chevy
Chase of Ireland; I had learned to sing it with great

spirit from our servant James, and I communicated
this fact to a Miss Susan Haslam, one of the impromptu
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friends I liad just made, for the joy-bells, wliich were
loudly ringing-, had inspired me. I was called on by
acclamation to sing it directly. I complied, and my
dear little sister Olivia joined, as a matter of course.

As all my audience had been brought up Avith a whole-

some fear of "Popery and wooden shoes," our song had
a great success, and was encored.^"

This little talent, thus early put in practice, ensured

our future popularity. When our supper of bread and
milk was brought in there were many calls of "Come
and sit by me;" but nothing could soothe our regret

for the less orderly home we had left.

The solemn prayers read in French by Madame
Terson, with a very nasal accent; the solemn curtsey

she made as we retired to our dormitories; the strange

* I preserve a few lines of this once-popular ballad, one of the many
composed for the same occasion: —

'"Twas on the fourteenth of July,

There was a grievous battle;

The musket-balls about did fly,

And the cannons they did rattle.

"King James his bomb-shells did fling in,

To set us all on fire

;

William of Nassau banged him well.

Which made us all admire."

It is to be observed, that King James, although a Catholic, and of
Irish descent, into the bargain, was very unpopular even with the most
faithful of his followers , who fought for their faith far more than for the
faithless Stuart. They gave him a sobriquet which stuck to him, for to

this day he is remembered among the lower classes by the style and title

of "Shamus a haughna," or dirty James. His flight from the Battle of
the Boyne to Dublin, and thence to Lismorc Castle, the seat of the present
Duke of Devonshire, covered him with infamy in the eyes of the Irish, and
well merited the witty and spirited reply of the Duchess of Tyrconnel,
who, when he said, "iladame, your Irish subjects have lost the battle,"
I'cplied,

"Sire, you are the first who come to tell us!"
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face of the French femme de chamhre (the successor of

our own poor Molly), who put us to bed in little cribs,

on flock mattrasses; and the solemn injunction of "Si-

lence, Mesdemoiselles!" by which we were expected to

go to sleep by commandment, for after that not a

whisper was allowed, broke our hearts, and we wept

ourselves to sleep.

Madame Terson piqued herself upon her school be-

ing founded on the discipline of St. Cyr, so far as a

Huguenot establishment could be compared to one

founded by "that fatal she," whose influence let loose

the Dragonades on the professors of her own early

faith, and deprived France of the best and noblest of

her subjects. Madame Terson's school was divided

into four classes; each sat round a large table with a

governess at either end. In these classes were taught

foreign languages, grammar, geography, writing, arith-

metic and drawing. The hours were regularly marked
by a tolling-clock in the schoolroom for each particular

study.

Madame Terson sat apart, walking occasionally up

and down the room, taking cognizance of everything.

The hours of rising M^ere six in summer and seven in

winter. When the weather and the tide served, the

pupils issued through the garden door to the sea-shore,

where bathing-machines were waiting for them. On
one of these occasions the fragment of an adventure

befel me. Having got the start of my companions in

the race for a bathing-machine, I rushed into one, and
found it occupied by a man dressed like a gentleman,

who was asleep on the floor!

Awakened, even by my light footstep, he started

up with a look of terror, sprang into a little boat which
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was undulating up and down in the water, seized an
oar, and was out of sight in an instant among the

winding of the sheds.

The next day the Ilae and Cry announced the

escape of the celebrated highwayman, Barrington, who
had been traced as far as the sheds of Clontarf.

He was captured a few days afterwards.

On our return from bathing, prayers were read;

then the English lessons of the day, grammar and
geography, were got through before breakfast, with

clear heads and empty stomachs!

Breakfast was then served — bread and milk —
after which the whole flock were turned into the gar-

dens and shrubberies belonging to the house for re-

creation and exercise. A simple toilette followed, and
before twelve o'clock the pupils had taken their places

for the day, and remained at their studies till three,

when they were permitted to refresh themselves for

half-an-hour whilst the rooms were cleared out and the

tables laid for dinner (a basket of dry bread having
been left for the hungry during the morning).

The diet, though plain, was wholesome and good,

and particular care was taken to teach us Vetiquette de

la table. All conversation was carried on in French.

After dinner, we were let loose upon the sea-shore

or the shrubberies, under the surveillance of gover-

nesses, or we were allowed to walk in the grounds of

Clontarf Castle, whose owner's beautiful little daugh-
ters were among our fellow pupils.

Our tea, or milk supper, for we had our choice,

followed at seven, after which we prepared our lessons

for the following morning. At nine o'clock, prayers,

and to bed.
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A life more healtliful or more fully occupied, could

not well be imagined for female youth between twelve

and fifteen — tlie latest age at which Madame Terson

would retain.

Among the pupils were many girls of rank and some

of distinguished talent; one, I well remember, was Miss

Marly, the niece of Dean Marly, afterwards Bishop of

Clonfurt, immortalised by Goldsmith in Retaliation^ and

once of the immortal Club over which Johnson pre-

sided.

Among the governesses, one also left her impression

on my memory. She was an old maid; a sister of the

then celebrated General O'Hara. She had known
Goldsmith intimately; adored his works, which she

taught us all to admire and to recite. She selected his

beautifully-written History of England for our prescribed

historical study; what I then learned of his poetry I

have never since forgotten, and his Vicar of Wakefield

I still know \j heart.

So much for our governesses, and lessons, and the

programme of our life, varied by our "balls" once a

month — to which, however, no one was asked but

ourselves — when we put on our best dresses and went

through all the formalities of a regular "drum."

It may here be observed, that the dispersion of the

French Huguenots who, for reasons very assignable,

settled in great numbers in Ireland, was one of the

greatest boons conferred by the misgovernment of other

countries on our own. Eminent preachers, eminent

lawyers, and clever statesmen, whose names, not un-

known to the literature and science of France, occupied

high places in their professions in Dublin; of these I

may mention, as personal acquaintances, the Saurins,
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the Lefanus, Espinasses, Faviers, Corneilles, Le Bas,

and many others, whose families still remain in the

Irish metropolis.

It may be, that this draining of the life blood of

all that was best and worthiest of France (for men must
have stamina of character who suffer for their convic-

tions of truth) left the moral calibre of the men
brought to the surface in the first French Revolution,

so much below the grave religious character of the

men of our own Revolution. The execution of Louis

the Sixteenth is a stain on French annals in the esti-

mation of the world, whilst the judicial trial and exe-

cution of our own Charles the First, raised the cha-

racter of England, and enforced respect as an act of re-

tributive justice, — which took it out of the category

of political crimes.

The pure air, well-regulated habits, and frugal but

wholesome diet, must have had a beneficial influence,

in after life, on the mental and physical constitution of

those who were subject to it, and which no home edu-

cation could have given.

My father's visits were as frequent as the circum-

stances of his life would allow, and thouo-h all the

masters were very expensive, he subjected himself to

personal privations, that we might have the advantage

of the tuition of the first masters of the day. I re-

member once, our music mistress. Miss Buck, com-
plained to my father of our idleness, as he sat beside

us at the piano, whilst we stumbled through a duet

from the overture to Artaxeiwes. His answer to her

complaint was simple and graphic, — for drawing up
the sleeve of a handsome surtout great coat which he
wore, he showed the shabby threadbare sleeve of the
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"black coat beneatli, and said, toucliing the whitened

seams, "I should not be driven to the subterfuge of

wearing a great coat this hot weather to conceal the

poverty of my dress beneath, — if it were not that I

wish to give you the advantage of such instruction as

you are now neglecting." This went home; and Miss

Buck had nothing to complain of during the remainder

of our tuition. Religion was "taught us," as the

phrase goes, in all the purity of the Reformed Church

of Geneva, and with perhaps, fewer of the external

forms and formulas of that eldest daughter of St. Peter

— the Church of England. "We kept no fasts or fes-

tivals, and I don't think we learned that "malignant

riddle," the Athanasian Creed. "We repeated the Ca-

techism on Saturdays, and bore testimony to the false

vows of our godfathers and godmothers. On Sunday

morning we went to the parish church; and on Sunday

evening we had Bible-reading, expounded by one of

the governesses, to the best of her knowledge and

ability. We, therefore, got nearly through the Bible

in the course of the year, and if our edification was not

always in proportion, at least our memories were stored

by the text.

Children are affected by what they read according

to their temperament and physiological tendencies, to

which that vain-glorious faculty called Reason must

submit.

The mischievous girl who had been found like the

rude boy in The Uiiiversal Spelling-Book — stealing

apples, and who had been severely punished in conse-

quence, shuddered before the history of the "Tree of

Knowledge," and I selected the history of poor Hagar
and her desolate boy (of whose relationship to the Fa-
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tlier of the Faithful I was ignorant) for the subject of

a tale, which painted my horror of such injustice.

Madame Terson heard my paraphrase but did not

approve of it, and threw the MS. in the fire, the usual

proceeding on such occasions of orthodox authority;

she warned me mildly at the same time, not to meddle

Tvdth such sacred subjects till I was better able to un-

derstand them. Her admonition, and the sine die, to

which she adjourned my "understanding," recalled to

my mind my controversy with my mother on the sub-

ject of "Ginger" the cat, and I wondered when I

should be able to understand anything. I likened my-
self to the poll parrot that hung in the hall, which re-

peated incessantly, "// vos classes mesdemoisellesy I

continued, however, all the same — voidant savoir le

pourquoi de tout, till it landed me on the index expur-

gatorius at Rome, where I have seen my name in red

letters at St. Peter's.

This, my first 'attempt at a bit of authorship at

school, was followed by others of a more local and
personal tendency. I imitated Goldsmith's EetaUatioji,

converting the illustrious names into those of my
schoolfellows; it was tame and servile as an imitation

could be, but it won me great popularity in the school,

and brought me an immense clientele in the way of

letter Avriting, for girls who could not get over the

asses' bridge of "My dear Father and Mother — In
compliance with your commands I sit down to fulfil

your request!"

The third year of our residence at Clontarf House
was in progress, and among the best things we had
acquired there, was a respect for punctuality and the

fear of doing wrong, the disgrace of which was sub-
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stituted for punisliment There is a sort of public

opinion established in schools which domestic educa-

tion can never give, — and a public spirit which do-

mestic circumstances rarely call out.

I had now entered my teens, and my father was in

anxious doubt what to do with two motherless girls

at our perilous age, when at this precise epoch Ma-
dame Terson was seized with asthma, a malady to

which the sea-air is fatal. She resolved to retire from

her arduous situation, which her means enabled her to

do. She retired, accompanied by her beautiful daugh-

ter and only child, to the pretty little village of Rane-
lagh, then part of the large estates of the lords Rane-

lagh, and remarkable for the large convent which still

flourishes there in unrivalled prosperity, as an affiliated

branch of the Sacre Camr. She had the great kind-

ness to carry my sister and myself along with her as

visitors, until she could find a suitable successor.

She was not easily pleased — neither was my father;

but at last she placed us in the fashionable "finishing

school," as it was then called, of Mrs. Anderson. The
lady at the head of this establisliment had been gover-

ness for many years in the family of the Marquis of

Drogheda, whose accomplished daughters, the Ladies

Moore, were her best recommendation. Her school

was within a few doors of Drogheda House, one of the

many palaces now turned into public offices. The
transition from the sea-shore of Clontarf to the most

fashionable and fussy part of Dublin, was not pleasant

to us. The change was a shock — even though we
were soothed by our self-conceit, that whispered we
were superior to those around us!

We at once perceived that there was not the select-
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ness ill tlie scliool that there had been in the one we
had left. The French was school French, and the

English by no means classical.

The pupils Avere the daughters of wealthy mediocri-

ties, and their manners seemed coarse and familiar

after the polished formalities of the habits of St. Cyr.

Our instructors, too, w^ere changed, with the exception

of M. Fontaine, the professor of dancing; but still the

school in Earl Street had its advantages, for it brought

us constantly in contact with our dear father, who
walked out with us every Sunday on the Mall in Sack-

ville Street, where the fashionables of Dublin most
did congregate, who seldom passed us without observa-

tion, "There goes Owenson and his two dear little

girls!"

We were, indeed, very dear to him, for our toilette

was proportionably expensive as our school; and the

beauty of my sister contributed not a little to this

audible admiration, and I had a certain little jaunty

air of my own, peculiarly Irish, which my old ac-

quaintance, Leigh Hunt, celebrated in his charming
poem some forty years later: —

"And dear Lady Morgan, see, see when she comes,
With her pulses all beating for freedom like drums.
So Irish; so modish, so mixlish, so wild;

So committing herself as she talks — like a child,

So trim, yet so easy — polite, yet high-hearted.

That Truth and she, try all she can , won't be parted

;

She'll put you your fashions, your latest new air,

And then talk so frankly, she'll make you all stare."

Whether this is a portrait or a caricature I am not

the one to decide; but there is a national idiosyncracy

about it which I cannot deny — and wliich perhaps
places it between both.
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My father took us occasionally to tlie theatre,

where we saw for the first and last time Mrs. Siddons.

I may also mention, that we saw Miss Farren as Susan

in the Marriage of Figaro^ — I believe her last per-

formance before she married the Earl of Derby. In

taking leave of her, my father observed, "Your good
fortune is, after all, the result of your good conduct

as well as of your great talents."

"Oh, that is all very well, my dear Owenson," she

said, "but observe, I am just making my exit in time,

as the dangerous age of indiscretion is approaching!"

My father said, he thought she was then forty.

Notwithstanding my father's denunciation against

music as part of our education, we had the distinction

of becoming the pupils of Giordani, who was still

teaching in Dublin, but who refused any payment for

our tuition, and took an almost paternal interest in

our progress.

CHAPTER XIII.

KILKENNY.

Towards the close of our first year at Mrs. Ander-

son's, an event occurred which overwhelmed us with

joy. My father took us with him to Kilkenny, during

the long summer vacation, longer in Ireland, I believe,

than in any other schools in the world.

His own residence there, and the circumstances

connected with it, had considerable influence on the

after life of my sister and myself

It may be recollected, that it was stipulated in my
father's agreement with Mr. Daly, that no paid actor
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nor actress sliould appear on the boards of the Music

Hall Theatre; but, after some time, this article was

violated by the engagement of Miss Gough, the rival

of Mrs. Siddons for the time, the Honourable Mrs.

Mahon, the "Bird of Paradise," Miss Poole, the great

English vocalist of the day. Miss Campion, afterwards

Mrs. Pope, and other eminent professional actresses,

by the noble amateurs to whom he had let his theatre,

and my father was made liable to the forfeiture of all

the benefits of his agreement.

A lawsuit ensued, which my father lost. The noble

di'amatis pcrsonce of this Music Hall were anxious to

make him what reparation they could, and Lord
Thurles (afterwards Marquis of Ormond) and other of

the nobility and gentry of Kilkenny, who belonged to

the comjiany, proposed that he should build a theatre

in Kilkenny, then, in point of fashion and rank, the

Versailles of Ireland, and where a number of stage-

struck young lords, and hyper-critical old ones, were

desirous to establish upon a theatre such principles of

dramatic perfection and aristocratic respectability as

should form a distinguished epoch in the theatrical

history of Ireland. This proposal, which promised to

realize all my father's ideas of theatrical perfectibility,

he gladly acce^Dted.

Lord Thurles was at the head of the Committee,

and invited my father at once on a visit to the Castle

at Kilkenny, to settle preliminaries and to take ob-

servations for the best site on which to erect the new
theatre.

Lord Ormond was anxious to promote any plan

which might induce his brilliant but dissipated son to

remain on his ancient estate, and to reside more fre-

Ladij Morgan's Memoirs. I. *
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quently at the most historical castle in Ireland; for

Lord Thurles had been the chief of those terrible

"Cherokees" who were so long the terror of the

Dublin dowagers of both sexes. Lord Ormond , there-

fore, forwarded to the uttermost the wishes of the

amateurs.

He seemed to conceive a personal partiality for my
father, in proof of which he made him a present of a

valuable piece of ground, immediately opposite the

Castle gates, on the Parade — the Corso of Kil-

kenny — for the erection of his theatre, and put

down his name for fifty pounds as a subscription to

the fund. One half of the expenses was to be paid by
subscription, and for the other my father was to be

responsible.

Names to the list came in fast, but subscriptions so

slowly, that Lord Ormond remained for a long time

in solitary dignity at the head of a list where so few

followed him.

This beautiful little theatre rose with a rapidity

like magic, for the workmen were paid high wages,

and were paid punctually. It was mortgaged for five

hundred pounds, before it was finished, to a Mr. Welsh,

a wealthy and fashionable attorney of the day.'*^ Ad-

* Apropos of "fashionable attorneys," the late well-known Pierce

Mahony, who came under this head to the very extent, and who was,

besides, an excellent and worthy gentleman, when presented to Lord
Wellesley, !at the levee, his Excellency, with one of the banalites of

royalty, said,

"Of course, Mr. Mahony, you are of one of the liberal professions?

At the bar, I suppose?"
"Well, almost, my Lord — that is, my estates are in Kerry; but I

employ my leisure hours, when in town, with the profession ot an
attorney."

Every body in Ireland was then ashamed of following any profession

that could not come under the category of "liberal."
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vances at a liigli interest had been obtained, also, from

other quarters, but no subscriptions came in except

those of the Ormond family and Colonel Wemyss.
Performers of the first class were brought down, at

large salaries, from Dublin and London, and in the

summer which followed the laying of the foundation,

the beautiful Kilkenny Theatre (afterwards to be so

celebrated for its private theatricals) was opened with

great eclat, and filled nightly to overflowing, with a

fashionable crowd from the town and neighbouring

seats.

It was at this point that my father brought us

down for our six weeks' holiday. We were lodged in

a delightful old house, the residence of a delightful

old lady, who remembered the Great Duchess of Or-

mond going to take the air in the streets of Kilkenny

in a coach and six, with two running footmen before

her.

Our old lady was the grandmother to a charming

family, her only daughter had married a gentilhomme

cle la chamhre to the King of Sardinia — a contempo-

rary of Louis XV. — his name was O'Rigan, and he

was a native of Kilkenny, but he had dropped the

vowel that marked his rank. He had succeeded to a

large fortune, and returned to his native country to

live as an Irish gentleman, and sport his cross and
ribbon to an extreme old age. The young people

were highly accomplished; we became their intimates

We happened to have a very equivocal-looking house next door,

when vye lived in Kildare Street, and a neighbour of suspicious appear-

ance having come into it , Sir Charles sent for him in to make a little in-

quiry as to his mode of life, and asked him what he was ?

After some hesitation, he answered, "Well, Sir Charles, I should say,

that I am rather what may be called in the — tailoring line!"

7*
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and associates, and our long walks on tlie banks of the

Nore were amongst the most delightful recreations of

our holidays.

Goldsmith's tender lines to his mother and his

home, in his Traveller —
"Where'er I roam, whatever climes I see,

My heart still fondly turns to home and thee,"

is beautiful enough as a sentiment , but perilous

as a practice. Change of scene, circumstances and

society, is the true "royal road to education," and cuts

short the tiresome stages of school discipline. Every
step forwards from the dear early home of our child-

hood, was a page in the history of our mental develop-

ment.

Kilkenny itself, with its historical Castle, where
Parliaments had been held and sieges resisted, was
still in the highest state of preservation. The pic-

turesque ruins of its innumerable abbeys, each with its

legends and traditions, especially that of the Black

Abbey — the after scene of many interesting events

in modern poetics, was the first.

But above all was the picture-gallery of the Castle

of Kilkenny, where I first became acquainted with that

master mode of expressing the human form divine in

all its phases! This was my first contact with high

art, and awakened a passion for its noble powers

which in after life broke forth in my Life of Salvator

Jlosa — of all my works the most delightful to myself

in its execution.
,

I had lent to me the Lives of the Great Painters of
the l^th and 11th Century^ and I actually thought of

executing a life of Rubens, about which Moore has
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made an amusing anecdote in his Dlanj. The gallery

of Kilkenny Castle was rich in the works of Lely, and
was irradiated by the gallant bearing of the handsome
men and beautiful women of the naughty court of

Charles the Second.

The sons and daughters of the House of Ormond
were amongst the most distinguished of the originals

of these beautiful portraits, which furnished forth the

pages of the pleasantest book that perhaps ever was
written, The Memoires de Grammont^ by Anthony
Hamilton, nephew of the then great Duke of Ormond,
pages of which might have been written in this very

gallery when gazing on the
»
portrait of his idol —

Elizabeth Buller, Countess of Chesterfield.

The occasional presence of some of the officers of

the Irish Brigade, the descendants of the Dunois and
Bayards of the Battle of the Boyne, who were then

drafted back in poverty to their noble families in the

neighbourhood of Kilkenny, with whom they had
sought refuge after the French Eevolution, contri-

buted to give a tone of elegance and refinement to the

society. They spoke the French of the Academy, and
English with an unmixed brogue, which was all that

war and adversity had left them from their brave

ancestors.

Many years afterwards, I was indebted to them for

furnishing forth the story and character of my novel of

O^Dorinel.

Of their names I still remember the Honourable
Captain Southwell, General Conway, Colonel Eugene
Macarthey (of Spring House, and of course a cousin

twenty times removed from my Florence Macarthey).

Of course these charming and accomplished gentle-



102 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

men, with the inevitable gallantry of their country

and calling, struck me as being very different from

the pastors and masters of our school society; still,

the impression they left was more on the imagina-

tion than on my less developed feelings, and that I

was saved from a premature indulgence of a sickly

sentimentality, which is so frequently nothing more
than the result of gratified vanity, the only perma-

nent influence they had on my character was, that

years afterwards I turned them to account in the

pages of Florence Macarthey^ The O'Brtnnn^ and
CFlahertys and O^Donnel; where they certainly stood

as types for the heroes, and thus helped me on in

advocating the great principle of Catholic emancipa-

tion.

An old diocesan library was placed at my disposal,

and I took the opportunity of fluttering over a quan-

tity of genuine old Irish books-, which study engen-

dered a taste for Irish antiquity, which never after-

wards slumbered, and which circumstances in after life

greatly favoured.

My father's paternal vanity had induced him to

print and edit a little volume of my verses, which he

called Poems hy a Young Lady between the Age of

Twelve and Fourteen. They had all the faults of tire-

some precocity, which is frequently disease, and gene-

rally terminates in dulness.

My head, however, was teeming with thick coming

fancies, and when I have been complimented on the

works I have written, I might answer with Rousseau,

"Ah, if you had only seen those I have not written!"

Amongst others, I began a tale called the Recruit^ of

which Dermody's misadventures furnished the story.
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Never were three months more occupied or more

enjoyed; but the "coming event" of school cast its

shadow before us, and our departure was hastened by
a calamity of which we were kept in ignorance until

ignorance was no longer possible.

Mr. Welsh foreclosed his mortgage suddenly, and

bills to an enormous amount were presented.

The season of the Kilkenny theatricals came to a

close, and my father carried us back to Dublin, where

our maid, Molly, had arrived a few days before. She

had taken lodgings for us opposite the Round Church

in St. Andrew's street.

Although we were not aware of facts, which, per-

haps, we should not have understood, yet we were

much grieved with the appearance of embarrassment,

melancholy, preoccupation; visits from strange men,

and the total change in my poor father's habits and

manners. His sudden departure for the south of Ire-

land, and his promise either to come back soon or to

send .for us, pacified us for the moment, though we
were far from happy at being left by ourselves.

We knew but very few persons, and those chiefly

the families of our school-fellows who resided near us,

and those of our excellent preceptors.

The facts, as they afterwards came to my know-
ledge, were these: — A statute of bankruptcy was in

process against my father. Our cousins, those sage,

grave men of Bordeaux, with every inclination to be

indulgent, were obliged to proceed in the way of

business. In spite of "the freedom of the six and ten

per cents," my father's wine business had not benefitted

by the Kilkenny Theatre, nor his theatrical specula-

tions by the wine business, for he had more custom
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than receipts. Whilst the process of bankruptcy was
going on he was advised to avoid the crash and get

out of the way until the final meeting of his creditors.

He therefore accepted the kind invitation of a friend

in Limerick, and left us with Molly until school should

re-open.

An accident, in the interim, put me in possession of

circumstances which my feelings rather than my intel-

ligence enabled me to understand.

Opening, one day, one of my father's old theatrical

books, the Memoirs of Mossop^ I found the following

paragraph: —
"Mr. Mossop appeared before the Commissioners of

Bankruptcy at Guildhall, being the third meeting,

when he passed his examination and delivered up his

effects, which were thirteen hundred pounds in cash, a

forty-pound bill, and a ten-pound bill, and his gold

watch, which the creditors humanely gave him back,

as well as the bills. Mr. Garrick attended, and proved

a debt of two hundred pounds," &c.

This enlightened me as to the meaning of bank-

ruptcy, and also accounted for the fact that Molly had
shortly before unhooked my poor mother's watch and

chain, which I wore at my side, to which was appended

a valuable chatelaine, consisting, strange to say, of two

miniatures of Abelard and Heloise, and an enamelled

egg-shell filled with musk. I think I smell it now!

She made the pretence that it needed to be cleaned,

but the tears were in her eyes as she unhooked it.

Under these circumstances, my character seems to

have developed itself rapidly, for adversity is a great

teacher.
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My father's last words before his departure, were,

that we should write to him daily, a command I took

on myself to obey with great alacrity, trusting to chance

for fra?il's. I was already passionately fond of writing

about any thing to any one.

CHAPTER XIV.

EARLY GIRLHOOD.

" What can we argue — but from what we know ? " — Pope.

Some copies of old (or rather young) letters were

preserved by our poor old servant Molly, from my
school days up, and found in her Pandora's box, after

her death, with many curious relics. They are thus

noted on the defaced and dirty covers:

"Letters from Miss Sydney Owenson to her father,

during her last school holidays. God pity her!"

St. Andrew's Street , Dublin.
Sunday night, 9 o'clock.*

My Dearest Sir and most Dear Papa,

You see how soon I begin to fulfil your commands,
for you are not many hours gone. But you bid me not

let a day pass before I began a journal and telling you
all that happens to your two poor loving little girls,

who never were so unhappy in all their lives as when
they saw the yellow chaise wheels turn down the corner

of Trinity Street, and lost sight of you. There we
remained with our necks stretched out of the window,
and Molly crying over us, "Musha, Musha!" when,

* The year is probably 1796. — Ed.
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looking lip, slie suddenly cried out, "See what God
has sent to comfort ye!" and it was indeed remarkable

that at that very moment the heavy clouds that rested

over the dome of the round church just opposite, broke

away, and, in a burst of sunshine, down came flying a

beautiful gold-coloured bird, very much resembling that

beautiful picture in the picture-gallery in Kilkenny

Castle which we so lately saw. Well, Sir, it came
fluttering down to the very sill of the window, Molly

thinking, I believe, it was a miracle sent to comfort us,

when, lo and behold, dear papa, what should it turn

out to be but Mrs. Stree's old Tom pigeon, who roosts

every night on the top of St. Andrew's, and whom her

mischievous son had painted yellow!

Olivia made great game of Saint Molly and her

miracle, and made such a funny sketch of her as made
me die laughing, and that cheered us both up. After

breakfast, Molly dressed us "neat as hands and pins

could make us," she said, and we went to church; but

just as we were stepping out of the hall door, who
should come plump against us but James Carter, and

he looked so well and handsome in his new college

robe and square cap (the first time he had ever put

them on), and a beautiful prayer-book in his hand, that

we really did not know him. He said he had forgotten

to leave a message for us on his way to the college

chapel, from his grandma, to beg that we would come
in next door and dine with her, as we must be very

lonely after our father's departure, which offer, of course,

we accepted; and he said with his droll air, "If you
will allow me the honour, I will come in and escort

you at four o'clock." "No, sir," said Molly, who hates

him, and who said he only wanted to come in and have
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a rorap witli Miss Livy, "tliere is no need, as your

grandmamma lives only next door;" and so we went to

church and Molly went to IMass; and all this diverted

our grief though it did not vanquish it. Well, we had
such a nice dinner! It is impossible to tell you how
droll James Carter was, and how angry he made the

dear old lady, who put him down constantly, with,

"You forget, sir, that you are now a member of the

most learned university in the world, and no longer a

scrubby school-boy." Well , the cloth was scarcely

removed and grace said by James (by-the-bye with

such a long f;xce), when he started up and said, "Come,
girls, let us have a stroll in the College Park whilst

granny takes her nap." Oh , if you could only see

granny's face. ^''No, sir," said she, "the girls, as you
are pleased to call the young ladies your cousins, shall

not go and stroll with you among a pack of young
collegians and audacious nursery-maids. Now that you
are a member of the most learned university in the

world, you might stay quiet at home on the Lord's day,

and read a sermon for yom* young friends, or at least

recommend them some good book to read 'whilst

granny takes her nap.' " All this time Jem looked the

image of Mawworm in the play, and then taking two

books off the windowseats, he gave one to each of us,

and said, "Mark, learn, and inwardly d/gest till I

return." The next moment he was flying by the window
and kissing hands, and so granny and the old black cat

purring togethei*, fell fast asleep, and we took up our

books and seated ourselves in each of the parlour-

windows. Now, what do you think, papa, these books

were? Olivia's was S]ieridan''s Dictionary^ and mine was
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an Essay on Lite Human Understanding^ by Mr. Locke,

gent. I was going to throw mine down, but struck by
some anecdotes about children, which brought me back
to my dear old days at Drumcondra, I began at the

beginning and read on for a full hour and a half How
it set me thinking from the moment when I had not a

thought or an idea, which was the case in my infancy,

for it is clear that we have no innate ideas when we
are born, which certainly never struck me before; and
this set me thinking upon what I could longest re-

member, and / thinh it teas the smell of mignionettc ^ for

I can remember when I first smelled it, and the pleasure

it gave me, and above all, your singing "Drimindu,"

the Black Cow, which always made me cry. But when
we meet, please God, we will talk over all this; mean-

time I shall make extracts, as you know I always do of

what I read; for James has lent me the book, though

it was his school prize, and very handsome, saying,

rather pertly, "Why, you little fool, you won't under-

stand a word of it." But I convinced him to the con-

trary at tea, to granny's amazement, who said, "You
might have found a better book to put into her hands

on the Sabbath day."

Now, dear Sir, good night; Molly is so teazing with

her yawning, and saying, "After being up at six

o'clock, one may, I suppose, go to bed before mid-

night." I forgot to tell you that good Mr. OTlaherty
has been here, and told Molly that he was very glad

you were gone off and out of the way of the Philistines,

and that he would bring us Castle franks twice a week
from his friend Mr. Irk, who was in the Treasury, that

would hold a house! so I shall have no conscience in
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writing to you on the score of postage. You are to

direct your letters under cover to Mr. 'Flaherty to G.

Irk, Esq., Castle, Dublin.

Your dutiful daughter,

Sydney.

To Robert Owenson^ Esq.

St. Andrew's Street, Dublin.
Monday nwrnhuj, 9 o'clock.

Dearest Papa,

Molly told us last night when we were going to bed,

that she had something to relate to us which would

surprise us, and so, indeed, it has, here it is:— Whilst

we were dining next door, Molly, as usual, looking out

of the windows, a young gentleman passed and repassed

under the walls of St. Andrew's Church, whom she at

first took for one of the Irish Brigade officers whom
we knew at Kilkenny last year, for he was dressed in

uniform, blue and crimson; but at last he stepped

across the way and took off his hat to her. You will

never guess who it was — What do you think of Tom
Dermodij 2

Molly ran down stairs. You know how fond she

always was of him, and asked him into the drawing-

room. She hopes you will not be angry. He told her

all his adventures "since you threw him off," those

were his words; "you his best and only true friend,"

and he had never heard or seen anything of us since

he went to school, until he saw a little book of poems
by a young lady between twelve and fourteen, with my
name to them; he then went to the printer's, and
found out where we live only the night before, and he
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begged so hard to see us before he left Irelaud, — for

he is going off to Cork to join his regiment on Tues-

day, — that he persuaded Molly to let him come to-

day. He said he thought he could clear up a great

deal of what you had been made to consider to his dis-

advantage.

Monday Evening.

Well, dear papa, Dermody has been! He came
according to Molly s permission this morning. He was
quite surprised at the change that had taken place in

us and was most gallant about it. He has, I think,

been most hardly used.

You know how ill Dr. and Mrs. Austen behaved, on

the plea of old Aichbone, when he lodged in Grafton

Street, showing a little bit of fun he wrote about Mrs.

Austen; and how Dr. Austen returned all his sub-

scriptions, and how he was obliged to write for his

bread in the magazine Anthologia. Mr. Berwick, Lady
Moira's chaplain, was so delighted with his poem that

he brought it to Lady Moira, Avho immediately sent

him to Dr. Boyd, the translator of Dante, to pursue his

studies till something could be done for him. His years

he said were lost in this way, and he thought Dr. Boyd
wanted to retain him for the purpose of working at the

translation and copying it for him; so he wrote to Lady
Moira to request she would extend her patronage when
he could earn an independent livelihood; so after some
time Dr. Berwick wrote to him, that Lady Moira had
an opportunity of placing him with Mr. Miller, a great

bookseller in London as an apprentice — but just think!

with his usual impetuosity he wrote to decline the offer,

and expressed his mortification at such a position being
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allotted to him. Lady Moira desired Mr. Berwick to

send him twenty pounds, with an order never to let

her see or hear of him again. So he returned to Dublin
and commenced writing again for the Antholofjia^ but

could not make bread to support him, and in a fit of

despair he one night enlisted, and was draughted off

for his regiment in England a few days afterwards,

where he served a year as a common soldier. Being
one day on parade, the colonel of the regiment, who
was walking up and down in front of the men, was
joined by a very noble-looldng gentleman, who every

time that he passed fixed his eye on Dermody, who at

last recognised him to be the Earl of Moira. You may
suppose Lord Moira was a little shocked and surprised,

as Dermody had frequently dined with him at Moira
House.

The next day his sergeant came to him and said

Lord Moira wished to see him. He went to his hotel

and was received rather coldly, but without further

reproof Lord Moira said, he did not wish to see one

who had sat at his mother's table in the lowly condi-

tion to which his follies had reduced him; and, there-

fore he had used his influence to get him an eusigncy

in the commissariat; that he would have his release

on the following day and have an appropriate uniform

for his new condition, when he must go immediately

to join his corps in Dublin on its way to Cork, whence
they were to sail for Flanders. He was, poor fellow,

to sail on the following night.

Well, jiapa, never was anything so altered! He is

a very handsome young man, and has lost all his

shyness. He said he had been looking us out every-
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where, ever since he arrived, and had been at the

Theatre Royal for you, but could get no information.

Seeing a little book by a young lady "between twelve

and fourteen," at a little shop in Werburgh Street,

inscribed with my name, he entered and got our ad-

dress, and here he was that very evening! His gal-

lantry was beyond anything in talking of the improve-

ment we had made since we were at Madame Terson's

school, and above all, his astonishment at my poetical

productions.

The next morning I received a note by the penny

post, with a poem which I should be ashamed to show
you, dear papa, it is so very flattering, if it were not

to prove that he has lost nothing of his art of poetry.

He will write to you from Cork, and begs mercy at

your hands, who, he says, with dear mamma, were the

only true friends he ever had; and so, dearest papa,

good-bye and God bless you; my fingers are quite

cramped with writing.

Sydney Owenson.

To Robert Owenson^ Esq.

Limerick.

My dear Papa,

Olivia and I are rather uneasy at your silence, and

hope you have not run the risk of breaking your

other leg in a frolic, as you did the other one in

Cork, — I don't mean a cork leg, — but the city of

Cork. You need not pity us at all, as we really are

very comfortable. I have opened a new mine of study

which will last me for life. We go every evening as
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usual to tea at Dr. Douglas's, wliere there is at pre-

sent a very celebrated gentleman, a Dr. Higgins,* a

great cliemist; and Dr. Douglas Las built a beautiful

laboratory in his garden, where Dr. Iliggins does the

most beautiful experiments that ever were performed;

assisted by young Mr. Cadenus Boyd,** Mrs. Douglas's

nephew, who is a pupil of the Doctor's. Now, dear

papa, observe, I never heard the word "chemistry" at

school, nor did I know what it meant, till Dr. Higgins

took the trouble of informing me-, for you must know
that we walk home every evening by moonlight

accompanied by the whole party, and I always fall to

the Doctor's share, who says my questions are very

suggestive; a word, by-the-bye, I never heard before,

and that one day he would not wonder if I was an-

other Pauline Lavoisier. Now I dare say, you never

heard anything about her. Well , Lavoisier was the

greatest chemist in France, and the greatest philo-

sopher, and his beautiful wife Pauline cultivated che-

mistry with the greatest zeal and talent; and I would

rather be the wife of such a man as Lavoisier, than

any queen I ever read of***

* This is the Dr. Higgins who , in one of his lectures observed , that

Roger Boyle was the father of chemistry and son to the Earl of Cork.
Moore has perpetuated the joke in his play of Tlic Blue Stucliimj.

** Cad or Cadenus, was a name frequently given to children in Ire-

land, in memory of Dean Swift, and after "his Cadenus and Vanessa."
*** Lavoisier, the most illustrious chemical philosopher of France,,

and the most original expositor of the scientific philosophy of his age.

His discoveries obliged a new chemical nomenclature which became a
stumbling-block to older chemists, and was much complained of by our
own celebrated philosopher Kirwan. His admirable financial work,
Ijcs RiehessesTerrUorii'lloi de Fiance, had the distinction of being published
by order of the National Assembly in 1791, and in 1794 this honour to his

country and to humanity was dragged to the guillotine. His beautiful and
gifted wife shared her husband's studies and pursuits; she not only

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. O
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Dr. Hig'gins lias lent me the Memoirs of Lavoisier^

and I sat up reading them till one o'clock in the

morning, Molly scolding or snoring all the time. And
now, dear papa, I have a terrible thing to tell yon, and

hope you won't be angry, as it was only meant in fun.

Well, one of Cadenus Boyd's experiments was, writing

w^ords with phosphorus on a dark wall; he gave us a

bit of this in a bottle of water, so, after we were all in

bed and Molly fast asleep in lier adjoining closet, we
got up and made a noise to awaken her, so she came

out and what should she see, but, written on the wall

in flame, "ii/o%, heivarer'' She screamed out, "Lord

Jasus, preserve us!" and w^e laughed so that I let

fall the phosphorus, which burned through the table,

and even the floor, and my left hand too, which

brought up Mrs. Shea in her night-shift; you never

saw such a figure, and she and Molly instantly set

into a row as usual. As soon as it was daylight, I was

in such pain I was obliged to go to Dr. Douglas's W'ith

my arm, and Mrs. Shea said, she wouldn't let young

ladies stay in her house, wdio risked setting it on fire

with their tricks. However, we are both full of re-

pentance for indulging in such childish pranks, and

will endeavour to remember wdiat you so often remind

us of, "that w^e are no longer children," and which is

above all applicable to Miss in her Teens — myself; so

from this time forth I promise to be more considerate

and serious, but I never can be more in all duty and

cultivated cliemistrj- witli zeal and success , but engraved with her ov>"a

Land the copper-plates for his last great work. She married the celebrated

Count Rumford, and was living in Paris in 1847, when I had the gratifica-

tion of seeing her.
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respect to you, clearest papa, whose most affectionate

child I am, Livia incliuled,

Sydney Owenson.

St. Andrew's Street.

Dearest Papa,

You see I have let two days pass since I wrote last;

but Olivia sent you, I know, a very funny letter, with

a caricature of Molly answeiing to her call — '"Tis I,

my lord, the early village cock"! I have nothing so

amusing, dear papa; but I have made up my mind on

a subject which I trust you will not oppose; for there

is no use in opposing it. I have made up my mind,

once and for all, and I am so convinced I am in the

right, that though it would break my heart to disobey

you, should you differ from me, still, I will at least

try the experiment of what I have hit on, for, I hope,

all our benefit. Mr. O'F— has been here; he has

told me all; and I have seen your name on the list of

Statutes of Bankruptcy. He said it was the best and

honestest, indeed, the only thing that could be done,

and that you will come out of this terrible dilemma

as well considered and respected as you have hitherto

lived; but that time, and great economy, and your

resuming your theatrical position with Mr. Daly at the

Theatre Royal, were indispensable. Now, for all this,

dear Sir, we must relieve you from the terrible expense

you have been at for our education. Of tkis^ I am
resolved to relieve you, and to earn money for you,

instead of spending the little you will have for some
time to come. / icill not go to any school — where
they can teach me nothing I did not know before!

I was at the head of my classes at Madame Terson's,

8~
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and as for Mrs. Anderson — the vulgar creature! —
slie is not wortli mentioning. Now ^ dear papa^ I have

tico novels nearly ftmslud! The first, is St, Clair; I

think I wrote it in imitation of Werter^ which I read

in school-holidays, last Christmas. The second is a

French novel, suggested by my reading The Memoirs

of the Due de Sally
^ and falling very much in love

with Henri IV. Now, if I had time and quiet to

finish them, I am sure I could sell them; and observe.

Sir, Miss Burney got three thousand pounds for Camilla^

and brought out Evelina unknown to her father; but

all this will take time. Meanwhile, I want an asylum

both for myself and Olivia. Her education is certainly

not finished, and she has none of my pursuits; droll,

and witty, and musical as she is. Now, Madame
Dacier, who was head governess at Mrs. Anderson's,

left that school in disgust, and has set up in a school

for herself, in a beautiful place, at Richmond near

Ballybaugh Bridge, where she means to take twelve

pupils to educate with her own family. Now, she is

most desirous to have Olivia; and her terms for every-

thing are only twenty-five pounds a-year; she is par-

ticularly protected by our dear friends and masters,

Signor Pellegrini and Monsieur Fontaine, and she will

take Molly as children's maid to the school. Now,
dear Sir, you see there is so much of the family dis-

posed of— now for me. I, yesterday morning, opened
my heart to Dr. and Madame Pellegrini, who approved
of everything I said, though they earnestly asked me
to come to them and stay for six months, having

neither chick nor child but dear little Alphonsina; and
the Doctor, on his return from the grande tour, with

a rich young Mr. Dick, has been appointed Professor
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of Italian and Spanish at Trinity College, Dublin,

with a very handsome income, and is very well off

in a charming house near Merrion Square, where I

drank tea, last evening, with the Vice-Provost's family

(the Fitzgerald's), and a most astonishing creature,

]\[iss Emily Curran, the daughter of the celebrated

Mr. Curran, Olivia having gone to the play with the

Douglasses. Well, Dr. Pellegrini approves of my in-

tention, which is, simply for the present, to go as in-

structress or companion to young ladies. My books,

against which he says there is nothing but my youth
— but that will soon cure itself — won't be ready for

a year to come. He says, he really thinks at this

moment he knows of two families, pupils of his own,

who would be delighted to have me; the one, Mr.

Sheridan's, the Secretary of War; the other, Dr.

Dickson's, the Bishop of Limerick. Should the latter

answer, I should prefer, as it would take me out of

Dublin and all former acquaintance, not that I am
ashamed of what I am about to do, but then I think

yon will be, with your Irish pride; and as for Olivia

and Molly, I am afraid to break it to them. But I

am RESOLVED. I know I shall go through my ap-

pointed task right well, and, as Shakespeare says,

"All my corporal faculties are bound up to the purpose."

I will not say more, dear papa, at present; but I hope

to have everything settled by the end of next week,

when we must give up these expensive apartments,

happen what may.

Your own old

Sydney.

PS. Captain Earl and Captain White Benson, of
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the 6tli, whom you may remember at Kilkenny, al-

ways running after us, called yesterday, but Molly

would not let them in, which I think was rather im-

pertinent of her. However, as things are at present,

I believe it was all for the best.

St. Andrew's Street, 18

—

Dearest Sir,

It breaks my heart to annoy you; but what can I

do without your advice? I wrote to odious Mrs. An-
derson to say, that though we knew she would not

open school till after next week, yet you would be

obliged by her receiving us a few days earlier than

the time appointed, as your return to town is uncertain.

I will not afflict you by enclosing her insolent answer;

besides, it is not my frank-day; but the sum of her im-

pertinence is, that she will not receive us at all until

our last half-year's bill is paid up; and that she will

not have Molly on any terms! Now, dear 23a'pa, with

respect to the items of her shameful account; in the

first place, half-a-guinea a lesson to Dr. Pellegrini!

when he distinctly said to her, before me, "These two
little girls are not school pupils, for I don't give lessons

in schools, but as the friends and playfellows of my
little Alphonsina. I told their good father I would
read a little Italian with them whenever I came to

give Alphonsina her lesson." Now, as to a guinea a

month to darling old Fontaine, as he was your maUre
de ballet at the theatre, he would not hear of payment,

or, at least, he would settle with you himself. Well,

dear sir, while we were all agitated and annoyed by
this letter, up comes Mrs. Shea, to say we could not

have the apartments after next week, because Coun-
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cillor Costello, who has tliem by the year, is coming
to town on business, and will want them! Molly says

this is all a pretence, as councillors don't come to town
at this season of the year; and, would you believe it?

when Mr. Lee sent his men from College Green for

the piano, as I told him to do, the month of hire being

up, 3Irs. Shea would not let it go, but bid them come
back for it the week after next; and then she and
Molly had a row, which really frightened poor Olivia

and myself, for we thought they would have come to

cufiPs. Well, when all was quiet, we all sat down and
had a good cry, and in the midst of all this. Monsieur

Fontaine drove up in his new carriage, going to the

Castle, where he has been appointed Master of the

Ceremonies; well, poor darling old gentleman, I thought

he was going to cry with us (for we told him every-

thing), instead of which, however, he drew up the

window, and cried out, "Montez done, Martin mon fils,

avec votre petit violin;" and up comes Martin, more
ugly and absurd than ever, with his little "kit" and

what does dear old Fontaine do, but jjut us in a circle

that we might dance a chassez a la roiide^ saying,

"Egayez vous mes enfans il n'y a que ca;" and only

think, there we were; the next moment we were all

of us — Molly, Martin, and Monsieur included —
dancing away to the tune, "What a beau your granny
is," (the only one that Martin can play), and we were

all laughing ready to die until Livy gave Molly, who
was in the way, a kick behind; she fell upon Martin,

who fell upon his father, who fell upon me — and
there we were, all sprawling like a pack of cards, and
laughing; and then, dear papa, Fontaine sent off Martin

in the carriage to the confectioner's, in Grafton Street,
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for some ices aud biscuits, so that we liad quite a

feast, and no time to tliink or be sorrowful. Well,

jjoiir comblc^ M. Fontaine, before he went away, showed
us a card of invitation from the Countess O'Haggerty
for that evening, ''''pour M. Fontaine et ses «?/?/,«?," music

and recitation by M. Tessier; and he had really come
to say he would take Bessie and ourselves there, but

that our crying had put it out of his head, and that

they would come for us at eight o'clock, and that we
must put on our best toilette. So Molly shook out our

school dancing dresses, which, as you know we did

not take them with us to Kilkenny, looked quite fresh

when they were ironed, and then, dear papa, away we
went at eight o'clock, sure enough, to Stephen's Green.

And whose house do you think the O'Haggerty's are

lodged in? Why in your old cousin's, Mrs. Molloy's,

where we used to walk every Sunday. I knew it the

minute I got into the hall by the bust of Cicero, with

his broken nose! It was scarcely daylight, and when
we entered the large front drawing-room there was
only one candle lighted — and such a scene! I am
sure I shall never forget. On the old red damask
sofa, at the bottom of the room, stood up an elegant

young man in his 7'ohe de chamhre., fixing wax candles

in the old girandoles, which he took from a pretty

young woman who stood below with a basket of wax
candles, handing them up; but I observed they were
all partly burned, and supposed they were "Castle

Butts." At the end of the sofa, in an arm-chair, sat a

nun! the very moral of the nuns of Ranelagh Convent,

but far handsomer than any nun / ever saw, and quite

elegant. At a little distance was such a charming
little rondelette lady, tuning a harj), but exclaiming.
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addressing a little espiegle looking l)oy, "Qu'as tu

done fait de la clef de ma liarpe, Hyaciuthe?" " Je
ne sais oil je I'ai pose." Now, dear papa, I never

heard that word ^^pose'^ before; at school, we should

have said, "oil je I'ai laisse." I shall not forget

it, I can tell you. Well, then came in one of the

finest looking gentlemen I ever saw^, and so like Count
Eugene Macarthey that I almost thought it was he;

but you know you used to say, that all the Irish bri-

gade were stamped from the one type — and he had

a violoncello in his hand. This was General Count
O'Haggerty!

Monsieur Fontaine presented us to them all as his

little 2)rotegees^ and eleces^ and they were all so de-

lighted to see dear old Fontaine; but as for me, I had
no eyes for any thing but the beautiful nun, who, see-

ing my attention rivetted on her, beckoned me to-

wards her, and made me sit down beside her, and
while the rest went to draw off their robes de chambres^

and Fontaine made little Hyacinth go through his

five positions, not to lose time, and then do his batte-

viens while Bessie played the piano, I had this little

conversation with the nun, which I will give you, first

in her pretty broken English, which, however, she

spoke with the true Munster brogue, though she never

was in Ireland before, and then in French, which she

said I spoke "Merveilleusement bien."

Nun. I suppose you never saw a live nun be-

fore ?

Me. Oh, yes, ma'am, often; but never one so

charming.

Nun. Ah! you have rubbed your tongue against
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the blarney stone! You see I know something of Ire-

land.

Me. Are you Irish, ma'am?

Nun. Yes, and from Cork, too; where I am going

to resume my convent life.

Me. I beg pardon, ma'am; but may I ask you why
you left France?

Nun. Because I should have been killed had I re-

mained there. Our convent was destroyed, and only

for my cousins, the dear O'Haggerty's; who carried

me back to my own country, I should have been de-

stroyed too.

Me. But who was the Countess O'Haggerty? Irish

too?

Nun. That is the Countess O'Haggerty there. That

j)retty little dodu lady at the harp. She was the finest

harpiste in France, after the Countess de Genlis, a

great friend of her's.

Me. Oh, I know, I have read hes Veilles dii

Chateau.

Nun. That tall gentleman is the Count, and those

two young persons who were putting up the candles

are the Vicomte and Vicomtesse, all great personages

in France. The General was Master of the Horse to

the Comted'Artois; the two ladies had places at court,

and the Vicomte was Colonel in the Garde de Corps.

They escaped from France with life and honour —
nothing more; and they are now earning their bread

and supporting their families by the exertion of those

beautiful talents which were once the delight of the

court and the best circles in Paris; and as their noble

spirit of independence is compensated by high respect

and wonderful success, I really believe they are as
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happy as tliey ever were. But tliey are a fine lesson

for young people of your age. Self-support is a gift

from Cxod and alone to be depended on, and wear this

upon your heart, ''''Aide tot et Dieu faidera,'^

In spite of myself the tears would come into my
eyes, and I shall never forget that maxim, ^^Aide toi et

Dieu faidera."

She asked me if I were a Catholic, and many other

questions, and seemed quite to take an engouciacnt for

me. We talked on till the company came in, when
she instantly darted off into the back room and ap-

peared no more.

From the time the heau monde came in, all was hiizz^

and Olivia and I tucked ourselves into a corner by the

piano, where we could hear the music, and could see

everybody and nobody see us, while dear old Fontaine

was running about kissing the hands of all the fine

ladies, who all seemed delighted with him— he told me
he had taus^ht all their mothers to dance. The music

opened with that charming quartett of Pleyel's, which

Livy and I played as you remember, Avith Dr. Fisher.

We were enchanted. Then the Countess played a solo

on the harp, by Krompoltz, very difficult; but, oh dear,

daddy! entre noiis^ the Irish harp is a very poor con-

cern compared to the French; at the same time, the

working of the pedals Avas very disagreeable, making
a noise like a kitchen-jack. Then M. de Tessier read

a scene from Les Precieuses Ridicules of Moliere. Now
observe, we were never allowed to read Moliere at

school. I never laughed so much in my life nor heard

such French reading. Then two young ladies, pupils

of Madame O'H., sang a duet, "Rise, Cynthia, rise,"

very badly, 1 thought; but what do you think, dear
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papa, M. Fontaine, in liis partiality for us had tlie

cruelty to tell some of the company we were wonderful

little musicians, and, for all we could do, we were

obliged to sing a duet too. So we sung our old duo

of "Nous, nous amions des TEnfance," with Olivia's

beautiful second, and Madame O'Haggerty's arpeggio

on the harp. We were encored and applauded till we
were almost ready to cry, and made to sing an English

song, which we did, "In Infancy our Hopes and Fears

were to each other known," from your own Arta,ve)\rr-s.

Well, we were drawn out, and introduced and caressed,

and I don't know what; but tliere w^as one lady who
interested me more than all the rest. She sat in the

centre of the room, surrounded by beaiuv^ one of whom
leaned over her chair the whole of the night like a

vignr-tte in one of Marmontel's tales. Now, luho do you

think this was? Do you give it up? Well, the sister

of the great Mr. Sheridan, the author of your own Sir

Lucius O'Trigger — Mrs. Lefanu-, her other brother is

secretary at war here; and Monsieur Fontaine told us,

going home in the carriage, that her house was the

resort of all the literary people, and foreigners in par-

ticular. He is to take us to see her some evening, for

she invited us very cordially, and said she knew yoiiy

dear papa, very well. Well, we got home very late,

but too happy, and I never slept the whole night; what

wearied me was that I went through all the scenes to

the tune of Pleyel's quartett, and the nun always be-

fore me, while Olivia slept like an angel, and Molly

snored like a pig in the next closet; so I rose at peep

of day and wrote all this for your amusement, as this

is Mr. O'Flaherty's /?Y/»/j-day; but, to use Job's words,

*'I rose from visions of the night" quite another crea-
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ture. Great tliouglits liave come into my miuJ, whicli

I will tell you in my next; but tlie sentiment uppermost

is, ''''Aide toi et D'lea i\v'dera." So God bless you, dear-

est papa, I am going to try to sleep. ,

Your own
Sydney.

St. Andrew's Street.

Dearest Dad,
Your letter and the enclosure were most welcome

and most gratefully received. To show you how much
I am up to business, I accompanied ]\Iolly to Sir AVilliam

Xewcomen's Bank in Castle Street, and presented my
twenty-pound cheque with the air of one who knew
what she was about, though I never was so confused in

all my life. Oh, dear papa, if you were never in a

bank you have no idea what it is. Just paint to your-

self, sir, if you please, a great hall, with a counter

running from one end to the other, with about a hun-

dred young men behind it, all fluttering and flying

about with papers, like kites, in their hands. We were
directed to the "paying desk," but, as Molly observed,

"nobody asked us to sit down," so I delivered my
cheque for £'20, Irish, and wrote my name in a book,

and may be, when we got home, I did not walk into

Mrs. Shee's dirty back parlour, and throw down seven

golden guineas, Molly crying out, "We will trouble

you for a receipt to that, if you please!"

Mrs. Shee looked surprised, and asked Molly to tea

in the evening. Coming home, through Dame Street,

we stopped at Mr. Lee's music shop, and I asked him
for his bill for the hire of the piano, and begged he
would send for it immediately. He said very politely
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that lie would send for the piauo, but he begged we
would accept the hire, as you had been one of his best

friends, and had ordered above a hundred pounds worth

of music from him for the Theatre Royal, but that

everything was changed now, and there was no longer

any taste for music. I asked him if he would lend me
a copy of the Beggars' Opera and the Padloch. He
sent them to me in the evening, with a pretty note,

begging my acceptance of them; and as we had another

night out of the piano, may be Olivia and I did not

sing them from one end to the other! "The Miser who
a Shilling sees," makes the most beautiful duet in the

world. I am sure it is Irish.

Well, sir, on arriving home what should I find but

a note from Dr. Pellegrini relative to my intentions,

which, to tell you iho, truth, I had explained to him,

saying that the Rev. Mr. Peter Lefanu , a celebrated

preacher, would call on me at one o'clock the next day.

He had given him a commission to find a young lady

who would act as something between a governess and

a dame de compagnie to two young ladies, daughters of

the Right Honourable Charles Sheridan, Secretary-at-

War for Ireland, and the husband of that beautiful

woman who, you may remember, put out the fire of

the curtain of her box at the theatre last winter, when
the whole house rose up to applaud. Well, the idea

of this visit from Mr. Lefanu frightened me beyond

everything, I was so utterly unprepared for it; and

Olivia positively refused to be in the room. However,

I was dressed very nicely , and seated on the sofa all

in good time, and I took up Locke ^ "to call up a look,"

as Lady Pentweasle says, when I heard his knock at

the door. Molly announced him — "The Rev. Mr.



EARLY GIRLHOOD. 127

Peter —," but could get no further. She was in such

a rage. Well, now, dear papa, who do you think he

turned out to be? Why, the clergyman who preached

the charity sermon at the Lying-in Hospital last

Christmas, and that we all cried at hearing, and you
said, "That man is a regular pickpocket, for I have

given a crown and I did not mean to give half." Well,

he took my hand, and we sat down. He looked very

earnestly, and said:

"Are you the young lady of whom Dr. Pellegrini

was speaking last night as wishing to enter upon a

very important situation?"

I said, "Yes, sir, I believe so."

"Are you Miss Owenson, my dear — daughter of

my old friend Mr. Owenson of the Theatre Eoyal?"
I was ready to burst into tears, and could only an-

swer, "Yes, sir."

"But you are very young, my dear; I should say

you were fitter to go to school than to commence in-

structress."

"Perhaps so, sir; but great misfortunes have come
upon poor papa unexpectedly, and —

"

Here I was obliged to cover my face with my
handkerchief. I suppose to give me time to recover,

he gently drew Locke out of my hand, and appeared

to be looking through it.

"Upon my word," said he, laughing, "this is a very

grave study for so young a lady. Now," said he, "let

me hear your definition of an 'innate idea.'"

He looked so comical that I could not help laugh-

ing, too.

"Oh, my dear, don't hurry yourself, it is a question

might puzzle a conjuror."
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"Well, sir," said I, "I had no idea of ijou until I

saw and heard you preach your beautiful sermon for

the poor women of the Lying-in Hospital; but having

seen and heard you, I have an idea of you which can

never be removed."

He actually threw himself back in his chair, and
took my hand, and, would you believe it, papa, kissed

it. He is of French descent, you know.

"Well," said he, "you are the most flattering little

logician I ever coped with." He then took a serious

tone, and said, "My dear little girl, I respect your in-

tentions; and from what Dr. Pellegrini tells me, your

acquirements fit you for the situation you are seeking,

but you have at present one great fault. Don't be

frightened" (I sup^DOse I looked so) — "it is one will

mend but too soon. The Misses Sheridan are, I should

think, much about your own age, and the worst of it

is, there are two rascally boys, Charles and Tom, who
have the bad habit of running into their sisters' study

when they come home for vacation, and making a

terrible row there. However, I shall meet Mr. and Mrs.

Sheridan at dinner to-day at my brother's, ]\Ir. Joe

Lefanu's, who is married to their sister. We will talk

over this, and you shall hear from me early to-

morrow."

He now rose, and as he deposited Locke on the

table, he took up a dirty little volume of my poems,

which lay beside it.

"Pardi!" said he, in some surprise, "You are a

poetess, too, are you?"
And then he read aloud, and most beautifully, my

little stanzas to you on receiving your picture, and

then rolling up the book put it into his pocket with-
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out ceremony; and, witli a cordial sliake of tlie hand
and a '"''je me sauve^^'' disappeared — and so ended this

awful visit, which, though it left me agitated, left me
delighted with what I had done, and so will you be
some day, dear papa.

I am so tired I can wiite no more to-day; but we
are both well, and both in love with the Eev. Mr. Le-

fanu, for Olivia had her head through the door of the

back drawing-room all the time making faces at me!

Dear Papa — The Sheridan scheme is all ended.

The beautiful Mrs. Sheridan would not have me,

and I am glad, as on consideration, I see it would
not do, but I have got something to console me, I

think.

This morning, at nine o'clock, Mr. Lefanu's servant

was here with a note, — I send it to you: —
"My dear Miss Owenson — The Sheridan scheme

won't answer — something better has just suggested

itself. Dr. Dixon, the Bishop of Limerick, who has

come to town to be present at a charity sermon this

day, to be preached before the Lord-Lieutenant in

St. Anne's Church, sent me a note last night from his

lady, desiring that I would find an accomplished young
lady to take charge of her daughter, a little girl of

ten years old, and that I would let the Bishop see the

person before he left town, which he does on Monday
morning. I must beg you, therefore, to come to his

house in Molesworth Street, at ten o'clock this morning.

I will be there to receive and present you. They are

charming as well as excellent people.

Yours, &c., &c., P. Lefanu."

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. 9
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And so, sir, Molly and I started at lialf-past nine,

and hustled our way as we could tbrougli the crowds

that were parading towards St. Anne's Church, which

you know always fill the streets when the Lord-Lieu-

tenant goes in state, and soldiers on horseback in-

cluded. It is but a short distance, but still a dis-

agreeable walk. We soon discovered the Bishop's

house by two tall footmen in purple liveries, and gold-

headed canes as tall as themselves, before the door.

You know at the top of the street is Leinster House;
the gates were all open, and the carriages were para-

ding round and round the beautiful court. An old

housekeeper took Molly into a parlour, and when I

gave my card to a footman he was conducting me
upstairs, — when, dear Mr. Lefanu came forward, and

drew my arm through his, and led me into a beautiful

front drawing-room where the Bishop was at breakfast,

the sun shining full on his face; his pale, conceited-

looking chaplain was making tea, a regular maccaroni,

who soon got up and went to the window, leaving us

to do our business.

Nothing could be more cordial and kind than the

Bishop. He slightly alluded to the original objection

of youth, and said he could not give any positive

answer till he had seen Mrs. Dixon, and that he would
not lose a moment in writing to my friend Mr. Lefanu.

He said he was sorry he was so hun-ied for time, but

he was obliged to be back on diocesan business the

following day; but he should carry away more than

one agreeable impression of me; — and only imagine!

he then took up a ragged book lying beside him, —
my poems again, which that darling Mr. Lefanu had
brought him, — and the stanzas to you turned down.
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"These are veiy pretty stanzas," said he, "as to

poetry, and charming as to feeling, which I beheve is

the best ingredient of all poetry."

After a little more conversation, the beau chaplain

drew in his head from the window, and said, "My
lord, the Duke of Leinster's carriage has drawn up,

and the 'bidding bell' has begun to ring." The Bishop

started up. The chaplain presented him a pair of white

gloves fringed with gold, and his square cap. Of course

I rose in a flurry. The Bishop wished me a cordial

good-bye, and Mr. Lefanu said, "You will hear from

me immediately." So then I was just hurrying down
to join Molly in the housekeeper's room; but Mr. Le-

fanu, running upstairs to meet me, said, "Stay here,

my dear, the Bishop will send back his carriage for

you in five minutes, the streets are so crowded;" and

then he sprang into the Bishop's coach and was out of

sight in a minute. I was waiting in the parlour for

the carriage to return when it rolled up. I ran out to

get in — the steps were let down slap dash — the

footmen standing on either side, when to my surprise

Molly sprang in after me! the footmen grinning from

ear to ear. Away we drove! Molly's head a mile out

of the window, bowing to every one she knew and

every one she did not know; but, oh, papa! I wish

you could have seen the scene at Mrs. Shee's hall door!

The thundering knock brought all the house to answer

it, Mrs. Shee at their head; but, oh! when she saw

Molhj handed out of the Bishop's carriage, she looked

as if she would die of surprise and envy — Olivia,

with her head half out of the window, ready to fall out

of it with convulsions of laughter; and so, dear papa,

for the present has ended my episcopal visit; but with
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or witliout otlier result it lias been an incident of wliicli

I am proud, and I conclude with your own favourite

Irish sentiment —
" Foglan foh — Wait awhile."

Sydney Owenson.

Just as I was sealing up this to send for my Castle

frank, a note from Mr. Lefanu arrived. Mrs. Dixon

lias been ordered abroad for her health; consequently

the settlement about a governess is postponed. So

dearest papa, good-bye and God bless you, my fingers

are quite cramped with writing. — S. 0.

St. Andrew's Street.

My dear Papa,
I write to tell you what has offered for our darling

Olivia.

You know, with all partiality, that she needs a

good deal of finishing, though she has left me far be-

hind in music and drawing.

Madame Dacier paid us a visit yesterday, and said

she would be happy to receive Olivia whenever she

could come; and, what has pleased me much, she has

offered to take Molly as upper children's maid to the

establishment, so she will be returned to the situation

which dear mamma took her from when she was at

Madame Terson's and she will not be separated from

her darling nursling. Molly is cheered up, for she has

been very sulky and cross for some time past, and

said, "She supposed she was to be thrown over, and

that it was no matter what became of old servants,"

&c., &c.

I have some good news which I shall reserve for

another letter, as I want to save the post; but I just
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ask you if you ever heard of an old lady of the name
of Steele; or a family of the name of Featherstone?

they are friends of Dr. Pellegrini and Mr. Fontaine.

God bless you, dear papa, you shall hear again

soon, don't be uneasy if not for a few days.

Sydney.

[The family of Featherstone, or Featherstonehaugh,

became of great importance to Miss Owenson. The
mime is spelt either way: by the lady— Featherstone;

by the gentleman — Featherstonehaugh. Under each

of these forms the reader will recognise the same family.

Ed.]

CHAPTER XV.

AT BRACKLIN.

Castletown, Delvxn, Wkstueath.

Dearest Sm,
The reason I have not written to you for some

days is that I have so much to say, and so much that

I was afraid of saying, that I thought it better to say

nothing at all; which "all," I think, will surprise you
— and for myself Jc li'en revieus pas!

Well, last Thursday, Mr. Fontaine enclosed me a

note from a lady, Mrs. Featherstonehaugh, of Brackliu

Castle , intimating her desire to have just such a charm-

ing young person as myself! as governess or companion
to her two daughters; the eldest just returned from a

great finishing school, Madame Lafarrelle's , and the

younger who has never left home.
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Mrs. Featlierstone was for a few days at her mo-

ther's, the Dowager Lady Steele's in Dominic Street,

but anxious not to lose a moment, and would send her

carriage for the young lady M. Lafontaine had men-
tioned in his letter (Miss Owenson) if he would send

her address. And so he did, and so the carriage came
— and so I went — rather downhearted from my
former disappointments.

You know what a fine street Dominic Street is,

and so close to my old school. Well, a handsome
mansion, two servants at the door, my name taken,

and I was ushered at once into a large and rather

gloomy parlour, in the centre of which two ladies were

sitting at a table. The one at the head of the table,

a most remarkable figure both in person and costume,

but who bore her ninety years with considerable con-

fidence in her own dignity. She sat with her head

thrown back, her little sharp eyes twinkling at me as

I entered, and her mouth pursed up to the dimensions

of a parish poor-box. She wore a fly-cap (of which I

have taken the pattern), on her silver but frizzled hair,

— her very fair face was drawn into small wrinkles,

as though engraved with a needle over her delicate

features , and when I tell you what I have since heard,

that she was the rival and friend of the beautiful Lady
Palmer, the belle of Lord Chesterfield's court, and the

subject of his pretty verses which you used to recite

so often , — you will allow that she had every right to

wrinkles and the remains of beauty. *

* The occasion was tliis : — At the court of Lord Chesterfield , when
religious party spirit was symbolized in Ireland bj' the colours white
or orange, as the wearer was Williamite or Jacobite, Lady Palmer, a

reigning beauty and a Catholic, appeared at one of the drawing-rooms
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Seated near lier at the same table, and writing,

was a sweet, charming, good-humoured-looking lady,

who got up to receive me in the most cordial manner,

whilst two nice girls, the eldest already apparently in

her teens, struggled to get me a chair, and then sta-

tioned themselves one each behind their mamma and

grandmamma.
Mrs. Featherstone opened the conversation by tell-

ing me that she had been a j)upil of Mr. Fontaine's as

her daughters were now, and that he was the best of

human beings.

"That is nothing to the purpose!" said the old lady

sharply, "Come to the point with this young person,

as you know you have no time to lose;" and turning

to me, she said, "You are very young to offer yourself

for so important a situation."

The two girls looked at me as much as to say,

"Don't mind grandmamma," and Mrs. Featherstone

added, —
"Dear mamma, now, you must leave Miss Owenson

to me," and then she said to me, "I assure you, ray

dear, I am much prepossessed in your favour by all

that our good Fontaine has told me of you; and your

being so merry and musical as he tells me you are, is

very much in your favour with us, for we are rather

dull and mopy."
"But to begin," interposed Lady Steele again,

with an orange lily in her bosom. Lord Chesterfield, having kissed her

fair cheek, took out his tablets and wrote the following stanza —
" Thou little Tory ! where's the jest

,

To wear the orange on thy breast,

When that same lovely breast discloses

The whiteness of the rebel roses I

"
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"What will tliis young person expect? she cannot offer

herself as a regular governess, she is so very young."

The girls winked at me and grimaced again.

" She shall first offer herself as my visitor at Brack-

lin Castle for the Christmas holidays," said Mrs. Fea-

therstone, kindly, "and then we shall see how we get

on and suit each other, which I am sure we shall very

well."

The old lady said, knocking her hand on the table,

"I never heard such nonsense in all my life!"

At this moment the footman came in to announce

that the carriage was at the door, followed by a hand-

some jolly-looking woman, the lady's maid, with Mrs.

Featherstone's cloak and bonnet.

Mrs. Featherstone said, "Come, my dear, and I will

set you down, and we will have a little talk by the

way, for I have an appointment which hurries me
away at present. The two girls ran after us and said,

"Do come to us, we shall be so happy at Brackliu,

and never mind grandmamma, — nobody does," and

with this dutiful observation they shook hands cordially

with me, and I drove off with my bran new friend.

"What was amusing in all this was — that I never

opened my lips till I got into the carriage, when I

thanked Mrs. Featherstone for her kind reception, and

accepted cordially her invitation to Bracklin. In short,

there was a mutual sympathy between us; the result,

I believe, of mutual good humour and good nature.

As we went along I settled a few points relative to

my journey to Bracklin; but I was dying to ask her

if this Lady Steele was any relation to Sir Richard

Steele of the Spectator^ which was the thought upper-

most in my mind all the time.
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At last I did, and she said, "Ob, yes, my father,

the late Sir Richard Steele of Ilampstead, was second

cousin to your Sir Kichard; but being- of the elder

branch he succeeded to the estate, as his poorer cousin

did to the wit of the family. My nephew, the present

Sir Richard Steele, is now the representative of the

family and the possessor of the property."

Well, it was finally arranged, I was to start for

Bracklin on the following Monday (this was Friday)

by the mail, which would take me as far as Kinigad,

where the Featherstone carriage, horses and servants

would meet me; but as the mail reached Kinigad at

an awkward hour, I was not to leave that place till

daylight. In short, I never met any one so kind as

this dear lady.

Olivia and Molly heard all this with astonishment,

but agreed that it was quite right; as did also Dr.

Pellegrini, who came with Madame and carried us off

to dinner.

The next morning I took my darling Olivia to Ma-
dame Dacier's —

"Some natural tears we dropped, but wiped tliem soon,"

full of the hope of meeting next spring.

Molly came back with me to prepare all my little

arrangements, towards which we changed our last

bank-note. And having next day received all details

in a letter from Mrs. Featherstone from Bracklin,

written the night she arrived, I accepted a farewell

dinner and a little dance after , which ]\Ii\ Fontaine

called a petit hal cCadieu for the night of my departure

;

he said, "the mail goes from the head of this street;
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it will blow its horn wlien it is ready for you, and we
will all conduct you to your carriage."

Well, papa, this was all very nice, for I wanted to

be cheered, so I dressed myself in my school dancins:

dress, a muslin frock and pink silk stockings and
shoes. Molly had my warm things to change in time

for the mail.

Well, dear papa, we did not exactly mind our time,

and the fatal i-esult was — that I was dancing down
"Money in both Pockets" with a very nice young
man, Mr. Buck, the nephew to Miss Buck, when the

horn blew at the end of the street ! Oh , sir ! if you
knew the panic! All that could be done was for

Molly to throw her warm cloak over me, with my own
bonnet and my little bundle of things , so that I might

dress when I got to Kinigad.

One of the young gentlemen snatched up my port-

manteau, and so we all flew along the flags, which

were frosted over, and got to the mail just as the

guard lost patience and was mounting, so I was poked
in and the door banged-to, and "my carriage" drove

off" like lightning down College Green, along the

Quays, and then into some gloomy street I did not

remember.

As for me, I was so addled, I did not know where

I was. At last we drew up before some ponderous

gates and a high wall.

A sentinel was pacing up and down with a lantern

flashing on his arms, which reminded me of the castle

of Otranto. The guard blew his horn, and the next

minute I heard an awful shout and uproar, and sing-

ing and laughing, and the gates opened and there

appeared a crowd of officers and gentlemen, who
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were shaking hands with one person, with "Good-hye,
old boy, and let us hear from you soon," and other

phrases.

The coach door was opened, and the gentleman

asked the guard, "Is there any one inside?"

And the guard answered, "Only an old lady, sir,

as far as Kinigad!"

"Oh, by Jove!" said the gentleman, retreating.

"I say, coachy, I'll take a seat by you." So the door

slapped-to, up he mounted, and the horn blew, and

we were off in a minute.

Oh-h, sir, it takes away my breath only to think

of it now!
Well, we were soon out of Dublin; the moon rising

over the beautiful Phoenix Park, the trees of which

were hanging with frost and icicles; the Liffey glit-

tering to the left, and lights glittering in the Viceregal

Lodge as we passed it on the right.

If my heart had not been so heavy, this would
have been a scene I should have delighted in. And
so we galloped on, changing horses only once, when I

was much struck with the interior of the stable , which

was lighted only by a lamp, but very picturesque;

something one would like to paint or describe.

Our next stage was Kinigad; but it was a very

long one, and we did not arrive till three in the

morning.

Such a picture as the inn was! The ostler, half-

dressed, coming with the horses, and roaring for a

waiter, or Caty, the chambermaid, to come down; and
then the officer sprang down from the coach-box and
came to rummage in the coach for his hat just as I

was stepping out, assisted by the dirty ostler. I sup-
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pose tlie officer was struck witli my pink silk slioe, for

lie laid hold of my foot, and puskiug back the ostler,

he said,

"What! let such a foot as that sink in the snow —
never!" and he actually carried me in his arms into

the kitchen, and placed me in an old arm chair be-

fore a roaring turf fire! and then, ordering the cham-

bermaid and Mrs. Kearney (the landlady I suppose)

"to get up and get tea, and everything for the young-

lady," to which everybody answered,

"Yes, Major; to be sure, sir; everything your

honour orders. Your gig has been here, sir, this

hour."

In short, he seemed the commandant of the place.

He then came up to me and said,

"I had not the least idea who was in the carriage.

The guard said it was an old lady; in short, you must

let me make amends by offering my services in this

wretched place. I hope you will command them now.

I am c][uartered here, and know its few resom-ces. You
are not going further to-night, I suppose?"

I was dreadfully frightened and confused, but I

answered,

"No, sir; not at present. I am expecting a car-

riage and servants to take me on to Mr. Featherstone's

of Bracklin."

He took off his hat, made me a low bow, but

seemed stunned with the information. He again called

the landlady and said,

"I would prescribe some white wine negus, for you
are chilled."

The waiter now appeared, and said, tliat Mr. Fea-

therstone's carriage and servants had arrived an hour
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before; but Lad put up tlie horses aud gone to lie

down, as they would not proceed till after daylight.

The chambermaid now came, and said she had a room
prepared aud a good fire up stairs. This was a great

relief to me; but the young officer seemed to deplore

it. He said he knew Mr. Featherstone, and would
take the liberty of coming to inquire for me.

So I went to my smoky room; but on inquiring

for my bundle and portmanteau, I found they had

gone on in the Kinigad mail!

Fancy, dear papa, my dreadful situation! IMy

whole stock in trade consisted of a white muslin frock,

pink silk stockings, and pink silk shoes, with Molly's

warm cloak and an old bonnet!

Well, sir, you know I had nothing for it, so I

took my glass of hot white wine negus, threw myself

on the bed , and was warmly covered up by the fat

chambermaid, who had neither shoes nor stockings on,

and I fell fast asleep; "but in that sleep what dreams
l'"

papa; from all of which I was roused by the fat

chambermaid coming to tell me that Mr. Feather-

stone's coachman could not wait any longer; so I

rolled Molly's cloak round me, and proceeded to

Bracklin.

The dreary Irish road from Kinigad to the pretty

village of Castledown Delvin — an appendage to the

domain of the Earl of Westmeath — brought me to

the approach of the pine-sheltered avenue of Bracklin,

which pines, green and formal as they were, screened

out the black bog behind them, where the wood of

ages lay buried, from among which "the mere Irish"

could never be taken by their Saxon invaders "when
the leaves were on the trees!"
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The approacli to tlie domain was announced by a

civilized-looking lodge; large, beautiful iron gates,

opened by a fairy child, and all that lay within was
cultivated and promising, leading to a large, hand-

some mansion of white stone — two carriages were
rolling before the door, at which stood two footmen,

who at once ushered me into a handsome drawing-

room, to a party of ladies, muffled in carriage dresses,

who stood in a circle round the fire. Pinched, cold,

confused, and miserable, as you may suppose, dear

papa, I must have been — in my pink silk shoes and
stockings — I perceived that my appearance excited

a general titter; but dear Mrs. Featherstone and her

girls came to my relief, and welcomed me and kissed

me; but Mr. Featherstone — a grave, stern-looking

man, who sat apart reading his newspaper — he just

raised his eyes above "his glasses, and I read in his

glance condemnation of his lady's indiscretion in bring-

ing sticli a being for such a purpose as I had come.

Mrs. Featherstone inquired how I had come to

travel in so light a dress; and so, dear papa, I thought

I had better just tell the story as it happened — and

so I did — from the little hal cVadieu^ at dear old Fon-

taine's, till I reached Bracklin gates, not forgetting

the portmanteau and little bundle left behind. Well

you have no idea how it took! they screamed at the

fun of my details, and I heard them mutter, "Dear
little thing — poor little thing I" The two girls car-f

ried me off from them all, to my own rooms, the pret-li

tiest suite you ever saw — a study, a bedroom, and aj

bathroom — a roaring turf fire in the rooms, and an[

open piano and lots of books scattered about!

Betty Kenny, the old nurse — the "Molly" of the
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establishment — brought me in a bowl of laughing

potatoes, and such fresh butter, and gave a hearty

"much good may it do ye, miss;" and didn't I tip her

a word of Irish which delighted her. Pen, ink, and

paper were brought me, and I w^as left to myself to

rest and write to dear Olivia a line just to announce

my arrival here, which was sent to the post for me.

The girls brought me , I believe , half their mam-
ma's and all their own wardrobe, to dress me out; and

as they are all little, it answered very Avell. Well,

sir, when I went down, the carriages and party had

drawn off to spend two days at Sir Thomas Feather-

stone's.

Our dinner party were mamma and the two young
ladies, two itinerant preceptors — Mr. O'Hanlon, a

writing and elocution master, and a dancing master,

and Father Murphy , the ,P. P. — such fun ! and the

Kev. Mr. Beaufort, the curate of Castletown Delvin.

Now I must just give you a picture of the room.

A beautiful dining-room — spacious and lofty; a grand
beaufet and sideboard; before it stood Mr. James Mo-
ran, the butler — the drollest fellow I ever met, as I

will tell you, bye-and-bye — and two footmen.

The dinner, perfectly delicious!

Well, I was in great spirits; and Mrs. Featherstone

drew out the two tutors, I think on purpose. She
made Mr. O'Hanlon — a most coxcomical writing-

master — tell me his story; how he was the prince

of nearly all he surveyed — if he had his rights, being

descended from the Princes O'Hanlon. Now, papa,

you know if there is anything I am strong on it is Irish

song — thanks to you — especially "Emunch ach

Nuic," (Ned o'the Hills) which song I sang for them
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afterwards, by-tlie-bye, and did I not take his pride

down a peg and get liim into such a passion! The
servants laughed and stuffed their napkins down their

throats till they were almost suffocated. James Mo-
ran, the butler, winking at the priest all the time, who
enjoyed the joke more than any one, except the

dancing-master, his rival, who is a very clever man, I

am told, and teaches mathematics besides, and put me
very much in mind of Marcus Tully. Well, sir, we
got so merry, that at last Father Murphy proposed my
health in tliis fashion — w^hich will make you smile.

He stood up with his glass of port wine in his hand,

and first bowing to Mrs. Featherstone, said, "With
your lave, madam;" and then turning to me, he said,

"This is a hearty welcome to ye, to Westmeath, Miss

Owenson; and this is to yer health, mind and body,"

which made them all laugh till they were ready to fall

under the table.

Well, after dinner I sang them "Emunch ach

Nuic," and "Cruel Barbara Allen," which had an im-

mense effect.

After tea, James Moran announced that the piper

had come from Castletown "to play in Miss Owenson,"

upon which the girls immediately proposed a dance in

the back hall; and when I told them I was a famous

jig dancer, they were perfectly enraptured. So we set

to; all the servants crowding round two open doors in

the hall.

I, of course, danced with the "Professor," and

Prince O'Hanlon with Miss Featherstone, and Miss

Margaret with the Rev. Mr. Beaufort. It is a pity we
had no spectators beyond the domestics, for we all

really danced beautifully; and, considering this was my
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first jig in company, I came off with flying colours,

and so ends my first day in Bracklin. And I think,

dear papa, you have no longer any reason to be uneasy

at my position or angry with my determination, and so

God bless you. I shall write to you now once a-week,

loving you better and better every day,

Your own
"Sydney."

Public for public! It may be worth while here to

contrast my last jig in public with this my first out of

the schoolroom. During the vice-royalty of the Duke
and Duchess of Northumberland— by whose attentions

I was much distinguished, as indeed were all my
family — it happened that Lord George Hill came on

a little embassy from her excellency, to beg that I

would dance an Irish jig with him, as she had heard

of my performance with Lady Glengall in a preceding

reign. He said if I would consent I should choose

either the Castle or the Vice-regal Lodge for the exhi-

bition, and that his brother. Lord Downshire, would

write to Hilsborough for his own piper, who was then

reckoned the best in Ireland. As it was to be a pri-

vate and not a court exhibition, my husband permitted

me to accept the challenge from the two best jig

dancers in the country. Lord George himself and Sir

Phillip Crampton. I had the triumph of flooring my
two rivals. Lord George soon gave in, and the sur-

geon-general "felt a twinge of gout," he said, which

obliged him to retire from the lists.

S. M.

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. ^^
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CHAPTEE XVI
BRACKLIN CONTINUED.

I SOON fell into my new position, not only with

ease, but avidity, for I found tliat "'twas my vocation,

Hal!" It was so new to teach and not to be taught —
to assume authority and not to submit to it— to snatch

some hours from congenial duties for voluntary pursuits

as pleasant as they were habitual — to be petted like

a child and to govern like a mistress. Fine air, great

exercise, spacious rooms, and abundant and wholesome

living produced an immediate effect on my spirits and

my health. As my conscious independence influenced

my mind, which was now breaking forth at various

points, I seized with avidity the reasonable observations

of Mr. Featherstone, a sensible and excellent man,

who, in his grave tones resembled the raisoneur of a

French comedy.

The order and propriety which marked the economy
of the house, the regular and easy hours gave me im-

pressions of domestic discipline which are not yet

effaced from my life and practice.

It was just the epoch when "the tide in the affairs

of man" had taken that turn which introduced a high

domestic civilization into the houses of mere country

gentlemen unknown to the Irish nobility of other

times.*

* Speaking of this one day to the late Earl of Rosse, so eminent as

Sir Lawrence Parsons in earlier days, he assured me that he remembered
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And so in liealtli and spirits, labour and amuse-
ment, flowed on sunny days and seasons, whicli dear

Dr. Watts himself would have considered as coming up
to his own ritual of

"Books, and works, and healthful play;"

whatever the collets monies of to-day or yesterday may
have thought of me.

My intimacy with my young friends prolonged the

epoch of my own adolescence, and as a few hours sleep

sufficed then— as , alas , now— I had always the start

of the rest of the family, and rose and rambled with

the sun, and often got into escapades which brought

me to the verge of disgrace with dear matter of fact

Mr. Featherstone.

Here is one as an illustration:

. Looking from "my bower window," one fine morn-
ing, I saw the "water-cask boy" on his Avay with the

in his boyhood, in the country houses of remote provinces, habits not far

removed from semi-barbarism, and which vi^ould startle credulity now.
At festive seasons, when the country houses were thronged beyond even
their expansive power of accommodation; the "Barrack-room," the room
appropriated to all late comers, had a hearth in the centre, and an opening
in the roof for the emission of smoke (such as still exists in the castle of
the Sydneys, near Tunbridge) , where they all lay down on the floor,

with their feet to the fire, in a ring, and their heads on their port-
manteaus.

A few years back, during my residence at Kissingon, the Princess
Esterhazy, with whom I had been associated in my first travelling life,

and who renewed our acquaintance at the German baths, pressed my
husband and myself to pay her a visit at Esterhazy, adding, "The
style of the place I think will interest you. If you ring your bell in
the morning for hot water for your toilette, I won't promise that you
will get it. Accommodation is not the character of German castles;
but en revanche,^'' she added, laughingly, "your toilet table will be of
solid silver, and the dressing-boxes studded with gems."

Domestic civilization in Austria, and what it was in Ireland a cen-
tury ago, seem much on a par, Ic superflu mais non pas I'esscntieL

10*
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cart to a pure spring, a mile off, which supplied, us

with water; for Bracklin owed its name to its "Brack
Lynn," or the muddy stream: that was all the water

then on the grounds.

Miss Matty Eeynolds, an old vestal of high

family and great agricultural celehrity in the county,

had in her domains a fine spring of water, to which

the whole neighbourhood resorted for their supjDly.

It struck me that it would be charming to have "a
drive" before the duties of the day began, and that I

could think of my novel as I went along. I was then

in the midst of St. Clair.

So I perched myself on the hogshead behind "little

Pat Lester," the lodge-keeper's son. Miss Matty Rey-
nolds was standing at her gate, "tall and straight as a

poplar tree," when we arrived. She received me with

Irish welcome, insisting that I should come in and
breakfast on "a griddle cake" and fresh-churned butter,

"and an o,^^ that was not laid yet, but would be in a

minute."

I yielded, and so did little Pat Lester, for, instead

of filling his hogshead, he went down to the kitchen

to have his breakfast on potatoes and ale.

We both alike outstaid our time, and when I was
reseated on my cask and little Pat on his donkey, flur-

ried and hurried, we neither of us perceived that the

bung had flown out of the hogshead, so that by the

time we reached the castle gates I sat dripping

"Like a mermaid just risen from tlie say,"

and those gates were opened by Mr. Featherstone him-

self, who exclaimed with grave astonishment,—
"Miss Owenson, is that you? We were afraid
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sometlimg had happened to you!" and so certainly

there had.

He said no more, but stalked before me into the

house.

The girls were ready to die with laughing when I

appeared, but Mr. Featherstone declared his intention

of "writing to my father;" dear Mrs. Featherstone

"championed me" to the uttermost, and an Irish song

with "Barbara Allen," in the evening, settled the ac-

count, and the next day I was taken back to favour

on the promise to be more circumspect for the future.

The most striking events in the first year of my
residence with the Featherstones, was the death of the

Dowager Lady Steele, and the inheritance of her house

and property in Dublin, by her most amiable daughter.

I was all but present at the death of the eccentric belle

of Lord Chesterfield's court. Pope never drew any-

thing more characteristic of the master passion strong

in death; and that charming description of the dying

coquette was not more illustrative of the intensity of

original confii'mation than the almost last words of

Lady Steele, who, hearing a fish woman cry in the

streets "Fresh oysters," said, "That's a lie!" in me-
mory of some stale fish the same voice had announced

to her some days before.

A frequent occasional residence in Dublin was the

result of our getting the fine, old-fashioned furnished

house in Dominic Street, which jn-eserved in the cos-

tume of the eighteenth century a study for me of infi-

nite delight.

The "best drawing-room" had not been entered for

some years, and on opening the doors there was a
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rent in the tapestry of cobwebs , wliicli was quite

suffocating.

The curtains lined, and wadded and "finished" at

the bottom with leaden weights to regulate their drawing
up, were of rich crimson satin damask, and the fact

that a crimson silk stocking filled with money fell down
from the cornice on the first attempt to move them,

was not the least interesting incident connected with

them. The careful old lady had various such hiding

places for her money.

The beautiful marble chimney-piece, finely sculp-

tured, reached half way to the ceiling, and was sur-

mounted with a range of Etruscan vases. The pon-

derous chairs and settees, as the sofas were called,

were regimented against the wall, and intermingled

with cabinets inscrutable from their dust. A large table

in the centre of the room was covered with folio books,

and here I must record the delight with which I first

opened a volume of Cowley. Chinese paper was on

the walls and Turkey carpet on the floor; it had no

other decorations than girandoles for lights. This an-

tique splendour was replaced by the style of furniture

then in vogue by the most fashionable upholsterer in

Dublin, from whose "taste" there was no appeal—
"The daemon whispered, Timon have a taste,"

and the "taste" was— lemon-coloured calico hangings,

highly glazed with dark chintz borders; the Etruscan

vases were replaced by ornaments of Derbyshire spar,

and pier tables painted and gilded; under the mirrors

were tables covered with filligree ornaments painted by
me, which passed for works of art!
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Sucli was the result of the frippery influence of

Carlton House on the taste of the day.

Taste is truth, the truth of Nature in art. All

transition states are the doubts between habit and ex-

periment, impeding- present progress even whilst they

recognise past mistakes. The regency of England was
in its season perilous as that of France. Both of them
were under the guidance of men well gifted, but pro-

foundly corrupted by the selfishness induced by their

position, and the vulgar illiteracy of their bringing up.

During the interregnum between the removal of the

sumptuous old furniture and the advent of the lemon-

coloured calico, this precious old room was entirely

consigned to my care and occupation, and there I pur-

sued my own studies among the old folio books on the

table.

I had never read Cowley before. I was enchanted,

and the greatest indulgence that could be granted to

me was to be left at home in this dear room, whilst

my darling charges were in an adjoining room taking

lessons from Sir John Stephenson or other high class

masters.

I think it Avas about this time that a demand being

made by the butler for paper to put round his candles,

which Lady Steele's femme de menage had hitherto sup-

plied from a coffer filled with old papers in the garret,

I was requested by Mrs. Featherstone to see if there

were any left.

I gladly undertook the fouille; and when some few

years afterwards I was present at the digging up of a

priestess, whose statue had been long looked for in

Pompeii by Neapolitan antiquaries, my excitement at

the process was scarcely more than what I felt when.
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as I stooped over the old trunk, I read tlie name of

"Alexander Pope" appended to one old yellow letter

and "Jonathan Swift" to another! I left the butler to

help himself, and ran down with my treasures to Mrs.

Featherstone , who merely said, "Well, my dear, you
are heartily welcome to them."

My first impulse was to enclose Pope's letter to Lady
Moira, because it was my first opportunity to acknow-

ledge her literary patronage in general and her kind-

ness to myself and my father in particular. A few

days afterwards she sent a gentleman to pay me a visit,

the Rev. Mr. Gouldsbury, who was also a friend of the

Peatherstones 5 he was the bearer of a very gracious

letter from her noble self. Of course I communicated

her letter to my father, who wrote to thank her Lady-

ship for her great condescension, and gave expression

to wishes in which there was more parental vanity and
ambition than discretion.

My father's Irish pride still rose in revolt against

my position in Mrs. Featherstone's family. He wrote

me word that he hoped soon to place me under the

protection of some of our Connaught cousins. But I

hated the idea of Connaught cousins, and my pride re-

volted from idle dependence. He sent me Lady Moira's

answer to him, which ran as follows: —

Moira House, Dublin.
March %6th, 1800.

I have just received Mr. Owenson's letter dated the

24th; and though my eyes are still weak from the ef-

fects of a late inflammation in them , I do not delay the

acknowledgment of it, lest the many trifles which often

intervene to prevent one's intentions, that are neither
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foreseen, nor can be avoided, sliould arrive to prevent

my quickly assuring him, that I feel sensibly his pa-

ternal anxiety, and shall be very happy at any time to

be serviceable to his daughters; and the pains he has

taken in their education and the success of it, are points

that I am well acquainted with. My friend, Mr. Goulds-

bury, I have the pleasure to assure you, thinks ex-

tremely well of your literary daughter, and as a very

sensible, worthy and an informed personage, Mr. Owen-
son will be persuaded he has a strong advocate with me
for that daughter; but, unfortunately, it must be con-

fined rather to my inclination than power to serve her.

The change that has taken place in my circumstances

(one that must take place with every woman whose lot

it becomes to exchange a large property for a jointure)

does not permit me to expend what I did when I pa-

tronized Dermody out of my pin-money. That eccentric

being owed everything to you, and even my notice of

him; I in no degree regret my assistance of him; he

had talents, and he might, with the friendsliip he ex-

perienced from you, and through your kindness in pro-

curing for him the protection of others, have done well.

He got an ensigncy through the favour of my friend,

which, when the corps was reduced, left him on half

pay; yet that was sufficient to support him whilst he

employed his talents, but he sold it, and the last I

heard of him was from a letter he wrote to me, stationed

then as a common soldier. Several individuals whom I

formerly had it in my power to educate, from appearing

to me to be possessed of natural genius, and these de-

pressed by the want of means to cultivate them, have

been successful in life; some have proved ungrateful,

but others highly the contrary, and one who may have
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benefitted by my aid is sufficient to repay tlie failure

of others, were they never so numerous; therefore I

have not any reason to complain-, I only lament that

it is not now in my power to give to others a like

chance of profit, or ingratitude, by rendering them as-

sistance. Your daughter is perfectly welcome to dedi-

cate her work to me. But I live so much secluded,

that I can be of little, if of any, service to her, — and

I would have her and you to reflect, if some other in-

dividual who lives more in the world may not be more
serviceable to her, in getting for her subscribers. If so,

let her decide for those who may be thus useful prefer-

ably to me. My good wishes for her, you, and the rest

of your family, shall in that case, equally attend you,

and I desire JNfr. Owenson to believe me at all times

his and their

Very sincere friend,

E. MoiRA Hastings, &c., &c.

For Mr. Owenson.

My eyes remain still so weak that I have with

some trouble written these almost illegible lines.

Having read this epistle from Lady Moira, I wrote

the following: —
DoMTNic Street.

My dearest Sir,

A thousand thanks for sending me Lady IMoira's

amiable letter, but I am so sorry, dear papa, that you
wrote to her on my account.

The idea of my being dame de coinpagnie to so great

a lady is too presumptuous, and a "humble companion"
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I will NOT be to any one. I could never walk out

with little dogs or ''run little messages" to the house-

keeper's room, as poor Miss Harriet Ronker told me
she was obliged to do at Lady Shannon's, although

she, Miss Eonker, is of one of the best French families

that emigrated at the Edict of Nantes.

What objections can you have to my occupying a

position as teacher to the young? It is a calling which

enrols the names of Madame de Maintenon, Madame
de Genlis, and I believe, at this moment, even of tlie

young Duke of Orleans; Dr. Pellegrini saw him at a

school in Switzerland when he (the Dr.) was making
the grand tour with Mr. Quentin Dick; and I believe

Dr. Moore is the tutor to the Duke of Hamilton, —
by-the-bye I have just read his delightful book Travels

iJu'oi/rfh France^ Italy and Germany. It strikes me that

we asked quite enough of Lady Moira when we asked

her to give her name to the dedication of my poems,

and to which she has so kindly acceded.

Always your old dutiful,

Sydney.
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CHAPTER XVIL
FROM BRACKLIN TO DUBLIN.

Sir John Stephenson was, at that time, the Cory-

phoeus of the Musical Society of Dublin. The music

of Bach, Handel, and Lord Mornington, which had
charmed the preceding generation of musical judges,

was giving place to a new school, at the head of which

was Sir John Stephenson. The Irish people were not

easy to convert from their old favourites; when they

took a fancy to a song or an air, they were constant

to it. Enamoured of Kelly and Crouch's singing of

the air, "Oh, thou wert born to please me," they could

not listen with patience to the fine opening duo in Ar-

taxerxes^ "Eair Aurora, prithee stay," and one of the

impatient audience cried out, with a loud yawn, "Ah,

then, will ye give us, ' Oh, thou wert born to plaze me,'

instead!" But under the influence of Sir John Ste-

phenson, even "Carolan and the bardi tribe" were for-

gotten. His school was vocal, not instrumental; and

Dublin, at that time, abounded in fine voices, both pro-

fessional and amateur. The compositions of Sir J.

Stephenson all tended to emphasis and expression.

Ossian himself was not more graphic in his poems
than is Sir J. Stephenson in the music with which he

illustrated many of them; "The maid of the Rock,"

for example. The choir of St. Patrick's Cathedral, of

which Sir John was the chief director, had acquired

the sohriquet of "Paddy's Opera," from the fashionable
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attendance wliich crowded the aisle when the grand

anthem was sung. Another musical society of a dif-

ferent kind, was the "Beef-Steak Club," founded by-

Mrs. Woffingdon, and presided over by her. She en-

joyed the patronage of Dr. Andrews, Provost of Trinity

College. The splendid vocalization of this club always

drew the attention of the Viceroy and his Court, and

most of the nobility of Ireland were enrolled among its

members. But a young amateur, and an intimate

friend and disciple of Sir John Stephenson, Thomas

Moore ^ superseded in his own speclalite of passion and

sentiment, better singers and more learned musicians.

Sir John Stephenson knew my father well; and he

was extremely kind to me on the occasions of his pro-

fessional visits to the family, and often would remain,

after his highly-paid hour had expired, to sing for me,

or even with me, and always to my benefit and delight.

One day he happened to play a piece of music,

just then come out, which he had brought for his pu-

pils. I was charmed. He then said, "Oh, you shall

hear it with Moore's words," and he then sang.

"Friend of my soul this goblet sip,

'Twill chase away thy tear;

'Tis not so sweet as woman's lip

,

But oh, 'tis more sincere!"

I was enchanted; a new musical sensation seemed

to be developed in me.

Sir John said, "Oh, what would you think of it,

then, if you heard the author sing it!"

I had not then even heard of Moore, and if he had

told me it was by Sir Thomas More, or "Zelucco"

Moore, I should have taken it for granted.

Sir John, amused by my enthusiasm, said, "Would
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you like to hear him sing? He is too great a man to

be brought here, for never was a man so run after in

my days."

He then proposed to bring me an invitation from

Mr. Moore's mother, who was giving a little musical

party the following week; and as he was to take his

own little girl with him, he offered to call and pick

me up.

It was among the delights of my residence in Domi-
nic street, that I was within half an hour's drive of

the village of Kichmond, where my beloved sister still

resided with Madame Dacier. Mrs. Featherstone's

kindness to her was beyond measure — she generally

passed her holiday from Saturday till Monday with us

— so I resolved she should share the pleasure of this

proposed music party, which she, of all others, was
calculated to appreciate.

Moore had just returned after his first or second

expedition to London, I forget which; he had come
back, as we read in the papers, "the guest of princes,

the friend of peers, and the translator of Anacreon !

"

From royal palaces and noble mansions, he had re-

turned to his family seat — a grocer's shop at the

corner of Little Longford Street, Augier Street. The
Palace Borghese, at Rome, was called the " Cymballo,"

from its resemblance to a harpsichord in shape, and,

certainly, the tiny apartment over the shop where Mrs.

Moore received us, might be described by the same
epithet both for size and shape.

Moore's sisters, Kate and Ellen, and their nice do-

du mother — who looked like Moore himself in petti-

coats — received us with cordial kindness, and formed

a strong contrast, with their dark heads and com-
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plexions, to tlie beautiful little Olivia Steplieiison,

whose loveliness is not yet effticed from tlie records of

London fashion, as tlie beautiful Marchioness of Head-
fort, immortalized by the admiration of Lord Byron,
and in after times one of the great ladies to whom
Moore dedicated one of the books of his Irisli 3Iclodies.

The women present were few, but all pretty, and
the men eminent for their musical talent. I remember
them all; Doctors WaiTcn Eay, Wesley Doyle, and
Mr. McCasky (the finest basso, except Lablache, I ever

heard). At first it threatened to be the old story of

the Beggars'' Opera without Captain Macheath, for alas,

there was no Moore! But late in the evening- Moore
came in from dining at the Provost house, with Croker
and some other pets of the Provost's lady, for she was
the queen of the Blues, in Dublin, at that time, though
Mrs. Lefanu, Sheridan's sister, reigned vice-queen un-

der her.

Moore announced, at once, that he was on his way
to a grand party, at Lady Antrim's, but sat down to

the piano as though to execute the sole purpose of his

mother's bidding. At Sir John's request, he first sang
"Friend of my Soul." My sister and myself, two
scrubby-headed and very ill-dressed little girls, stood

niched in a corner close to the piano.

My sister's tears dropped like dew —
"Not touched but rapt, not wakened but inspired."

Moore perceived our enthusiasm, and was, as he
ever was, gratified by the musical sensibility of his

audience. His mother named us to him; he bowed,
and sang again, "Will you come to the bower," a very

improper song, by-the-bye, for young ladies to hear
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down the brusb, and spriuging over the counter, leaned

liis elbows on the counter and bis cbubby face on bis

bands, and said:

"Wbat do you plaize to want. Miss?"

I was stunned, but after a moment's hesitation, I

replied

:

"Tbe gentleman of tbe bouse."

"Wbicb of them, young or ould?"

Before I could make my selection, a glass door at

tbe back of tbe sbop opened, and a flasby young yeo-

man, in full uniform, bis musket on bis shoulder, and
whistling the "Irish Volunteers," marched straight up
to me.

Tbe impudent boy, winking his eye, said:

"Here's a young Miss wants to see yez, Master

James."

Master James marched up to me, chucked me under

the chin, "and filled me from the crown to the toe,

top full of direst cruelty." I could have murdered

them both.

All that was dignified in girlhood and authorship

beat at my heart, when a voice from the parlour, be-

hind the shop, came to my rescue by exclaiming:

"What are ye doing there, Jim? Why ain't you

off, sir, for the Phaynix and the lawyer's corps marched

an hour ago."

The next moment a good-humoured looking middle

aged man, but in a great passion, with bis face half-

shaved, and a razor and shaving-cloth in his band,

came forth, and said:

"Off wid ye now, sir, like a sky-rocket."

Jim accordingly shouldered his musket "like a

sky-rocket," and Scrub, leaping over the counter, seized
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his broom and began to sweep diligently to make up
for lost time.

The old gentleman gave me a good-humoured
glance and saying:

"Sit down, honey, and I will be with you in a
jijBfey," returned in a few minutes with the other half

of his face shaved, and wiping his hands with a towel,

took his place behind the counter, saying: "Now,
honey, what can I do for you?" This was altogether

so unlike my ideas of the Tonsons, the Dodsleys, and
the great Miss Burney, that I was equally inclined to

laugh and cry. So the old gentleman repeated his

question, "Well, what do you want, my dear?"

I hesitated, and at last said:

"I want to sell a book, please."

"To sell a book, dear? An ould one? for I sell

new ones myself. And what is the name of it — and
what is it about?"

I was now occupied in taking off the rose-coloured

ribbon with which I had tied up my MS.
"What," he said, "it is a manuscript, is it?"

"The name, sir," I said, "'St. Clair.'"

"Well, now, my dear, I have nothing to do with

church books, neither sermons nor tracts, do you
see. I take it for granted it is a Papist book, by the

title."

"No, sir, it is one of sentiment, after the manner
of 'Werter.'"

He passed his hand over his face, which left the

humorous smile on his face unconcealed.

"Well, my dear, I never heard of 'Werter;' and,

you see, I am not a publisher of novels at all."

11*
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At this announcement — liot, Iningry, flnrried, and

mortified, I began to tie up my MS. In spite of my-
self, tlie tears came into my eyes, and poor, good-

natured Mr. Smith said:

"Don't cry, dear, — don't cry; there's money bid

for you yet! But you're very young to turn author,

and what's yer name, dear?"

"Owenson, sir," I said.

"Owenson?" he repeated. "Are you anything to

Mr. Owenson of the Theatre Royal?"

"Yes, sir, I am his daughter."

"His daughter? You amaze me!" and, running

round the counter with the greatest alacrity, he said,

"Come into the parlour and have some breakfast, and

we will talk it over. Why your father is the greatest

friend I have in the world."

"Oh, no, sir, impossible; I am expected to break-

fast where I live — I must return."

"Well, then, what can I do for you? Will I re-

commend you to a publisher?"

"Oh, sir, if you would be so good!"

"To be sure I would!" He then took a sheet of

paper, wrote a few lines, rapidly tossed a wafer about

in his mouth for some minutes, sealed his letter, and

directed it to Mr. Brown, Bookseller and Publisher,

Grafton Street. "Now, here, my dear; Mr. Brown is

the great publisher of novels and poems. 'Twas he

brought out Counsellor Curran's poems, and Mr.

, O'Callaghan — a beautiful poet, but rather improper.

Now, dear, don't lose a minute, this is just the time

for catching old Brown; and let me know your success,

and what I can do for you." And so with curtseys

and blushes, and wiping away my tears, I started off
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for tlie other side of the water, and ran rather than

walked, to Mr. Brown's of Grafton Street.

A neat and rather elegant shop, and a door with a

bell in it, admitted me to the sanctorum of Mr. Brown
tlie publisher: an old gentleman in a full suit of brown
and a little bob wig, looking over papers at the

counter, answered my inquiry whether I could see

Mr. Brown, by saying:

"I am Mr. Brown."

I presented him the letter, and while he read it I

cast my eye into the interior of the shop-parlour, where
sat an elderly lady making breakfast, and a gentleman

reading beside her. My patron Smith's note seemed to

puzzle him, and to impatientcr the old lady, who came
forwards and said:

"Mr. BroTNm, your tea is as cold as ice!" She looked

at me earnestly, and then drawing Smith's note out of

her husband's hand, said, "What is it?"

"A young lady who wants me to publish her novel,

which I can't do — my hands are full."

I put my handkerchief to my eyes, and the old lady

said, in a compassionate voice:

"Wait a little, perhaps Mr. J will look it over

and tell you what it is about," (that was the gentleman

in the back parlour). Turning to me, she said, "This
gentleman, who is our reader, will give us his opinion

of your book, my dear, and if you will call here in a

few days, I am sure Mr. Brown will be happy to assist

you if possible."

I could just answer, " Thank you, madam," and de-

positing my MS. on the counter, I went out of the shop,

getting back to Dominic Street in time to hang up the

bonnet and cloak in the cook's hall undetected, and to
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wash my hands and face and make my appearance at

the breakfast-table, my absence being only noticed by
Mrs. Featherstone's remark:

"You have been taking your early walk, Miss

Owenson. I am glad you did not call on the girls to

go with you, for the heat is very great."

The next day we departed for Bracklin, and I ab-

jured, as I then thought, for ever, authorship, its

anxieties and disappointments. I heard nothing of my
book: — one reason, perhaps, was, that I had left no

address, though I did not think of it then.

This was the last portion of her autobiography

which Lady Morgan dictated.

CHAPTER XVIII.

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY.

Among the papers which refer to the period covered

generally by the foregoing autobiography, is a packet

of letters tied together, and endorsed in Lady Morgan's

own handwriting: —- "Youth, Love, and Folly! from

the meridian of sweet fifteen to the freezing point of

matrimony."

This packet contains the records of many incidents

which illustrate at once her history, her character, and

the manners of the time when they were written. Some
of the letters are interesting for their own sake, all of

them are endowed with that questionable interest which

attaches to the unadorned records of those "very
privatest of men's affairs," about which every on likes
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to liear, but about wliicli scarcely any person ever tells

the trutli.

The packet has two Hues by way of epigraph: —
"Que ramour est beau et son commencement joyeux!
Mais il n'y a point d'eternel amour."

Under date of 1823, there is a memorandum: —
"This whole farrago I lay at the feet of my dear

husband, with whom love began (true love, par paren-

these), folly ended, and youth has already passed away
in the enjoyment of the purest happiness."

All who knew Lady Morgan know that this asser-

tion is quite true.

The letters written to her father during her stay at

Bracklin, give no indications of correspondence with

any one else; but the following letters found in the

above-mentioned packet, are addressed to Miss Owen-
son at that time. In spite of the prudent counsels of

her father (and as regarded good advice he gave the

best possible counsel to his daughters), and in spite,

too, of her own prudence, which was early called into

exercise and never called in question — it will be seen

that she did not escape the natural fate of young
women who are witty, agreeable, good humoured and
— good looking. She drew adorers to her side, whom
she did not altogether discourage.

The activity of her mind, her passion for self-im-

provement and self cultivation; her ambition to help

her father in his embarrassments, an ambition that

came before the desire of personal distinction had made
itself felt, were so many guardian spirits which took

her thoughts out of the enervating and dangerous course

of day dreams of love, marriage and eternal felicity. In
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writing lier novels, slie found a channel for lier ima-

gination, which turned to profit a warmth of sentiment

which would otherwise have gone into love affairs, and
have brought neither comfort nor credit to her life.

The fact of writing novels which abound in scenes and
descriptions of the most ardent love was her salvation;

this kept her out of all sorts of mischief, to which her

exposed and unprotected situation left her open. Her
conduct in circumstances of great difficulty, when left

quite a girl with a younger sister, alone in Dublin, with

no guardian but an old servant, was marked with the

good sense which makes the prosperity and success she

attained in after life easy of explanation. Lady Morgan's

success was not owing "to strokes of fortune," nor to

that Irish divinity *'good luck," but to her good con-

duct and good sense, developed, strengthened and dis-

ciplined by early difficulties.

Captain White Benson and Captain Earle were two

young officers quartered in Kilkenny, during the period

when Mr. Oweuson had his daughters with him whilst

his theatre was being built. She refers to the young
men in one of her Dublin letters to her father, telling

him that they had called,^ but that "Molly would not

let them in."

Molly was a very dragon of discretion, and the two

girls might have had a worse guardian. Lady Clarke

often told of the Kilkenny days, when she, "an un-

formed lump of a girl," whose greatest delight was to

go rambling about the fields "armed with a big stick,

and followed by a dog," once returned from her rambles

covered with mud, and her frock torn from scrambling

over hedges and ditches; her hair all blown over her

face (she had the loveliest long golden hair that ever



ILLUSTRATIONS OP THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 169

was seeu) and found lier sister Sydney, and these two
officers, sitting in the parlour talking high sentiment,

and all the three shedding tears.

Molly came in at the same moment to lay the cloth

for dinner, and thinking they had staid quite long

enough, said, in her most unceremonious manner,

"Come, be off with yez — an the masther will be
coming in to his dinner, and what will he say to find

you here fandangoing with Miss Sydney?"
Olivia, who had no patience with sentiment, fell on

them with her stick, and pelted them with the apples

she had picked up in her ramble. Sydney, who the

moment before had been enjoying her sorrows, burst

out laughing at this sally, and shaking her black curly

head, danced away like a fairy. In early girlhood

her figure was slight and graceful; there was little or

no appearance of the curvature which, in after life,

became apparent. It was developed by the habit of

leaning to one side over her writing, and playing upon
the harp.

These letters require no explanation. '

White Benson to Miss Owenson.

York , May ^6, (dale lorn off,

hut the post mark is, 1798 )

To address you perhaps from the most selfish of

all motives, as I once resigned the correspondence you
honoured me with from one of all motives the least so,

I begin enigmatically, but I shall unravel as I go on,

and if you then doubt me I shall at least have the

consolation of your ])\ij- You will at least give me
tliat when I tell you that our dear, our invaluable
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friend Earle, is no more. If tins melauclioly intelli-

gence has not yet reached you, I see you, in my mind's

eye, again taking it up to convince yourself, and wipe

away the tears that fall to his memory.
To say that I have been unhapjDy since these

afflicting tidings were conveyed to me, would be to say

nothing. I have incessantly mourned a loss no cir-

cumstance can efface, no time rejmir, and the only act

of alleviation I can now have recourse to I have thought

of often, and at the distance we now are it is, perhaps,

no longer liable to the objection that once influenced

me — at least, should it again become dangerous to

my peace of mind, — it is impossible I should feel an

added weight of sorrow to that I have so long en-

dured. Yes, my dear Sydney, dangerous it is too

true, I repeat the words, dangerous to my peace of

mind. I anticipate your incredulity; it is, neverthe-

less, too true; I renounced your correspondence, I

sacrificed the first wishes of my heart when I found

wishes sj^ringing up in which I durst not indulge,

and I determined to listen no more to the voice of

the charmer. I was not true to that friendship I once

pledged to you — I dared to violate the brotherly

affection I fear I never truly felt for you; but it was
not till the receipt of your last letter, when you de-

fined so beautifully the nature of your sentiments to-

wards me, when conscious those sentiments were not

mine, it became me to declare what they luere^ or to

be silent for ever. I will not now sujDpose what might

have been the effect of such a declaration; I will not

now state to you whether I then sanguinely for a

moment indulged in hopes, on the gratification of

which future sorrow and a life of misery were evidently
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entailed, or whetlier I abandoned tliem from the con-

sciousness of the fate of such a declaration. It is

sufficient that I now again, perhaps, subject myself to

the endurance of sensations I have hitherto, not with-

out the exertion of fortitude, succeeded in some mea-

sure to repress. Yes, my dear Sydney, I then loved

you! I fancied it was friendship; but I beheld you

also, in fancy, the wife of another — the wife of my
best friend — and I felt I could not calmly reflect on

such a circumstance. Nay, instead of feeling senti-

ments of admiration and esteem for such a man, I was

conscious that I could have no emotion save hatred

for the man who had made you happy. This declara-

tion, you will say, I ought, at that time to have

stated to you. True, I might have done so. I ought

heroically to have declared to you my intentions; yet

had I met you during the month I staid in Dublin, I

should have felt authorized by having once written to

speak to you on the subject, and the resolution I had

at a distance to contend with the wishes of my heart,

would have vanished before you, and the lover only

would have remained.

What absence and the distance we are now at may
have done I will not describe to you; I will not be

guilty of a falsehood in saying I have either forgotten

you or that I remember nothing of the sensations I

have felt for you; on this subject, indeed, I dare

not dwell. I have too long selfishly indulged in this

strain. I need not, surely, describe to you what I

have already possibly described too much. I wait

for the moment when you in return will sj)eak only

of yourself^ for will you not. at least afford your poor

friend — I cannot yet say brother — consolation?
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[here mucli of tlie letter is effaced.] Selfish as the

idea is, we still love to have sharers in our affliction,

and I feel that if you mingle your tears with mine

on this sad occasion, that my heart will be lightened

by your sympathy. Farewell , my dear Sydney.

You may have learned that I resigned and quitted

the 6th. The sale of my commission, I am in great

hopes, will bring me again to Dublin. Should I

then see you — ! At present both my father and

mother are in a wretched state of health. Gloomy as

my present thoughts are, it may perhaps not be won-

dered at when I fear I may lose them also. * *

[End missing — torn away.]

Miss Owenson wrote an elegy on Captain Earle, in

which real feeling shows itself in spite of phraseology

which reminds the reader of the marble ladies bending

over marble urns, which seem de riguear in monu-

mental tablets.

White Benson to Miss Owenson.

YoKK, June 8th (posl-marh, 1198).

A second time I address you — in what manner I

ought to do it I know not. I have offended you, I

know. Your friendship, it would seem, is lost to me
for ever-, but I entreat you to pause ere you banish

from your remembrance one who has always, amid

apparent neglect, and in your eyes, perhaps, unjustifi-

able ones, preserved that affection for you his heart is

proud in the possession of

I wrote to you. Miss Owenson, last month; I con-

jured you, by the remembrance of our lost friend
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Earle, to give consolatiou to one who, labouring under

the most poignant sorrow for the death of his only

friend, felt some degree of alleviation in the idea there

was on earth still one who could feel and relieve the

affliction of his soul.

I oifended you, perhaps, in daring to transgress the

sacred rule of friendship you only authorised me to

preserve. If so, let me perhaps be more daring in

saying, I ought to be forgiven. I have prescribed to

myself limits of affection over whose boundaries it

were wrong to pass. You conceive, perhaps, it is im-

prudent in you to continue a correspondence with a

man who has said that he once loved you. Be it so, I

pledge to you my word of honour to mention the sub-

ject no more; I pledge you my promise never to vio-

late that friendship I have so repeatedly professed for

you, and to remember only the sister of my heart. If,

from any circumstance whatever that has occurred

since I first knew you, of whatever nature it may be,

you are convinced it will not be the least gratifying to

you to hold any communication with a man you cer-

tainly once honoui'ed with some degree of regard, at

least say so^ leave me not in cruel ignorance whether

you may not, at this moment, perhaps, be also num-
bered with the dead. Oh, Sydney Owenson, you
have it (I hope you have it) in your power at this

moment to secure me from a weight of sorrow which

the idea that you also may be lost to me occasions.

Remember, that I ever loved your sister; suffer her,

at least, to tell me that you exist, and that you are

happy.

White Benson.
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These two letters are mucli worn and torn, as

though from frequent reading and handling; very dif-

ferent to the condition of the other letters in this ^Jacket.

On the back of the above letter is written, "This

elegant-minded and highly-gifted young man drowned
himself near York, a few months after I received this

letter!"

The unfortunate young man seems to have served

for the model of St. Clair, or, at least, to have fur-

nished some of the characteristics.

One advantage that artists possess over the rest of

the world is , that although they sujffer keenly , they

have the faculty of turning their emotions into know-
ledge, and of finding consolation in the very act of

using this knowledge as material for their art.

In spite of her natural heterodoxy. Lady Morgan
had always a penchant for bishops and church dig-

nitaries, who, in their turn, seemed to have recipro-

cated the good will. She was always a good tough

subject for conversion, and offered the attraction of an

unsolved problem; here, however, is a bishop's letter

to Mr. Owenson, about his daughter, when, as yet,

she had only published her Poems of a younrj Lady.

It contains advice, good and sound as regards infant

prodigies in general, and shows much kindly feeling.

It is endorsed by Lady Morgan:

From Dr. Young., Bishop of Clonfurt, to my Father,

December 17, 1800.

Dear Sir,

I received your kind letter, and it gave me very

sincere satisfaction to find that you were blessed with
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a cliild wliose talents and good disposition were likely

to prove so great a comfort to you. I need not tell

you how necessary it is, at tlie same time that you
foster her genius, not to feed her vanity, which is so

apt to keep pace with reputation. Neither need I tell

you that vanity is one of the most dangerous passions

in the female breast. I have been in Dublin these

six weeks, under the hands of the surgeons, confined

to a sick room, and therefore little qualified to for-

ward your wishes respecting her publication. I hope
that I shall not always be a prisoner; but the first

efi'ects of my liberty will be to return to the country,

where alone I can hope to perfect my recovery. When
I return to town, both Mrs. Young and I will have
great pleasure in forwarding the publication of your
young poetess. I hope your friend received the

pamphlet on sounds, which I sent to Henrietta Street,

dii-ected to him in the manner you desired.

I am your very sincere servant,

M. Clonfurt.

The next letter in the packet is from Dermody,
and like to the love-letters of other young poets, is

more concerned with his own vanities than those of the

lady to whom it is addressed: —

From Thomas Dermody to Miss Owenson.

London, Feb. fnd, 1801.

I received your very affectionate letter with the

sincerest transport, and take the earliest opportunity

of answering it. Though of late not unused to general

adulation, when I pictured that angelic semblance I
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had once seen, writing my encomium, the flattery, I

confess, was of tlie most pleasing kind. Did I not

know your taste and accomplishments, indeed, in my
opinion unrivalled, the pleasure would be less. Why
not mention my dear Olivia? Why not tell me more
of your, I may say my, father, for as such I shall ever

respect him. I have a thousand things to say, so ex-

pect nothing but incoherency. First for the army: —
I am not now in commission, being put on half-pay

after the reducement of the corps. I have lost the use

of my left hand, and received two wounds more, being

in five different engagements; however, I do not know
but I shall be promoted, having lately had a line

fi'om His Royal Highness the Duke— of this you shall

hear more. Now for literature; besides the little

volume you have seen, there have been two satirical

poems of mine, published under the signature of

"Mauritius Moonshine;" one, the Battle of the Bards^

the other. More Woyiders, besides a variety of bio-

graphical and critical pieces in the monthly publica-

tions. I have just transcribed another volume of poe-

try for the press, which will be immediately printed.

I have now commenced my own memoirs, where some

of my acquaintance will not find me neglectful. I am
not sure if a certain affair takes place, but I shall be

in Dublin about June next. Your father knows Grant,

alias Raymond, the performer; he is here, but no ge-

nius. Cooke is a constellation, the everything, the

rage. Curse fame! I am sick of it for my share. I

had more rapture in dropping a tear on the tomb of

Abelard, in Normandy, than in the plaudits of all the

reviews. I have grown very much since you knew
me, and, except a scar or two on my face, am altered
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much for the better. You will see my picture in the

next poems. I request you speedily to write, with

every domestic circumstance of moment. Your father

is certainly too sensible to deem me ungrateful. If this

letter had been as I first meditated, it would be all

poetry, for, I assure you, my heart was touched. I

remember distinctly the last time I saw you; it is a

long, long time since. How could you remember me?
I hope I shall yet see some of my dear friends here,

all is impossible. I have been melancholy since I got

your letter. No stranger is to see this letter, it is a

miserable production for an author, but it is sincere.

Mind my injunctions, and pray answer me soon.

My dear and respected Sydney,

Yours ever,

Thomas Dermody.
Your epistle is much more poetical than some mo-

dern compositions in rhyme. Direct to me,

"No. 28, Stratton Ground,

"Westminster, London."

From the same clever but foolish young poet, there

is a letter to Miss Owenson's father.

Mr. Dermody to Robert Owenson.

London, April 17, iSOi.

My very Dear Sir,

I received your letter this moment, and waive all

other business to accelerate the answer. I shall not

take up your time with professions of gratitude , which
you know I owe you ever, and will therefore excuse.

I have been very fortunate since I had the pleasure

Lady Morgan's Memoim. I. J^
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of Miss Owenson's last letter, wMch I intended to an-

swer wlien I could, with most news and propriety.

A certain great man of literary celebrity coming acci-

dentally acquainted with some things of mine, has

nearly freed my fortune. One poem of mine has been

applauded as the finest in this age^ in which are the

venerable names of Cumberland and Arthur Murphy.
This poem, with others, will be published in the most

splendid style, by subscription, which is expected to

be very large. His Majesty, the Duke, and Princess

Amelia, are among the first. In this volume will be

a poetical epistle to my sister competitor, Sydney,

which proves I need no other incentive, even at this

distant period, but my own sensibility of your good-

ness, to render our friendship immortal. The lines

are very beautiful, but it is impossible to give you
any adequate extract. I have had some lines from

Sydney which are eminently charming, but how she

has arrived at such excellence I cannot well imagine.

I have not yet seen her poems here, but will in-

quire among the booksellers for them. Are you certain

they have been sent here? When I can find a copy I

will be their reviewer myself in three monthly publi-

cations— viz., the London Review^ Monthly Eevieiv^ and

Monthly Magazine. Though unconnected with news-

paper editors^ I will likewise observe what you men-

tioned with regard to them. The Monthly Mirror is

what I publish most poetry in (which is very little, for

some reasons), and I therefore shall send some verses,

on the appearance of these poems, to it. Pray let me
manage the affair in my own way. Two satirical

poems of mine, under the signature of "Mauritius

Moonshine," have made a great noise here; but I shall
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pursue tliat path no further. You may be clreaded

aud admired, but never loved for such productions.

Who is the Mr. JSloGve Sydney mentions? He is no-

body here, I assure you, of eminence. Let me have

no strictures on some little vanity I have been forced

to indulge in, describing my literary prospects; pardon

likewise this illegible, unauthor-like scribble, and ever

believe me,

Your most obedient and obliged,

Thoaias Dermody.
"No. 28, Stratton Ground,

"Westminster, London."

I had like to have forgot your remembering me to

my dear Olivia, and all old acquaintances.

CHAPTER XIX.

PERIOD OF 1801.

The autobiograjDhy, it will be remembered, closes

abruptly with Miss Owenson's adventures in search of

a publisher. On her return to Dublin, with the Fea-

therstone family, she one day accompanied Mrs. Fea-

therstone to visit a friend, who was an invalid. Whilst

Mrs. Featherstone went upstairs to the sick room, Miss

Owenson was left to amuse herself in the parlour.

Seeing a book lying in the window-seat, she took it up

and found it to be her own St. Clair!

The publisher excused himself for not having com-

municated with her , by reminding her that she had left

him no address. He presented her with four copies,

which, for that time, was all the remuneration she re-

12^^
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ceivecl. Afterwards she re-wrote the work, and it was
published, improved and enlarged, in England.

Her father, at this period, 1801, was for some time

stationary at Coleraine, and he wished to have both

his daughters with him — he had been a long time

separated from Sydney. He had never cordially liked

the idea of his daughter going out as a governess to

earn her living; or, as her imagination presented it,

"to make her fortune," though his necessity had con-

sented to it. For the present, at any rate, he had a

home to offer her, and he wished her to give up her

engagement.

In the latter end of April or the beginning of May,
1801, Sydney Owenson left the Featherstones , who,

through life, continued her constant admirers and at-

tached friends.

The following letter, addressed^ to Mrs. Feather-

stone, tells its own story:

Sydney Owenson to Mrs. Featherstone.

Coleraine, May itli, '1801.

Here I am, dearest Madam, safely and happily ar-

rived on the shores of the vast Atlantic, after a journey,

tedious indeed, but amusing from its novelty, and com-

paratively delightful from the unexpected circumstance

which attended it, namely, my father and Olivia

meeting me sixty miles from Dublin. Just as I had
given Colonel Lindsey (who was extremely pleasant

and attentive,) warning not to be frightened at the

sight of a withered duenna, he saw me leap into the

arms of a man six feet high and armed at all points

for conquest (for my father never travels without the
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apparatus of the toilet); he looked as if lie thought this

the most cxtraordinai^ duenna that ever waited to give

a young lady convoy. I found these dear beings per-

fectly well, never looking better, and my father at

least ten years younger than when I parted with him.

After a survey of the beauties and curiosities natiircd

and artificial of Ardmagh (where we met) we proceeded

to Coleraine. After a journey through a country in

some respects the wildest and most savage, nothing can

appear more delightful than the situation of this town,

which is in the highest degree picturesque and romantic.

I cannot say much for the town, less for the town's

people. Tbey are almost all traders; rich and in-

dustrious, honest and methodical; these are not the

result of my own experience or observation, but are

taken from the exjjerience and observation of others.

The military and their families form the only society

worth cultivating, and even for these there is not much
to be said. But you know that is a subject on v/hich

I am not easily pleased. Now for matters more sub-

stantial: meat and bread are at Dublin prices; fish of

the finest and choicest kind almost for nothing; poultry

very., very cheap; and vegetables scarce altogether;

notwithstanding being reduced to one course, I con-

trive to live, and still bear such visible testimonies of

your good table as will enable me to keep up a good
appearance for a month at least. And now, my dearest

madam, having so long pestered you with myself, let

me speak a little of my kind friends in Dominic Street.

Neither my restoration to my family, my present happi-

ness, nor the distance which divides us can soften the

regret I felt at jDarting from your good family, nor

obliterate the remembrance of the many happy hours
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I spent In it, or the kindness and affection wliich I

experienced from every member of it. Thougli my
many negligences and those faults inseparable from
human nature, must have frequently excited your dis-

approbation, yet the interest I felt for you and my
little friends was always unvariable, and always more
than I could or u'ouhl express — and this interest pro-

mises to exist when probably she who cherishes it will

no longer live in your remembrance. The benefits I

derived from my residence with you were many, but

they never exceeded the gratitude they inspired, nor

the sincere attachment with which 1 remain,

My dear madam,
Your very sincere friend,

S. OWENSON.

PS. — I must say a word to you, my dear little

girls, though but to tell you I dream of you every

night; that I long to hear from you, that I request you
v/ill coax mamma to write to me, and remember me
most affectionately to the hoys. Olivia thanks mamma
a thousand times for her present, of which she has just

made a handsome cap. I am in hopes of getting a

piano from Londonderry, which will save me great ex-

pense in the carriage. You will have the goodness to

mention this, that I may not prevent him selling his.

Although ]\Ir. Owenson was a true Irishman in the

art of getting into difficulties, he was a careful parent

in all that concerned his daughters. He had made
great efforts to give them both the education of gentle-

women. He had kept them carefully from all contact

with whatever was undesirable in his own position and



PERIOD OF 1801. 183

environments as an actor. In liis own manners and

bearing lie was, by tlie testimony of all who knew him,

a polislied Irish gentleman. But, though full of the

social talents which made him a delight at every mess-

table and barrack-room of the places where he played,

he had always been very careful with whom he allowed

his daughters to associate. As children, he seldom

allowed them to go to the theatre, and was strict in

obliging them to go regularly to church, whether he

accompanied them or not; he considered it a sign of

steady and correct deportment, which showed they had

a proper pride in themselves. In spite of his constant

embarrassments about money matters, he had fine

rollicking Irish spirits and was full of fun and geniality.

For some time past he had contrived to keep his

youngest daughter with him under his own eye, and

under the guardianship of the faithful ]\Iolly. So far

as he knew how and was able, he had always taken

great care of her.

There never was the most passing thought of allow-

ing either of his daughters to go upon the stage. So

f;ir as Sydney was concerned, with all her cleverness,

she was incapacitated by the total want of what is

called ''study;" she could invent, she could improvise,

she could play all manner of droll pantomime of her

own invention, but she could not commit to memory
anything out of a book beyond an epigrammatic

quotation.

St. Clair had some success. It was translated into

German with a biographical notice prefixed; a remark-

able production, which asserted that the authoress had

strangled herself -svith an embroidered cambric hand-

kerchief, in a fit of despair and disappointed love! In
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spite of faults and absurdities, St. Clair contains the

promise of better things. The Sori^oivs of Werter was
her model, but there is an idea of drawing characters

and inventing situations far from hackneyed or con-

ventional; and, in spite of the pedantry, there is an
eloquence and passion which redeems its impossibility.

The characters are shadows of ideas and utterly unlike

human beings, but each personage has a character and

supports it; the work abounds in high flown discourse

and discussion upon the topics of love, music, poetry

and literature in general. The authoress talked out

her own impressions and opinions of the books she had
read, and though the display of her reading hinders

the action and spoils the story, there is a freshness

and enthusiasm which only needed time and practice

to turn to profit. The extent of her reading is quite

wonderful for so young a girl ; it consists of solid works

and standard authors, requiring careful and painstaking

study. She had a strong passion for acquiring knowledge,

stronger even than her love of displaying it. She re-

velled in allusions to her favourite books, in quotations

and in fine-sounding words. In all her early works,

her heroes and heroines indulge in wonderful digres-

sions, historical, astronomical and metaphysical, in the

very midst of the most terrible emergencies where

danger, despair and unspeakable catastrophes, are im-

minent and impending. No matter what laceration of

their finest feelings they may be suffering, the chief

characters have always their learning at their finger

ends, and never fail to make quotations from favourite

authors appropriate to the occasion!

It is easy to laugh at all this; but it were devoutly

to be wished that the young authors of the present day
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would read a little before they begin to write so

much.

Sydney Owenson's reading was truly miscellaneous

— pursued under every circumstance of difficulty and
disadvantage. She never had any one to guide or

direct her — in all things, intellectual as well as prac-

tical, she was left entirely to herself.

A home picture when she returned for a short time

to her father and sister after leaving Brackliu, may be
extracted from a scrap-book in which she made her

multifarious extracts from the works she read, wrote

out the rough draughts of poems, and entered (very

sparingly) her own thoughts and impressions: —
'''' SepteQiiher 12th. — Indisposition confines Olivia to

her room; it is, thank God, but slight, yet sufficient to

awake my anxiety and tenderness. We are seated at

our little work-table, beside a cheerful turf fire, and a

pair of lights; Livy is amusing herself at work, and I

have been reading out a work of Schiller's to her,

whilst Molly is washing up the tea-things in the back-

ground, and Peter is laying the cloth for his master's

supper — that dear master! — in a few minutes we
shall hear his rap at the door and his whistle under
the window, and then we shall circle round the fire

and chat and laugh over the circumstances of the day.

These are the scenes in which my heart expands, and
which I love to sketch on the spot. Ah! I must soon

leave them."

The following commentary on that universal text

— Love — is curious as coming from a girl. It comes
from the same scrap-book, and bears her initials after

it: —
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"Burns says, 'If anything on earth deserves the

name of rapture or transport, it is the feelings of green

eighteen in the company of the mistress of his heart,

when she repays him with an equal return of affection.'

"I do not agree with Burns; at eighteen the passion

is but a simple sensation of nature, unmingled, unen-

riched by those superadded ideas which constitute its

purer and more elevated charms. Other sentiments

mingle with love, as other metals amalgamate with

gold— the sympathy of congenial tastes— the blandish-

ments of the imagination — the graces of intellectual

perfection — the exaggeration of fancy, glowing with

poetic images, and the refinement of taste to apply

them to the object beloved — all these heighten and

sublimate the passion which has its origin in Nature.

"S. O."

The indomitable energy and indefatigable industry

which characterized her both as Sydney Owenson and

Lady Morgan, are even more remarkable than her

genius, and gave her the coherence and persistence es-

sential to success. Her tenacity of purpose through

life was unrelaxing — whatever project of work she

had in hand nothing turned her aside; with her, the

idea of Work was the first object in life. All other

things, whether they appertained to love, amusement,

society, or whatever else, were all subordinate to her

work. Intellectual labour was the one thing she

thoroughly respected and reverenced. She never wasted

a moment of time, and wherever she went, and what-

ever she saw, she turned it to practical use in her

profession.
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In spite of lier romantic love for lier father, and her

sincere attachment to her sister, the beautiful illusion of

living a domestic life with them soon wore off.

Accustomed as she had so long been to the plenti-

ful comfort and regularity of the Featherstones' well-

ordered household, she felt the difference between that

and the scrambling poverty and discomfort of life in

an Irish lodging. Her father's financial difficulties in-

creased rather than diminished. Sydney's virtues were
not of a patient, home-staying, household kind; she

could go out into the world — she loved the adventure

of it. Whatever she saw, or did, or said, was always

to her like a scene in a novel, the denov.nnent of which
could not be foreseen. She was capable of working
hard in her own way, and she worked from the honest

stimulus of wishing to earn money to help her father

out of his difficulties; but she could not endure dulness

or discomfort.

In the course of a very few months after her return

to her father and sister, she quitted them to take an-

other situation as governess in the family of Mr. Craw-
ford, at Fort William, in the North of Ireland. The
following is a fragment of a letter addressed to her

sister from her new home; the first few lines are torn

off: —
(Post-mark, April 8, 1801.)

"After all, I can meet with nothing to recom-

pense me for the loss of yours and papa's society, nor

would I hesitate a moment to return to you were I to

consult haj)piness only. You do me great injustice in

supposing I was not happy when last with you. It is

true, my spirits sank beneath the least appearance of
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discord, aud I liave liitlierto glided on through life so

much at peace with all the world, that it would give

me pain to excite ill-temper or ill-humour in the most
indifferent person in existence; and though I was not

so fortunate as to please every member of my own dear

family, you best know with what heart-breaking regret

I left it.

"Here I am, almost an object of idolatry among
the servants , and am caressed by all ranks of people.

You know one of my maxims is , never to let anything

in the world ruffle my temper, and by this means I

continue to keep others in good humour with me.

"Accept my compliments of congratulation on your

cloak. I have a correspondent in Dublin (Miss Har-
rold), who wrote me a long letter to-day, full of the

fashions. I wrote to her for a cloak, for I have still

some of the money left that papa sent me. The cloak

is made like a Spanish cloak, of lace, and trimmed
with the same; some of them with full sleeves— plaids

all the fashion. Mrs. Crawford has given me a very

pretty plaid handkerchief and ribbons , and a gold ring

— which I mentioned before. Crops are all the rage,

as savage as possible — you never saw such a curly-

headed little rascal as I am. Margaret Ryan sent me
a plait of her hair, a yard long, for a locket string;

the most beautiful thing I ever saw, and the most ad-

mired — it is as broad as a fourpenny ribbon. We
had a very pressing invitation sent us for a ball at

Clough-Jordan
,
given by a club there — mine was, as

usual, separate y but Mrs. Crawford would not go; it is

the third she has refused — is it not provoking? Be
content with your situation. You are young, you are

beautiful, you are admired, and foolish women do not
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torment you. Work well at your music — music is a

liasse ijartout. Be economical. The peoj^le here, I

believe, love me with all their hearts, and I am well

and happy.

"I wish you would read history. My little folks

are going on charmingly, they are the dearest children

in the world, and dote on me as I do on them. They
would amaze you at geography, and history, and music.

Write soon. S. 0.

"We are expecting the handsome^ /a i Count d'Alton

here, every day."

From Thomas Dermody to Sydney Oicenson.

My best Sydney,
I have just come to town, and sent your father the

answer to his commands. Your letter was highly inter-

esting, and your lines to the Quaker, "Ah! why do I

sigh?" extremely beautiful. You are, indeed, my An-
thense, and let the following verses convince you. My
poems are printing at Bristol in a most elegant style

— this makes one of them.

"There lurks within thy lyre a dangerous spell,

That lures my soul from Wisdom's dauntless aim;
Yet if I know thy generous bosom well,

Thou would'st not dash me from the steeps of Fame.
Trust me, thy melting, plaint, melodious flow,

Could animate to love the icy grave

;

And yet, if thy pure feelings well I know,
Thou would'st not sink me to an amorous slave!

Graced with no vantage, nor of birth nor wealth,
That to Ambition's happier sons belong

;

E'en at the price of my sole treasure — health,

I own that I would be renown'd for song!



190 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

For this I wander from the world aside,

Muttering wild descants to the boiling deep,

'Mid the lone forest's leafy refuge hide

,

And slight the blessings of inactive sleep."

Now, considering that this comes neither from a

"very old" nor "very ugly fellow," you might excuse

some warmth of colouring. To use another quotation

of my own —
"Why, though thy tender vow recal another,

May not my rapt imagination rove

,

Beyond the solemn softness of a brother.

And live upon thy radiant looks of love?"

In reply to your desire of knowing why I thought

Moore intended you, I can only repeat that it was mere

supposition, founded on the idea that he could not be

in your company without poetic emotion. But on my
soul, I think you are be-rhymed enough for one lady!

Thomas Dermody appears to have been something

more than a poetical lover. He loved Sydney Owen-
son, as well as so wayward and egotistical a fellow

could love anything except himself.

In the midst of his reckless life he retained for her

sentiments of respect and attachment; and he cherished

the memory of Mrs. Owenson as his best and tenderest

friend.

To Miss Owenson, when at Fort William , he again

wrote

:

My volume is already in the press, and I hope will

soon be published, for I abhor correcting proofs. Let

me inform you how far you are connected with it.

The sonnet to you is to be published with a note, and
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another long, and perLaps not despicable poem, called

"An Epistle to a Young Lady after many years Ab-
sence." I did not think it might be agreeable or pru-

dent to affix your name. I will also confess that in

writing the verses to Anthena3 (a Greek name of my
own, signifying flowery, and in a figurative sense

amiable,) you were not entirely absent from my imagi-

nation. Between friends, this is my clief cVamvre^ and

I have no small hopes of its future success, with a little

patience. I feel a sensible and refined delight in pay-

ing this tribute of the purest affection to an object so

worthy of every emotion, and mostly on that account

I should be elevated w^ith the applause that must con-

sequently be shared. I had the honour of a letter from

Mr. Addington (the Prime Minister) on receiving a copy
of my ode — he has behaved well and promises much.

You see I am a little favoured by the great as well as

by the fair. You are mistaken if you imagine I have
not the highest respect for your friend Moore. I have
written the review of his poems in a strain of panegyric

to which I am not frequently accustomed. I am told

he is a most Avorthy young man, and I am certain my-
self of his genius and erudition. Did you not laugh at

and think some of my letters extremely romantic?

They were so, I allow, but on my soul it is impossible

to write to my dear sister without being so. I would
willingly not increase the crowd of idle flatterers that

surround a young woman of sense, and accomplish-

ments and beauty, however, I should not be displeased

that you could conceive how much I value you. I often

converse with you in fancy, and feel my heart lighter

and better after this imaginary tete-a-tete. I am not

often in the company of females, and when I am, I
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turn with disgust from their odious affectation and in-

sensibility, to the "celestial visitant" which my own
rapturous melancholy forms. I certainly esteem, I may
almost say love, you more than I actually should in

your presence. Absence so softens and breathes such

a delicious languor over the truly tender heart! I re-

member a time (excuse me, lady,) when I thought you
affected , haughty and unkind ! Do I think you so now ?

No! I undoubtedly place your single approbation above

all the vain trophies which mortals hoard ,
" by wit , by

valour, or by wisdom won!" and your unimpassioned

and delicate attachment with "glorious fumes intoxicates

my mind." But how is our father? I need not inquire,

you would have told me had there been any material

occurrence. Happy evenings! I cannot but remember
such things were most dear to me. Miss Livi/ (what

an historical abbreviation!) and Miss Sydney too (how
heroic!) might have spared their laughter, — beneath

the dignity of a Laura or a Stella. You had no de-

terminate description of the sylph to animate your pen-

cil; try this subject at your leisure, though I fear it is

too wild and horrible. My Car of Death is finely dread-

ful, but my only copy is with the printer. It is in the

"extravaganza."

Conceive how I idolise your remembrance. Were
you Venus I should forget you; but you are a Laura,

a Leonora, an Eloisa, all in one delightful assemblage!

My idea of your literary merit is very exalted indeed

;

this in a woman, a beautiful woman, whom I must

ever esteem, what magic can be so irresistible in this

world

!

Pray did you not mistake my meaning in some
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passaf^e where you say I seem to boast of an affected

libertinism? certainly, my fair mouitress, you did.

I have been a libertine but never a hypocrite, for

which reason my failings have been more noted than

my few deserts. I detest and despise the false taste

and false wit of modern infidelity. I have written

some very pretty lines to a "Brown Beauty;" you will

see them in my volume. There are two imitations of

Spenser which I am sure you will like; besides the

extravaganza, which is entirely in obsolete English,

and on which rests my reputation. But, perhaps, you
would rather have some of "my dear prose" than my
d—d poetry!

When the publication of this volume is complete,

I am determined to have one month's happiness in

Ireland; but it must be when you are at home. What
a meeting it will be, if I do not deceive myself! Then
1 may share (another quotation of mine from the epistle

to you by name): —
"the exalted power

Of social converse o'er the social hour."

How I long for you to read my next volume; you
make so sweet a part of it yourself It is my pride

to be publicly allied to you in fame as I am privately

in the fondest friendship. Adieu.

Thos. Dermody.
Sepleinber iith, 1801.

This roving, clever, inconsequential and rather silly

young gentleman died of consumption in July of the

following year. Sydney Owenson felt a good deal for

him — not in the way of love, but of old fellowship
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and pity. She thouglit highly of his talents ; too highly,

no doubt; but the weakness was in her very natural

and commendable. She was as warm a friend to him
when he was gone as she had always been to him
when he was living; and her friendship was, in fact,

very much required.

It must be borne in mind, that Thomas Dermody
and Sydney Owenson wrote their poetry before Lord
Byron had introduced a more direct and rigorous style.

Women were then "nymphs," who were "coy," "cruel,"

"unkind," "disdainful;" and men in poetry made believe

to be "shepherds," "swains," adoring the charms of

their mistresses with a freedom of expression which

would be deemed highly indecorous, but which the

nymphs in question took as a matter of course. Der-

mody got very little mercy from the reviewers; but,

in strict truth, he was no more a poet than Sydney
Owenson was a poetess.

The days of Sydney Owenson when she was an
instructor of youth did not pass over in sadness nor

in looking at the world out of back windows. Her
genius and spirit made her a fascinating acquisition in

a country house. Few governesses have her social

talents, and possibly in a steady-going English family

they would scarcely be allowed the scope for display-

ing them, if they had them. Her experiences are in

curious contrast to poor Charlotte Bronte's; but Syd-

ney Owenson knew how to make herself agreeable.

She was always grateful for kindness, and she pos-

sessed the rare gift of knowing how to accept kind-

ness gracefully, so as to make it a pleasure to the be-

stower. She was not prone to take offence — she took

benefits as they were intended, and she brightened all
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that suiTOUuded her with the sunshine that emanated

from herself.

The following letters to Mrs. Featherstone contain

all that is known of Miss Sydney in the year ISOkJ.

The first letter refers to Dermody's death: —

Miss Owenson to Mrs. Featherstone.

Fort William,
Ocl.Slh, 180%.

It is well if even this original scrihhJe will serve to

call to the minds of my dear Bracklin friends, that

little body who often thinks on them with many pleasant

recollections.

On my return from Enniskillen I wrote you, my
dear madam, a long letter, with a full and true account

of my northern expedition , and all the Dublin chitchat

I could collect. This was two months back, and yet

not a line from Westmeath. I will, however, gladly

compound for a little neglect and imlindnessy provided

no domestic misfortune has prevented me hearing from
you. If Mr. Featherstone and the dear little ones are

well and happy — I shall pout a little to be sure —
but a line from you will settle all difference between
us. I must, however, say, I think the girls both im-

kind^ and ungrateful, but I know the world too well

not to be more hurt than surprised at it. I believe I

often told you it was what I expected, nor was I a
false prophetess. Let me hope, however, that your
and Mr. Featherstone's friendship is still in my posses-

sion, and I shall be satisfied. I saw Mrs. Praval very

often when in Dublin— as stiff as ever. I met also the

M.'s, O.'s, and B.'s. The country is a pleasant seciuity
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to me, and I was not sorry to return to it. My little

girls are going on charmingly; they really astonish me
at music; they read it almost at sight, yet they barely

knew their notes when I came to them. My situation

becomes daily more pleasant. I never was more my
own mistress, at the same time I am exceedingly

anxious to return to my father; but when I mentioned

it there was so much persuasion and kindness to induce

me to change my determination, that, for the present,

I gave it up. At all events I will go ancT pay him

another visit as soon as I can, and will so arrange it to

go to town when I shall have a chance of seeing you;

and if you have a spare garret that you could bundle

me into for a night or two, I will invite myself to spend

a couple of days with Mr. Featherstone , if he has no

objection.

My novel is publishing this month back, in Dublin,

and will be out early next month. You will be sur-

prised to hear the work I composed at Bracklin I have

given to oblivion, and that this one I wrote in the

evenings of last winter though I went out a great deal.

It is inscribed to Lady Clonbrock, and its title, St.

Clair ^ or First Love. You will probably see it in the

papers. I have already disposed of every copy, except

a few books I have kept for my own immediate friends.

My poor friend Dermody, the poet, died last July, of

a rapid decay, at five-and-twenty. We corresponded

constantly for two years previous to his death, which

affected me and my father very sensibly. We have

got his picture (done a few hours before his death).

There is a life of him published in last month's maga-

zine — every syllable false. I am told his life and

works are now published in London, by subscription,



PERIOD OF 1801- 197

in a very splendid style. Adieu, my dear madam;
pray let me hear from you soon, and give me a cir-

cumstantial account of the little hoys. Take the trouble

of presenting my best respects to the Riversdale and

Grange families, and to believe me ever yours,

Sydney Owenson.

Miss Owenson to Mrs. Featherstone.

Fort William, Nenagh,
December %9, UOt:

Many happy Christmases and New Years to all the

family of Bracklin , and very many thanks to my
dearest IMayo, for her welcome and charmingly written

letter, which nearly equals C.'s in style (who, however,

promises to be the Sevigne of the family), and sur-

passes it in writing. Here we are, singing, playing,

and dancing away as merry as crickets, and ushering

in the seasons Avith all due merriment. So now for

some little account of our festivals. The other day
we had upwards of forty people to dinner; among
others. Lord Dunally, Ijord and Lady Clonbrock,

Honourable JMiss Dillon, the Vaughans, of "Golden
Grove," whom I think I heard mamma mention to a

great many other fine people. We began dancing,

without the gentlemen, almost immediately after tea.

I had the felicity of opening our female ball with Miss

Dillon— the nicest girl I have seen anywhere— gentle,

humble, and unaffected. I was most heroically gallant

and j)layed the beau in the first style. We sang and

played a good deal too, and the night finished most

pleasantly with my Irish jig, in which I put down my
man completely. This has produced an ode to a jig^
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which I will send, when I can get a frank, to your papa,

for I know it will please him. "Well, the other night

we were at an immense row at Lady Clonbrock's, to

whom I owe so many obligations for her marked atten-

tion to me since my residence here that I am at a loss

how to mention them. It was quite a musical party,

and (give me joy), on the decision of Lord Norbury
(who was of the party), I bore away the palm from all

their Italian music by the old Irish airs of "Ned of the

Hills," and the "Cooleen," to which I had adapted

words, and I was interrupted three times b}^ plaudits in

"The Soldier Tired." Now, I know you will all laugh

at me, but the people here are setting me mad, and so

you must bear up with the effects of it for a little

while, until I become accustomed to the applause of

the great. This is the Athens of Ireland, music and
literature carry everything before them ; and Lady
Clonbrock who is one of the leading women here, is an

enthusiast in both. It is to this, I believe, as well as to

the conduct of Mr. and Mrs. Crawford that I received

such kind attentions from all the first people here. My
invitations are always separate from theirs, and I have
long been forced to consider myself as their child and
friend. Miss D. draws nicely, and has just sent me
some transparent screens to copy, which I wish you
had. At present there is staying with them an old

friend of mine who spends many of his mornings here

— a Mr. Wills, you have heard me mention him and
his sisters as being among my earliest friends.

Nothing can be pleasanter than our life at present;

to-morrow we are to have Lord Norbury, and all the

world to dinner, and music in the evening. We got a

delightful piano and tambourine, and I do nothing but



PERIOD OP 1801. 199

sing and play, and am much improved in voice and

singing since you heard me. Do you know our house

is not much more than half the size of Bracklin— every-

thing in the simplest style; neither can I say much for

Lord Clonbrock's mode of living— there was a thousand

times more show at Bracklin on a gala-day than we
had at Latteville. My little girls are the best and most

.attentive creatures in the world, and if mamma and

papa do not flatter, are making a wonderful progress;

but you shall see them in spring, for we all go for two

or three months to Dublin, from that to Ballyspelliu

Spa, and then make a tour to Killarney, and so back

home; such is the plan laid down for the present; but

give me Fort William, and I am content. Why do

you force me to tell you my pupils' names, or why
cannot I answer you by writing Rosabella or Angelica?

Alas! no, I must stain this sublime epistle by con-

fessing their names are — Miss Bridget and Miss Kate:

after that can you ask me to write more than that

I am.
Dearest Mayo's attached friend,

Sydney Owenson.
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CHAPTER XX.

STILL A GOVERNESS.

The two letters wliich follow would a2Dpear to have

been written by Miss Owenson to Mrs. Lefanu, but

there is no address upon them. The other letters had

their proper addresses.

January, -f^th, 1803.

'"'' Lhinion cle Vesprit et du corps est en effet si forte

qu'on a de la peine a concevoir que Vun puisse agir scdis

que Vautre se respecte plus ou moins de son actio?i,''' says

Monsieur Tissot; and when you tell me you write under

the influence of five weeks^ disorder., and yet send me
a letter full of wit, sentiment, and imagination, I really

know not whether to believe you or Monsieur Tissot;

he has proved the sympathy of the soul and body in

theory, but you practically prove there exists no in-

separable connexion between them, and that the debi-

lity of the frame has no influence over the "strength

of spirit." The fact is, I am tempted to wonder (like

an old general on the eve of a great battle to a mili-

tary invalid), how you dare be sick? Had I your

mind and imagination I should set the whole College

of Physicians at defiance. And, as it is, though gifted

with a very small portion of the vivida vis anima!

(smile at my Latin), I am pretty well enabled to keep

the reins of health in my own hands. In the first

place I have got possession of the '''citadel the heart^'^
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and command its pulsations^ fibres, nerves, &c. , with

the unlimited power of a field-marshal. Thus, having

subjugated my constitutional forces^ I play them off as

I please. When my pulse grows languid, and the

heaviness of approaching sickness seizes on me, I im-

mediately set fancy to work, seize the pen, and mock
the spirit of poetry, then the eye rolls, the pulses

throb, the blood circulates freely in every vein — my
poem is finished — I am well. Or should a fever

seize my absorbing spirits — memory and hope thrill

every nerve — call uj) the forms of joys elapsed, or

paint the welcome semblance of joys anticipated; then

the heart beats cheerily, and recruits every artery with

new tides' of health. Well! Vii:e la Galimatias I for

when it dies, my epistolary talent dies with it, and
common sense may sing a jubilate as a requiem. Se-

riously though. Do you know I never was seriously

ill. But the day I dined with you I was struggling

hard with a cold — an influenza — and you might

have perceived a fever burning in my cheek, that

seized me beyond the power of fancy to dispel it on
my return home. I must have appeared, therefore, to

you very different from the thing I am, — "sober,

demure, and steadfast." I suppose I looked the per-

sonification of authorship ov jewie savante, when, had
I been myself, I should have romped with your boys,

coquetted with your husband, and, probably, ^^rocured

my Icttre cle cachet from yourself as a nuisance to all

decorous society. Am I indeed of the age and mind
to admire the splendid rather than the awful virtues?

I am, at all events, glad to find you believe I do

admire virtue of whatever species or description, for

I have been so long attempting to make the "worse
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appear tlie better reason," and pleading so strenuously

for the errors of superior talent, tliat I began to fear

you put me down as the decided apologist of the vices

of genius; but I know, had I taken up the right side

of the question, there would have been an end of the

argument, and I should have lost some of the most

delightful passages in your delightful letters. However,
the best reason I know of the gi'eat soul being more
liable to err than the little one, is that given by Mr.

Addison. "We may generally discover," says he,

"a pretty nice proportion between the strength, and

reason, and passion in the greatest geniuses, they

having the strongest affections; as on the other hand,

the weaker understandings have the weaker passions."

So poor genius mounted on his high-mettled racer, with

no more power to check his pranks and curvettings,

than is given to the leaden-headed dulness to guide

his sorry jade (who sets off at a tangent), suffers thrice

the concussion, if the zigzag caprices of his courser do

not even force him to lose his equilibrium.

I entirely agree with you that some women ^ in at-

taining that intellectual acquisition which excite ad-

miration and even reverence, forfeit their (oh! how
much more valuable) claims on the affections of the

hearty the dearest^ proudest immunity nature has en-

dowed her daughter with — the precious immunity

which gives them empire over empire^ and renders

them sovereigns over the world's lords. I must tell

you, my dear madam, I am ambitious^ far, far beyond

the line of laudable emrdations^ perhaps beyond the

power of being happy. Yet the strongest point of my
ambition is to be evei'y inch a luoraan. Delighted with

the pages of La Voisine^ I dropped the study of che-
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mistry, tlirougli urged to it by a favourite friend and
preceptor, lest I should be less the icoman. Seduced
by taste, and a thousand arguments, to Greek and
Latin, I resisted, lest I should not be a very icoman.

And I have studied music rather as a sentiment than

a science, and draiving as an amusement rather than

an art, lest I should have become a musical prrJant or

a masculine artist. And let me assure you, tliat if I

admire you for any one thing more than another, it is

that, with all your talent and information you are "a
woman still." I have said thus much to convince you
that I agree, perfectly agree with you, in all you have

said on the subject, and that when Rousseau insists on
le comr aimant of Julie, he endows her with the best

and most endearing attribute woman can possess. Am
I to thank you or your Tom for the trouble he has

had with my commission? Castle Hyde I am not a

little anxious about, since I have taken the liberty of

dedicating it to you, as I dedicated Ned of the Ilills to

Lady Clonbrock — the two friends whose tastes I

most admire and revere. It is but just Castle Hyde
should be all your own, since your approbation gave
it a new value in my opinion, and tempted me to its

publication. Have you, indeed, read *S'^. Clair a tldrd

time? You have touched me where I am most vul-

nerable. I cannot conceive how you can think my
hero and heroine dangerous; to have rendered them
such I must have been myself not a little so; yet you
know long since I am the most harmless of all human
beings. There is a young man of some talent here,

who has done a hundred profiles of me; one of them
was so strong a likeness, / am strongly tempted to

enclose it you. IJamour propre aime les portraits. The
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vanity of my intentions struck me so forcibly that I

determined to expiate my crime by confessing it to her

against whom it was meditated, and I sent tbe profile

to a poor partial friend who will think more of it than

the original itself deserves; but friendship can be un

peu aveugle as well as love.

My sister begs leave to return her acknowledge-

ments for your polite inquiries, and the sympathy you
expressed as to the nature of her disorder. She is

now perfectly recovered, and very busy tuning the

pianoforte by my side.

My father is so proud of the recollections you some-

times honour him with in your letters, that though

they were not made, I should invent them for the sake

of affording him ideal satisfaction. If I had given him
leave, he would himself have assured you of his grati-

tude. S. 0.

My dear Madam,
I took the liberty of tormenting you with a long

and nonsensical letter some time back, which I was in

hopes would have procured me the favour of an

answer; for it is so long since I had the pleasure of

hearing from you, that I began to fear I had either

unconsciously forfeited your friendship, or that you
found me a troublesome correspondent. I hope that

has not been the cause of your silence, for I really

know not whether I should feel most at losing your

friendship, or your losing your health — a most un-

pleasant alternative. But one line from you will be

sufficient to obviate my suspicions or subdue my fears.

As I found that these good folks were determined on

going for life to Castle-tumhle-Down^ and as I never
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liad a very strong propensity for the society of crotvsy

who have established a very flourishing colony in the

battlements and woods in Court Jordan, I gave in my
resignation last week. But, seriously, I do not think

I ever was more agitated in my life. They made me
every offer it was possible could tempt me to remain

with them, even till November, when Mrs. Crawford

would take me herself to town; and when they found

me irrevocable in my decree, they paid me the com-
" pliment of saying, they would not entrust their children

to any but one whom I approved. So that the

choice of my successor depends entirely on myself I

shall be in Dublin about the 27th, I believe; will it

be taking too great an advantage of your already

experienced kindness to renew my claim on the little

hole in the wall? If not, or at any rate, will you have

the goodness to let me know, hy return^ whether it will

be perfectly convenient to you to accede to my request,

that I may make some other provision. I shall stay

but a day or two in town, as I am extremely anxious

to get home; my father has taken a nice little place

about two miles from the town of Strabane, and de-

lightfully situated. Olivia is well and happy, and
desires to be most affectionately remembered to my
dear little friends, whenever I wrote to them.

Adieu, dear madam; assure Mr. F— of my best

wishes and respects, and all the dear young folk of my
affection, and believe me

Ever yours, most sincerely,

S. OWENSON.



206 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

Mrs. Lefanu to Miss Owenson.

Dublin,
Adril^\nd, 1803.

My dear Madam,
Illness has prevented my answering your letter; an

epidemic cold attended with fever has borne very hard

upon my family. My eldest son has been very near

death, and I have been myself confined to my bed,

and am still obliged to keep the house, with the usual

consolatory reflections that I am no worse off than other

people, &c. , &c. If the miseries of others were to

render us satisfied with our own lot, no one would have

a right to complain. You remember La Fontaine says,

"Et le malheur des consolations surcroit d'afflictions."

In real illness and sorrow one has often occasion to

think of that.

I shall be very glad to see you when you are in

Dublin. Two gentlemen of my acquaintance have

added to my wish to know you, and yet they certainly

saw you in society unsuited to you, and which I am
sure chance alone could have thrown you into. My
daughter has been taught music and still continues to

learn, but has not, I think, any decided taste or talent

for it— both my sons have; the eldest son is a student

in Trinity College, plays the harp finely and is also an

excellent performer on the pianoforte; for him I shall

thank you for the Irish air you mention. No music

more than the Irish bears the stamp of originality;

none speak more to the affections; I think it possesses

more variety than the Scotch, and expresses more

forcibly the gay and the tender. Poor Charlotte Brooks,

my friend and my relation, assisted in making me in
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love witli the Irish bards. I am sure you know her

beautiful translations of some of them. Carolan's mo-

nody on the death of his wife, is truly pathetic.

Allow me to say I do not conceive your extreme

modesty, why should you not have supposed your

charming little work worth dedicating to any one. I

think it would be a high compliment to the taste of

whoever could imderstand and appreciate it. Adieu,

dear madam, I am sick and sad, but hope to be neither

by the time I have the pleasure of seeing you.

I am, very much
Yours,

Alicia Lefanu.

Miss Oicenson to Miss M. Featherstone.

Strabane,'
June lotli, 1803.

I was on the point of sitting doAvn to write to you,

my dear little friend, when I received your welcome
letter. The cause of my silence was this: anxious to

discharge as much of my debt of obligation as was
dischargeable , I waited for a Mr. Steward who was
going to Dublin, and by whom I meant to send a

letter to you, a drawing (which I did since I came
here) to mamma, and the money to papa he was kind

enough to pay for me; however, to my own little dis-

appointment, my commissary is still philandering in the

streets of Strabane. So I am all this time lying under

the imputation of ingratitude and neglect. 1 hope,

however, papa and mamma will add to all I already

owe, by believing that the kindness and fiiendly atten-

tion I have received from them on every occasion when
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my interest or welfare lias been couceruecl, is deeply

felt and must always be gratefully acknowledged. My
father, tliank Heaven! is q[uite recovered; but my poor

Olivia liad a relapse, and by going too lightly clad at

a party at a Dr. '.?, has brought on a delicacy

that has terrified us with an apprehension of a con-

sumptive habit,— she is but a shadow of herself. The
doctors have ordered perpetual exercise and goat's

whey. "VYe have got a //Z^, and mean next week to go

and visit the city of county Londonderry, so famous in

Irish history, we shall spend a few days there; and on

our return stop for a day at the races of St. Johnston's.

A thousand times have I wished to have you and

here; amidst your level lawns and young plantations

you have no idea of the rude sublimity of our northern

scenery. We have no farmers, so, consequently, no

tillage; all is bold, savage and romantic; the manners,

dialect, customs and religion of the people are all as

purely Scotch as they could be in the Highlands, even

the better order of people are with difficulty understood,

and the manners of the inferior class are ferocious;

there is, however, a great spirit of independence among
them; "every rood of ground maintains its man," and

there are none of those wretched cabins which you

perpetually see in the other provinces. They call all

strangers foreigners or Irish people^ and have not many
ideas beyond their icheels and looms. A market day

presents a curious scene. The young women are all

dressed in white, with their hair fastened up fancifully

enough and seldom covered. At the entrance of the

town they bathe their feet and put on shoes and stock-

ings which are constantly taken off when they are

leaving it. I have frequently seen them with flowers

I
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and featliers iu their heads and their stockings tied up
in a handkerchief. In a social sense they are most
unpleasant, and, upon the whole, they are the last

people in the world that an educated person would
wish to spend their life with. "We have been pretty

fortunate; the rector's family of Eaphoe (a little village

near us) have paid us every friendly attention, and we
are frequently together; this, with a few of the mili-

tary, make our little circle pleasant enough. We have
music every evening. I bought a very fine Spanish

guitar from the master of the band here. I have a great

deal of music for it, and can accompany myself on it

almost as well as on the piano; at which I practise a

good deal. There is an excellent drawing-master here,

from whom I have got some beautiful drawings, so that

I am in a fair way of improvement. I am sure you
will be glad to hear that I have got a price far beyond
my most sanguine wishes for St. Clair. Mr. Harding,

of Pall Mall, says, it will be done in a very superior

style, and will be certainly at Archer's in three weeks.

Mrs. Colbert wrote to me about Nina, but her terms

were too low. The Minstrel goes on famously, I think

you will like it best of all, — it is full of incidents. I

was very much flattered by the Doctor's (the Knight's

I mean,) intention ; I do not know which of St. Clair's

poems would answer for composition. I continue to

receive the most elegant letters in the world from Mrs.

Lefanu ; her three children, herself and niece, have been
for seven weeks confined with a spotted fever. The
Crawfords are in great trouble about a governess —
they cannot get one to jdease them; they write to me
in a manner that seems to indicate their wish for my
return, — but that is out of the question. I intend to

Lady Moryiin's Memoirs. I. IJr



210 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

lie falloiv iu the A, B, C, D-way for some time. I am
glad to hear that all your friends are well

;
pray present

my respectful compliments at Grange and Riverdale.

Poor Fanny, I am truly sorry for her! I wish she was
Avith Mr. B. Tell C. that as she has no opportunity of

practising French, I will write constantly in French to

her (provided she will answer me in the same language)

it will help her more than she can imagine. I shall be

delighted to have it in my power to be in any means
instrumental to her improvement. Say everything that

is kind for me to papa and mamma; assure the dear

boys that I participate in their regret in our not meet-

ing. Adieu, my dearest little friend, continue to write

to me, and believe that I am among the warmest of

your well-wishers and sincere friends,

Sydney .

Olivia returns a thousand thanks to her dear little

friend for her kind remembrance, although it was with

difficulty she got Syd to leave the room to tell her so.

They wish to persuade her she is ill, but she feels no

kind of indisposition but what is extremely becoming;

she is sorry to add that her sister, from a too great

sensibility, lets the marriage of a certain little attorneij

prey on her damask cheek, adding paleness to what

was already pale. O.'s compliments to mamma.

To Mrs. Lefanu.

Strabanb,
December 9th, 1803.

I read your little secret memoir with much the

same species of emotion as Uncle Toby listened to
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Trim's account of Le Fevre, for more than once I

wished I was asleep.

You allude to the "imprudence of Ellen Maria

Williams." Although I am perfectly 'acquainted with

her works, I know not anything of her history. May
I hope in your next for a little biographical sketch.

Imprudence of conduct so frequently connected with

superiority of talent in woman, is, indeed, a solecism.

Dare we say with Burns, that "the light which leads

astray, is the light from Heaven?" Salvater says,

"the primary matter of which woman is constituted is

more flexible, irritable and elastic than that of man;"
added to this, their delicacy, the ardour of their sub-

tilized feelings, the warmth, the animated tenderness of

their affections; then, for a moment, conceive the in-

fluence of genius and talent over this dangerous orga-

nization; conceive a flowing but dejected heart, refined

but desponding mind, escaping from the solitary state

of isolation its own superiority has plunged it in, —
deceived by a gleam of sympathy, and led "by pas-

sion's meteor beam," beyond the barrier virtue has

erected and which prudence never transgresses. Then,

though we lament, while we condemn, we almost cease

to wonder. I had yesterday a letter (four pages long)

from Lady Clonbrock, with an account of St. Clair''

s

reception at Bath and Bristol. It is just such as I

knew you would wish for the bantling, who first sought

protection and countenance from yourself. I know^ you
will smile at the vanity of this account; but it set every

particle of authorship afloat which had been for some
time gradually subsiding. Can you forgive me send-

ing such a letter of "shreds and patches," to you as

this? the truth is it has been written by snatches, —
14*
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sometimes witli the "buzz and murmur of those un-

finished things one knows not what to call," (who come
in droves to us every day) still sounding in my ears

and dissipating every propensity to common rationality,

and sometimes by the side of an invalid sister, who is

paying the tribute of a rheumatic complaint for having

too closely adhered to the fashionable costume of the

day; added to this, I began my epistle in full dress,

going to a party, that I continued it in deshabille^ and

literally concluded en bonnet de nuit; and then, if you
consider (according to Buffon) that dress enters into

the character, and becomes part of the individucd

"man" (or woman), it will account for \h.Q^miances de

stile of this letter, which by fits is sad, and by starts is

wild! Adieu, my dear madam, have the goodness de

faire mes bienveillances to your fireside circle. My fa-

ther desires to be respectfully remembered, and I re-

quest you to believe, I am yours most sincerely,

Sydney OwENSOn.

The commissions I troubled you with — were to

inquire at Archer's if the London edition of St. Clair

was come over, and at Power's music-shoj^, Westmor-

land Street, if "Castle Hyde"* was published. I shall

watch the post, — so have mercy on me!

* An old Irish melody, the words by Robert Owenson.
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CHAPTER XXL
AFTER LEAVING FORT WILLIAM.

'

When Miss Owenson quitted Fort William, she

joined her father and sister at Inniskillen, and there

finished her novel of the Novice of St. Dominic. It

was written in 'six volumes, for, as she said herself,

"in those days one volume or six volumes was alike

to me."

Whilst engaged on this novel she paid a visit to a

neighbouring family named Crossley, in which there

were several young people. It was a visit which ma-
terially changed the destiny of one of the family,

Francis Crossley furnishing Sydney Owenson with a
diligent and patient slave, who did her the good ser-

vice of copying into a beautifully distinct and legible

hand, the patte.^ de mouche of her own writing.

The letters of Francis Crossley have not much lite-

rary merit, but they htive such an honest simplicity,

and speak of so loyal and genuine an attachment, that

they interest the reader, as well as throw a pleasant

light on the character of Sydney Owenson.
His letters are thus endorsed in her own hand:

"Francis Crossley, aged eighteen, chose to fall in

love with me, Sydney Owenson, aged eighteen. He
was then intended for a merchant, but the Novice of
St. Dominic (which he copied out as regularly as

written, in six huge volumes), and its author turned

his head. He fled from his counting-house, went to

India and became a great man."
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Lady Morgan, when she endorsed these jiapers, had
of course forgotten her own age. It is so sweet to be

*' eighteen." Of honest zeal on the part of Crossley,

there was plenty — of passion on the part of Sydney,

none. Among her memoranda of 1822 and 1824, are

two or three entries on the subject of Captain Crossley,

which may be given in this place: —
"Francis Crossley, my fast friend of the other sex,

met me at my sister's house, at dinner, after an ab-

sence of eighteen years. It was a singular interview;

what was most singular in it is that he remains un-

changed. He insists upon it that in person so am I.

^^ August^ 1824. — Received this day a letter from

Captain Crossley, acquainting me with his intention of

marrying. I have written him an answer a viourir de

Q'U'e, and so ends our romance of so many years.

''''August y 26. — Captain and Mrs. Crossley dined

this day here, and I never saw such a triste looking

couple. My poor Francis silent and sad!"

We may now go back to the beginning of this little

romance.

Francis Crossley to Sydney Owenson.

Monday Evening, 7 o''clock.

3rd April UOi.

I am just sat down to tell you that I have been

thinking of you this hour past, according to my pro-

mise. Can you say you have fulfilled yours as well?

But why say this hour? There is not one in the day
that is not full of your idea, and devoted almost en-

tirely to the recollection of the happy hours I have

spent in your society, and which are now fled, perhaps,
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for ever, as you are no longer here who made Lisburn

at all tolerable. We no longer hear your voice, "plea-

sant as the gale of spring that sighs on the hunter's

ear," in our little circle, which was so often delighted

and enlightened by your bewitching prattle; and I

now, for the first time since my return from Belfast,

begin to feel Lisburn insupportable. I almost regret

having ever known or formed a friendship for you: but

I lie; it is impossible any one could ever wish he had

not known you, Avhom you honoured with your esteem.

What have you to answer for to me? By over-refi-

ning my taste you have made the girls of this town in-

supportable: after having been blessed with your society

it is impossible to be ever on friendly terms with them

and I am convinced I can never experience so sincere

a friendship for one of my own sex. I don't know
the reason, perhaps you can tell me; but I think those

subsisting in general between men are fickle and very

insincere (at least I have found it so); between man
and woman, tender and more lasting. The first arises

from a similarity of pursuits, tastes, and pleasures; the

latter from reciprocal esteem, and a stronger mutual de-

sire to please than can be found in the friendships of

our sex; added to, on their side, by a certain tender-

ness and refinement almost impossible to define, which

men cannot experience in theirs. I am sure I feel it

so; in that I hope you will permit me to bear to you.

I believe I promised to tell you how we spent the

day, on the morning of which you left us, and you

shall have it as well as I recollect. You left us a little

before eight o'clock; we followed your carriage out of

town and watched it till the last winding of the road

concealed it from our view; we then returned across



216 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

tlie fields with no very enviable sensations, and climbed

every ditch we met with to endeavour to catch another

glimpse of you — we got just one, as you passed a

grove on your left, nearly a mile from town, and then

lost you in the distance. I am almost ashamed to tell

you I could hardly ^suppress a tear at thinking it might

probably be the last time I should ever see those with

whom I had passed away so many pleasant hours: but

to quit such nonsense and finish my journal: — George

was with us after breakfast, and told us he could very

willingly sit down and cry (you may guess the reason),

but it would not be like a man. We were talking of

you all day, and cursing the chaise-boy for coming

home so soon. Did you ever hear of such a set of sel-

fish rascals? In the evening we strolled out of town

about two miles, on the same road by which you left

us. I cannot describe to you the sensations I felt in

looking at the different trees on the road, which a few

hours before your eyes had probably rested on, nor

can I tell whether the thought was unpleasant; yet

surely it cannot be pleasant that brings the departure

of our friends so keenly to our mind.

Did you think your friends would have disgraced

your remembrance so much as to tell a devil of a lie

the very day you left them?

You told me you did not think George possessed of

much feeling, but, faith, he has more than you think.

He told me on Friday morning he absolutely could not

refrain from crying the night before, when alone. Wasn't

it good and friendly of him? And though unlike a man^

d e but I like him the better for it. ''''Certainly^

Miss Owe?ison,'" I think him one of the best, good-



PERIOD OF 1801-5. 217

natured lads I was ever acquainted with — one of

George's speeches!!

I was employed most of Friday in putting a little

cabinet in order, and have it now filled with your wee
notes and other dear little remembrances of you. I

keep nothing else in it but Osskin, Wevtcr^ and your

poems, as the only company worthy of them; and I

hope you will soon add another to the number. I have

brought into my room the chimney-board that was in

Boyce's house the night of our little hop. I would not

suffer them to destroy the laurel that encircled it, but

have it put up just as it was when you saw it.

I have been reading Wertcr; don't you think the

sixty- eighth and the latter part of the seventy- first

chapter very beautiful? As yet you have not marked
it, and I will turn over to that which the hand of taste

and judgment has approved. How kind in doing so!

It gives me another remembrance of you in addition to

all yoiu' little relics.

And yet I know not whether I should thank you
for so particular a mark as you have left on this page;

it seems to imply something I am not over-pleased at

your thinking, if you can think so. You have marked
this sentence strongly, "And yet if I was now to go,

if I was to quit this circle, would they feel, how long

would they feel that void in their life which the loss of

me would leave? How long— yes. Such is the frailty

of man that then where he most feels his own existence,

where his presence makes a real and strong impression

— even in the memory of those who are dear to him

—

there also he must j)erish and vanish away, and that

so quickly." Ah, don't think it will be so with us; you
do not, you cannot think so. The loss of you has left
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on us "a real and strong impression" indeed; but if

you ivill think you will be forgot by us, you may at

least allow tbat you will first drink of the waters of

Letlie,

I have began, and read the first book of Robert-

son's Charles the Fifth ^ and it does justice to your re-

commendation. I have made a good many extracts out

of it, and hope I shall be improved by them. It is you
I have to thank for this mode of imbibing instruction;

as, but for you, I should never have thought of it,

perhajjs; in fact, what am I not indebted to you for?

To you I owe almost every sentiment I at present

harbour or am capable of feeling, and I hope they do

not dishonour your inspiration. F. A. C.

A very little of Francis Crossley will suffice. The
reader will be glad to know that he went to India in

due time , and was not heard of again for twenty years.

The following letter will explain itself:

Mrs. Lefanu to Miss Oiuenson.

GliASNEVIN,

Wednesdiiij, Oct. SIst, iSOi.

My Dear Madam,
Your charming letter, of no date, found me last

Saturday very much indisposed with a severe headaclie,

attended with feverishness , to which I am subject. My
head is something better, but I am not well in other

respects, and in the midst of hurry and preparation for

town, where we go the day after to-morrow, to remain

for the winter. I leave this quiet spot, liberty and
fresh air with regret. In town I am plagued with the
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bustle of tlie city witliout being able to join in its

amusements. The theatre I have long ceased to attend

:

when there is any performance worth seeing I dare not

encounter the crowd, and what is mis-named private

society, is become almost as formidable on a similar ac-

count; and my own immediate little circle that I used

to draw about me, time and the chances in life have

committed such depredations upon, that, like Ossian,

"I sit alone in my halls." Exclusive, I should say,

of my own family, whose society becomes every day

more pleasing to me, as "knowledge to their eyes her

ample j^age rich with the spoils of time" gradually un-

rolls, I shall be happy to see you in town, and wish

my house admitted of offering you an apartment in it;

but we are already crowded like bees in a hive and
inconvenienced for want of room, in a way that would
try the pa,tience of a female Job. Mind, I do not tell

you that I am one. But though I have no bed to give

you, every other attention I can show I shall be de-

lighted to do it; and the more I see of you (without

encroaching on your time and the claims of other

friends), the better I shall be pleased.

I make no doubt that your work will succeed: going

yourself to London is certainly the best security for

justice being done you. The Bishop of Dromore's ad-

vice is the best you can possibly be guided by, and his

high literary reputation will give every weight to his

recommendations and approbation of you.

Above twenty years absence from London (to which

place I was never permitted to return), has broken or

relaxed every tie I had there. To some my place has

been supplied, others have pretended to suppose them-

selves neglected by me, to excuse their own neglect of
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me. And there are a few who, with more apparent

reason, have thought themselves forgotten by me be-

cause I was not at liberty to explain ivky I did not pay
them all the attention I wished.

When we meet we will converse fully on the sub-

ject of your book, in the meantime rest assured that all

I can do I ivill., for I have a real wish to serve you;

admiration for your talent and love for your person.

All here join with me in kindest wishes for you and

yours. Believe me,

Your affectionate,

Alicia Lefanu.

Miss Owenson, encouraged by this advice given to

her by Mrs. Leftmu, as to her literary enterprises, wrote

her first letter to a London publisher. Sir Richard

Phillips. His answer is among her papers. A note

upon it, in Lady Morgan's later handwriting says:—
"Without one friend to recommend, when I wished

to publish The Novice^ I took in a newspaper for a

bookseller's name — I saw R. Phillips, and wrote to

him. This was his answer:"

Bridge Street,
April 6, ISOo.

Madam,
I have read with peculiar pleasure your ingenious

and ingenuous letter. It exactly portrays the ardour

of mind and the frankness which always accompany

true genius.

It concerns me that I am forced to reduce to pounds,

shillings, and pence, every proposition like yours —
that all the speculations of genius, when they lie in
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my counting house, become the subject of aritlimetical

calculation — that if, when tried by this unaccommo-
dating standard, they do not promise to yield a certain

rate per cent, profit, I am led to treat them with cold-

ness and neglect, and am finally induced to reject them
altogether as useless or visionary!

And still I am often (undeservedly) complimented

as the most liberal of my trade! as the most enter-

prizing of all the midwives of the muses

!

I am ashamed to say, that the cold-hearted calcula-

tions which constantly absorb all my faculties in my
own interested concerns, have prevented me from see-

ing or reading the little work of yours, of whose merit

I entertain no doubt, since it is demonstrated arithme-

tically by the number that has been sold.

I am, therefore, unable to write with precision,

being in the practice, in all these matters, oi judging

for myself; and although I repeat that I have been

charmed with the ingenuousness of your letter, yet my
prudence gets the better of my politeness, and com-

mands me to see and read before I engage for your

new work, unless I had previously been concerned in

the sale of the old one, and was well acquainted with

ts merit and character.

~ The Reviews I never read, nor would any person,

were they acquainted with the corrupt views with which

almost every one of them is conducted. If your work
has received their praise without its being paid for,

your merit must be great indeed, and I shall have
reason to be proud of this intercourse.

You can send the MS. through any friendly medium,
addressed to me, to the care of Mr. Archer, Dublin,
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and you can desire him to forward it to me, or bring

it with him in his projected journey to London.

I assure you I am not used to write such long let-

ters, but this has been extorted from me by the re-

spect with which I feel myself your obliged,

Humble servant,

K. Phillips.

When the Novice was fairly copied out by Crossley,

her young and patient adorer, Sydney Owenson deter-

mined to take it up to London herself

In those days the journey was long, and somewhat
hazardous for a young girl. There was the sea voy-

age, and the long coach journey afterwards, from

Holyhead to London. She had to travel alone, and

she had very little money to help her 6n her way.

She used to say to her nieces, in after life, that they

— carefully-nurtured girls as they were — little knew
the struggles and difficulties she had to encounter in

her early days.

Her first journey to London was in curious contrast

to the brilliant visits she subsequently made. When
the coach drove into the yard of the "Swan with Two
Necks," in Lad Lane, she had not a notion where to

go or what to do next, and sat down upon her small

trunk in the yard to wait until the bustle of arrival

should have a little subsided. Overcome with fatigue

and anxiety, she fell fast asleep. For some time no

one remarked her— at last, a gentleman who had been

her fellow-passenger in the coach, saw her sitting

there, and he had the humanity to commend her him-

self to the care of the heads of the establishment.
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Legging that they would take care of lier, and see that

she was properly attended to.

The friend who thus unexpectedly interposed on

her behalf, was the late Mr. Quentiu Dick. It was the

beginning of her acquaintance with him.

After a night's rest, Sydney Owenson arose with

unabated spirit, and proceeded to seek her publisher,

taking her MS. with her.

Phillips seems to have been charmed with her, and

to have been fascinated into a liberality almost beyond
his judgment, though, it is only due to him to say,

that he struggled hard against giving such a proof of

his devotion.

He insisted on having the Novice cut down from

six volumes to four; and she used to say, that she was
convinced nothing but regard for her feelings prevented

him from reducing it to three.

He was extremely kind to her whilst she remained
in town — introduced her to his wife, and placed her

in respectable lodgings. He paid her at once for her

book; as soon as she received the money, she was
anxious to take it herself to her father; but Phillips

persuaded her to have the greatest portion properly

remitted, as he had no faith in her power of taking

care of it.

This first fruits of her success could do but little

towards rescuing Robert Owenson from his embar-

rassments; but the fact that she could earn money by
her pen, was more than relief to both father and
daughter — it was hope and fortune.

The first purchase she made for herself out of her

literary earnings were an Irish harp, from Egan, and
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a black mode cloak! The harp was her companion
wherever she went.

The following letter, from Mrs. Inchbald, addressed

to Miss Owenson, at 30, Upper Eaton Street Pimlico,

is the only record of any incident during this first visit

to London: —
TuRNHAM Green, May i4, iSOo.

Mrs. Inchbald presents her compliments to Miss

Owenson. She is highly flattered by the contents of

the letter she has received from her, and most sin-

cerely laments that the very same circumstances which

a few years ago would have rendered a further ac-

quaintance with Miss Owenson extremely desirable, at

the present time precludes her from the possibility of

any future introduction. Mrs. Inchbald has the high-

est esteem for Mr. and Mrs. Hitchcock, and she is

grieved to her heart that their remote place of abode

should have prevented their knowledge of her resolu-

tion, formed after a short acquaintance (something like

patronage) with a young authoress, never again to

admit the visits of a lady of her own profession.

The young lady to Avhom she alludes, was a Miss

Ann Plumtree, and no one can more accurately de-

scribe the loss and inconvenience sustained from her

acquaintance than Mr. Phillips.

Miss Owenson, having settled with Sir R. Phillips,

and bought her mode cloak and Irish har]3, returned

to Londonderry, Sir Richard sent after her no end of

good advice as to her literary pursuits. The following

is amusing.
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Sir R. Philiips to Sydney Owenson.

October IGlh, ISOS.

Dear I^Iadam,

Your letter interested me as usual. I thank you
for the regard which it exjDresses for my interests, and

for the compliments (most unmerited) which it pays

me. I hope to maintain your good opinion, and that

we shall be as much in love with each other twenty

years hence as we are now.

You are right in your conception relative to the

work of Mr. Carr. It cannot interfere with yours.

Dr. Beaufort has been so many years beating ahout the

subject, and making preparations and promises, that my
patience is exhausted. The world is not informed

about Ireland, and I am in the situation to command
the litjlit to shine! I am sorry you have assumed the

novel form. A series of letters, addressed to a friend

in London, taking for your model the Turkish letters

of Lady M. W. Montagu, would have secured you the

most extensive reading. A mattv?r-of-fact and didactic

novel is neither one thing nor another, and suits uo

class of readers. Certainly, however, Paul and
Virr/inia would suggest a local plan, and it will be

possible, by writing three or four times over, in six or

eight months, to produce what would command atten-

tion.

I assure you that you have a power of writing, a

fancy, an imagination, and a degree of enthusiasm

which will enable you to produce an immortal work,

if you will labour it sufficiently. Write only one side

of your paper and retain a broad margin. Your power
of improving your first draught will thus be greatly

Lad]] Morgaii's ilemoirs, I. 1^
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increasecl; and a second copy, made in tlie same way,
with the same power of correcting, will enable you to

make a third copy, which will be another monument
of Irish genius.

I earnestly exhort you to subject yourself to this

drudgery. It may be painful to endure for a few

weeks, but you will reap a harvest, for years, of re-

nown and fortune.

Every one speaks highly of the Novice of St. Do-
minic., but their praise is always qualified by the remark
that it would have few equals in this line, if it were
reduced one entire volume in length. Some copies of

the novel have been sent for you to Archer, whom
you ought to reprimand for not ordering any copies.

Believe me, dear Madam,
Your sincere and devoted friend,

R. Phillips.

PS. A series of letters on the state of Ireland, the

manners and characters of its inhabitants, &c. , &c.,

would be well read in the Montlihj Magazine^ would

be worth as much to me, and would afterwards sell

separately.

Such as it was, the Novice of St. Dominic was pub-

lished — and succeeded. It is certainly a very amu-

sing novel; there is an exuberance of fine words and

ardent descriptions of the sensibilities of the heroine,

as well as of her personal charms; but there is also an

idea of something better — an idea of duty and the

preference of principle to inclination. There is the

usual fault of pedantry; the heroine is terribly well

educated by her model lover De Sorville; and they
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talk elegant literature together in a style that would
have eclipsed the talk at Mrs. Montagu's parties. It

shows a great improvement upon her first book; and
there is a freedom of hand and a facility of invention

which give promise of entertainment to come. The
Novice of St. Dominic was a favourite with Mr. Pitt,

and he read it over again in his last illness, a piece

of good fortune for a book of which any author might

be proud.

CHAPTER XXII.

A SUCCESSFUL AUTHORESS.

Sydney was now become a successful writer, with

her name in the papers, and her praises in the post-

office. She was petted by her publisher and, perhaps,

a little spoiled by her public. Private incense, too,

was offered to her taste, her beauty, and her genius —
offered with the abundance and the fervour of Irish

compliment. At times she may have listened to the

charmer more than was wise in a young girl-, at least,

her elders thought and said so. Not that she went
wrong, even by implication or in appearance •— she

had too much sense for that; but she found herself in

a circle where every woman paid her compliments, and
every man, as the mode in Ireland was, made love to

her. She undoubtedly played with the fire; but she

was too busy with her literary projects to do more
than play — a weaker woman might have been con-

sumed.

The following letter, although it has neither date

15*
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nor address, was written to Mrs. Lefanu, shortly after

Miss Owenson's return from London. It was pro-

bably written from Longford House, as Lady Morgan
often referred to the times in which she wrote the

JVild Irish Girl, and always related that a portion of

it was written while on a visit to the Croftons. Miss

Crofton sat for the heroine. The cause of the tempo-

rary coldness of Sydney's friend, Mrs. Lefanu, was an
opinion of the elder lady that, in the intervals of

business, the young lady had been flirting more than

was right. The introduction which Sydney requests

is to Mr. Walker, the author of a History of Irish

Ahisic. She needed some information on the subject

for the Wild Irish Girl.

Sydney Owenson to Mrs. Lefanu.

January 6 ih, i806.

My dear Madam,
I believe the surest mode of reviving your friend-

ship for an object that, Grod knows, has very uncon-

sciously forfeited it, is to tell you that you can be of

some service to her. The foregoing page will tell you
how I am at present employed, having engaged with

Phillips to have the work* finished by the ensuing

month. I left England sooner than I intended, merely

to collect those materials and documents which were
only to be had in the interior parts of L'eland, espe-

cially Connaught, where I have been among my own
relations for some time. I have, however, now re-

tired hither these two months back, "the world for-

getting," though I hope not, "by the world forgot."

* The ^Yih^ Irish Girl.



A SUCCESSFUL AUTHORESS. 229

I see no human being, write eight hours a day, some-

times more, and shall be ready for another venture to

London by the first week in February. The favour

I have to request of you is this: I am told you know
]\Ir. Walker^ and that he has written an account of

Irish music and Irish bards. In my little work I have

treated on both; but after the most diligent research

I cannot gain any certain information relative to the

Irish harp. I have read all that has been written on

the subject by historians and antiquaries; but notJdng

on that subject by a musician. I know its construction

and form; but what I want to know and what per-

haps Mr. Walker can tell you, is the musical system

of the instrument; by what rule it was tuned, how
the change of keys was produced, and whether it was
susceptible of chromatics? This, my dear Madam, is

giving you a great deal of trouble, but as it affords

you an opportunity of serving another, I am sure it is

also giving you some pleasure.

Have you seen my Novice of St. Dominic'^ I long

much to hear your opinion of it, that is if you shall

think it worth one. Pratt, the author, has written to

me, for leave to select the best passages from that and

St. Clair ^ and to publish them in a work called The

Morality of English Novels. This is very flattering,

and this you will say, "is all the egotism of author-

ship," and so it is; but before I check the dear theme,

I must tell you that my Irish melodies are doing

wonders in London, and that I have published a song

at Holden's, Parliament Street, dedicated to Lady
Charlotte Homan, which I wish you much to see and

hear.

S. OWENSON.
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Mrs, Lefanu, wlio accepted her young friend's

amenh in good part, did what was requested; wrote

to Mr. Walker, who expressed himself much gratified

by the application, when a friendship began between
himself and Miss Owenson, which lasted the remainder

of his life. The following letters are interesting for

their own sake, as well as supplying a link in Miss

Owenson's history and correspondence.

Whilst engaged in writing the Wild Irish Givl^

Miss Owenson this year published a collection of

poems and melodies, most of which had been written

at various times. The little book was entitled the

Lay^of the Irish Harp ^ and was published by Phillips.

It had some success at the time it appeared; but Syd-

ney .Owenson is one of the many "Sapphos" whose
songs have passed away.

J. C. Waller to Sydney Owenson.

St. Valeri, Bray,
ilh Feb. 1806.

Madam,
I am just honoured with your obliging favour of

30th ultimo. It would make me truly happy to pro-

mote in any way your elegant undertakings. Any
assistance I can afford you may freely command.

With Mr. Burton's publication, I am but slightly

acquainted. I think, however, with you, that the

Preface was contributed by the Bishop of Clonfurt.

It was his Lordship who first mentioned the publica-

tion to me. He spoke with approbation of the Collec-

tion of Airs.

The compass of the Irish harp is certainly confined.
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It is a very imperfect instrument. Tlie Welsli have

improved considerably upon it. Their instrument is

much superior to ours. Our harp, however, answered

perhaps sufficiently the purpose for which I believe it

was usually employed — I mean as an accompaniment

to the voice. On many occasions, I presume, the

bard did little more than sweep his hand over the

strings of his harp while he recited the "Tale of other

Times."

I am rejoiced to find that Carolan's harp is pre-

served.

You are now in a part of the island where many
of the Finian tales are familiarly known. You will, of

course, collect some of them, and, perhaps, interweave

them with the work on which you are at present em-

ployed. If you could obtain faithful descriptions of

some of the scenes of those tales, you would heighten

the interest of your romance by occasionally intro-

ducing- them. On the summit of Slieve Guillen, lies

the scene of The Chase ^ which has been so admirably

translated by Miss Brooke. As it does not appear

from your letter, that you are acquainted with her

Reliqiies, permit me to recommend that inestimable

work to your particular attention. Benham , the prin-

ter, in Great George's Street, South, is in possession

of a few copies. When I shall hear of your arrival in

Dublin, my bards shall find their way to you.

With the plan of your work I am unacquainted.

Perhaps you hdve taken for a model, the prose romance
of the Irish, which was, I believe, generally inter-

spersed with poetical pieces, like the Spanish romance

(see Percy's Meliques for an account of the JItstory of
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the Civil Wars of Granada) or, to refer to a modern
production, The Mysteries of Udolpho.

If I might presume to offer any advice in regard to

style, I would beg leave to recommend the familiar

in the narrative parts. In the impassioned parts, it

might rise sometimes to the lofty. In real life, the

language of the passions is various and alvrays appro-

priate. This, the writer of fictitious history should

always keep in mind. The language of simple narra-

tion, where the passions are unconcerned, should be

easy, elegant, and familiar. Such, I am sure, madam,
is the language you will employ. And I am equally

certain, that in the impassioned parts of your work,

you will employ the words that hurn^ or mclt^ as the

occasion may require. But I am, I fear, taking an

unwarrantable liberty with you. My motive must be

my apology.

I am happy to find that you still enjoy the pro-

tection of your father. He must be a comfort to you,

while you are a blessing to him. Be so good as to

remember mc to him with great kindness-, and be-

lieve me,

]\Iadam, with much respect,

Your most obedient, humble Servant,

Joseph CoorER Walker.

If Dr. Gamble, of your to-wTi, should have a small

packet for me, might I beg of you to take charpe of it.

I hope you will be able to draw from the Bard of

the Maygelligans , a complete history of his life. It

would make a very interesting memoir. lie is, perhaps,

able to supply many anecdotes of the Bards of the

North during the last century.
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The next letter, written by Miss Owenson whilst

residing with her father and sister, at Londonderry,

gives a picture of herself and her surroundings which,

as she kept no journal in those days, can only be seen

in these incidental glimpses. For many years she kept

nothing but common-place books full of extracts from

the authors she had read.

Sydney Oivenson to Ahs. Lefanu.

LOXDOXDERRY HOTEL
,

Uarch %8lh.

Your letter is precisely ten minutes in my posses-

sion, and while dear papa is playing away, on an old

Cremona^ some fine old Irish airs, and a young mu-
sician, at the corner of my writing-table, is taking down
the melody, here am I, with my poor whirlgig brain

full of basses, trebles, and accompaniments, and my
warm, impulsive heart, full of the most respected object

of its friendship, scribbling away to her as fast as I

can, and humming "Shelah na Conolan," while papa
plays and little Orpheus writes. Apropos of these

national airs, so tastelessly and so shamefully neglected,

I am endeavouring to collect some of the best and
least-known, and to put English words of my own to

their wild and plaintive strains, and I am taking them
down from my father, in preference to any one else,

because he plays and sings them in the true attic style

of Conomarra, and I really believe is more a porte to

the idiomatic delicacies of Irish music than any man
living, besides having the best and most original collec-

tion of airs. There are three or four (to which I have
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adapted words) universally known, tliougli never sung

in the true strains of Irish musical sentiment, and to

which words had been put so vulgar and barbarous as

to throw an air of ridicule over the whole. Of these

are the "Cooleen," whose date could not be ascertained

in the reign of Henry the Eighth, "Savourneen Deelish,"

"My lodgings on the cold ground;" the words of the

latter, however, have a simplicity which I am sure

mine will want, though I have endeavoured to imitate

them. Have you heard "Slielah na Conolan," an air

that breathes the very spirit of pathos; "Kathleen

O'Tyrell," playfully arch; "One touch of your finger

would do your heart good;" one of the same character

"Drimadu," heart-breaking and wild, and "Grace

Nugent," whose melody is tinctured with Italian

elegance, and is the best of Carolans love songs; by
way of experiment, I put Italian words to "Planxy
Power," which is itself truly Italian, and having sung

it, con amore for one of our rustic amateurs, they

acknowledged it at once to be one of Sarti's soul-

dissolving airs, especially as it was written on the same

page with "Lungi." Now, whether it is in my national

enthusiasm or my national prejudice, or call it what

you will, I really believe this country to have a music

more original, more purely its own, more characteristic,

and possessing more the soul of melody, than any other

country in Europe. The Italians, who now give the

key-note to the music of every other country, have, in

my opinion, none of their own. Theirs is the music of

science. I have at this moment by me about a hundred

and fifty ancient and modern Italian ballads, as sung

by the Venetian gondolieri, and by the Eoman and

Tuscan peasantry, and if the character of national music
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is anywhere to be found, it must be in those airs,

breathed in the "native wood-notes wild" of the natural

and unscientific musician. But in these wretched ariettes

there is only a monotonous recitative strain without

melody^ and incapable of being harmonized before the

modern scale of music Avas given to Europe by the

monk Guy Aretin; the sweet airs of my native country

were as conformable to the laws of modern composi-

tions, as the Iliad of Homer to the rules of criticism

before Aristotle drew up his fundamental rules for

forming an epic poem; besides that, then and ever,

they breathed the sweetest intonations of the passions of

the heart, and so now I have beat the Italians out of

the field, and my triumph is complete, and there is no

more to be said about the matter, only give me your
applause! Oh, but there, I intended all this letter should

be about a sarsenet mantle and knowing little hoods,

which give one that delightful disinvoHiira air I love so

much ; but then papa's violin is ringing in my ears, and

then, like other wandering luminaries, I keep moving
in my own sphere by the power of harmony (for music

is my sphere, and I believe that philosophy is a little

obsolete) ; but no matter, it answers my purpose just

now as well as the Copernican or Newtonian systems

combined. Pray do you observe, I have given an

armistice to my "II Penseroso" mood, and my good

spirits hold an armed neutrality between my real and

my fancied sorrow, and that though I am "most mu-
sical," I am not "most melancholy," and that, in short,

I am restored to my usual hizzare random tone of mind.

Oh, but Gre.'^set, from whom you quote the happiest

lines of his happiest poem — I never could get a full

feast of that charming writer, but only at intervals
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snatched a litte lonne hoiiche tliat incited my appetite

without satisfying it. I adore those socializing poetic

powers that smile in his social and familiar works. His

patriotic ode is very fine-, his Merchant is equal to any-

thing of Moliere's, and there is a sentiment in his ode,

"Au Roi," which ought to be written in letters of gold.

"Le cri d'un peuple heureux est la seul eloquence qui

S9ait parler aux Rois."

As I have not unpacked my books nor music, nor

shall do so whilst here, I have been thrown upon the

rational resources of painting ivatch papers^ and rifling

the riches of a circulating library. There is a fine

romance by a fine scholar of Cambridge, where an
Italian lady, in a glowing Italian summer evening, who
(after a day's travel in Italian scenery) goes into an

Italian inn, and calls for a good fire and a hot sup-

per. This, and a thousand other little incongruities

observed in the stuff I have been reading, convinces

me of the truth of Walpole's assertions — that even to

write a novel requires a considerable portion of general

information, knowledge, and intelligence, besides talent

— not that any of these requisites were necessary to

show my poor author that a bower, al fresco^ would

have been more grateful to his fair traveller than the

kitchen comforts of an English inn, besides making his

heroine talk of a pounded cow in the loth century, and

in Florence. Pray ask your learned Domine, Tom, if

they pounded cows in those days in Italy, or whether

it was not introduced in a later age by some tyrant

English farmer. The name of this intemperate work is

Isabel^ and you can have a thousand such for sixpence

per work, that have gone through three or four editions,

which shows that the fools carry it all to nothing in the
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present day, for my part I know not what tine destiny

of my bagatelle may be, for like La Cliossel, " Je n'ai

pas entrepris de plaire a tons les sots." Now tell me,

in your next, you are luell^ and then I promise you you
sliali have no more voluminous farragoes of this kind,

for you may perceive I am acting up to Moliere's

definition of a physician, "Un qui conte dcs fabrioles

dans les chambres des malades," and am I not at this

moment in your little boudoir prattling away to you,

as I hope soon to do. I envy you the society of Mrs.

IIoBnan.

S. 0.

Miss Owenson had now completed her first national

story, the Wild Irish Girl. Sir Richard Phillips was
charmed with his new author, but he wished to mono-

polize her talent without paying the price. Miss Owen-
son, not in the least disposed to meet his views, wrote

to Johnson, an opposition publisher, in St. Paul's

Churchyard, and the following exceedingly droll cor-

respondence from the rival publishers is the result of

this application.

Miss Owenson had received that special blessing

prayed for by the quaint Scotch clergyman "a gude

conceit o' hersel," and it stood her in good stead all

her life.

Sir E. Fliillips to Sydney Otocnson.

April o, 1806.

Dear Madam,
I did not suppose that a mother would deprive a

father of his child!
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Slie must not, however, be tolerated in an act of

extortion, presuming on his affection!

He will do all that can be demanded of parental

affection, and he conceives he has already deported

himself with a liberality dictated by his feelings for

both mother and child.

But if she will be headstrong, &c,, &c., &c., she

must even take her course!

Believe me, dear madaifi,

Affectionately and sincerely yours, &c.,

E. Phillips.

J. Johnson^ to Miss Oicenson.

St. Paul's Churchyard,
London, April 5, 1806.

Madam,
If I had not seen specimens of your powers, an

answer to your letter would have been very easy, as

it is, I hesitate. You have been offered a very liberal

sum; not much more — say a hundred pounds per

volume is the most, as far as my knowledge extends

— that has been given to the most popular writers,

after their characters were established, for works of

this nature and size. Admitting this to be your price,

the volumes should be large, as they cannot be sold

under five shillings, at the least, unbound, — not less

than three hundred very honest pages. At my time

of life, when, instead of advancing I ought perhaps to

withdraw, I may be acting imprudently; but I cannot

turn a deaf ear to your superior merit.

In depicting the miseries of the poor, your object,

I trust, is not to infiame them, but to excite the atten-



A SUCCESSFUL AUTHORESS. 239

tion of tlie rich to tlieir relief. To whomsoever you
send your MS. I recommend your keeping a copy,

wliicli should be transcribed page for page, not only

to guard against loss, but for the sake of sending re-

marks should any offer.

I am, Madam, your obedient servant,

J. Johnson.

Sir E. Phillips to Sydney Owenson.

April 5, 4806.

Dear Madajc,

I write because the season, the London season, is

now at its height, and this is the moment for a work
like yours to appear.

The Novice did not meet with due notice at first,

owing to the bad season of its appearance.

On sending off the MS. you may draw on me for

fifty pounds,

I assure you that I am exceedingly well pleased

with the Novice, and a second edition will be wanted
by the time the new work is launched.

Believe me,

Very sincerely, yours, &c., &c.,

R. Phillips.

J. Johnson, to Sychuy Owenson.

St, Paul's Churchyard,
London, April li, iS06.

Madam,
I am favoured with your letter of the 8th, and as

you wish for a more explicit declaration of terms, I
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hereby agree to give you three hundred pounds, British,

for the copyright of your work , entitled the Wild Irish

Girl, on condition that it make three larg-e volumes in

duodecimo. With respect to a farther consideration, I

would not advise you to look for it — in my own ex-

perience I have not had an instance, when, after giving

such a price, even liberality required it. After you are

perfectly satisfied with the copy, or, to speak more
properly, satisfied that you can make it no better, it

will be well to send it, by post if possible to get it

franked, as the season is far advanced, to, madam.
Your very obedient servant,

J. Johnson.

A dozen copies will be at your service.

Sir R. Phillips to Sydney Owenson.

April 18, 1S0G.

Dear Madam,
I write (in the greatest haste) to say, that agreeably

to your proposal of my meeting the overture of a lady

— a young and beautiful lady, one with v.^hom I have

been long enraptured— I will give two hundred pounds

for the Wild Irish Girl, now, and fifty pounds on the

publication of the second and the third editions re-

spectively.

The two hundred pounds to be drawn for in three

notes, of fifty pounds each, at two, four, and six

months, from the 1st of May, and the other fifty

pounds at nine months from the day of publication.

The fifty pounds from the new editions to be drawn
at six months each.

When I wrote my first of the two letters I thought
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we had sold but six hundred and fifty copies of the

Novice, and I then fouud we had sold seven hundred

and ten, my stock-keeper having mistaken.

I gave you leave, therefore, to draw for the pre-

mium on the second edition, and also for fifty pounds

on account of my own child, which you have hitherto

so cruelly detained, but which I was confident you
could not persist in witholdins: from his fond parent!

My terms were those which a cahiilation indicated

as just and liberal, and you know I told you at the

outset that I was nothing better than a calculator.'

You will, however, I fear, make something more ofme!
I have now advanced fifty steps instead of one,

which is more than you desired; you are, therefore,

mine, all mine, even by agreement, leaving the ic/'ll

out of the question!

God bless you, and believe me always devotedly,
Your calculating lover,

R. Phillips.

Sh' R. Phillips to SyJney Owenson.

Dear Madam, April io, isoe.

It provokes me that a foolish spirit of revenge and
retaliation in Mr. Johnson, owing to my giving Mr.

Carr five hundred pounds for his Sorthern Summer, for

which he had offered but one hundred pounds, should

have stimulated him to step between you and me, and
give so monstrous a price for a work which he has not

seen, on a first application; a species of work, too,

wholly out of his line of publication.

I am content, however, because such a spirit can-

not but meet with its own punishment, and because,

though unlairfu.lhj obtained, you are to benefit by it!

Ladij Morgan's Memoirs. I. lb
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Still I am persuaded that my honest {legitimate)

two hundred, and hfty pounds per edition, would have
produced as much to you, and you would have no
qualms of conscience, arising from your having robbed

a parent of his own child.

In the first emotions, after receiving your letters,

Cherry happening to call at the very instant, I re-

solved to outbid Johnson, though I might give five

hundred pounds; some further consideration of the sub-

ject, has however, resolved me not to alter my last

oiBPer of two hundred pounds, to be drawn for in any
way convenient to yourself, and fifty pounds per future

edition after the first of fifteen hundred copies, which

will little more than repay the two hundred pounds.

I am sorry you had not faith in me, and that you
have been misled and dazzled so as not to feel your

true interest. I am ever disposed to give to authors

three-fourths of the product of their labours — and I

could not live with less than the other fourth.

A little calculation (my favourite theme) may satisfy

you that I made you a fair offer; and Johnson might

as well have given you three thousand pounds as three

hundred pounds, stimulated as he is by pique and a

spirit of revenge.

The letter of Mr. Cherry must, therefore, be con-

sidered as nothing. I shall be glad to receive the re-

vised copy of the Novice of St. Dominic as soon as

possible, because it is likely that my little Irish Gir'l

may give new vogue to her elder sister.

I am, Madam,
Your very humble servant,

R. Phillips.
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Sir B. Pldllips to Sydney Owenson.

Mayo, 1S06.

DEAR Madam,
I am convinced you will ultimately find that you

have been foolish and maliciously advised about the

disposal of your new work.

You ought to have done justice to your own feel-

ings and not have been induced to act against your

conscience as you have done.

You know well what is due to me in this affair;

but you are not to be blamed — you have been led

astray by a go-between, whose conduct at my house

ought to have excited your lasting contempt.

The history of all literature will do honour to my
offers, and I am resolved to stand or fall by the liber-

ality of my conduct towards you. My offer of two-

hundred pounds and fifty pounds for future editions, is

all that reason could expect. In asking three hundred

pounds, you were advised to be very unreasonable.

; I say this in perfect good humour, being stimulated

to write by something which has passed to-day from a

well-wisher of mine, and friend of yours — Mr. Atkin-

son. Believe me
Your friend, &c., &c.,

E. Phillips.

Sir B. Phillips to Sydney Owenson.

Bridge Street, May n, ^806.

Dear, bewitching, and deluding Syren,

Not able to part from you, I have promised your

noble and magnanimous friend, Atkinson, the three

16*
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hundred pounds. His appeal was irresistible, and the

Wild Irish Girl is mine, to do with her as I please!

You were too rapid about the Novice. Had her

sister gone to Johnson he must have fathered the

Novice^ also, and have answered your drafts in her

favour.

Write soon, and endeavour to make it up with me.

It will be long before I shall forgive you! at least not

till I have got back the three hundred pounds and an-

other three hundred with it.

If you know any poor bard — a real one, no pre-

tender — I will give him a guinea a page for his

rhymes in the Monthly Magazine. I will also give for

prose communications after the rate of six guineas per

sheet. Your attention to this will oblige me, and may
serve some worthy geniuses.

Believe me always yours,

Whether you are mine or not!

K. Phillips.

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE WILD IRISH GIRL.

Industry was Miss Owenson's great characteristic.

She had no sooner finished and published the Novice

than she once more set to work — this time it was

upon a work by which her re^DUtation was to be made
as a novelist.

The Wild Irish Girl., or, as it was at first intended

to be called, the Princess of Innismore.^ was, in some
measure based on a curious circumstance in Miss Owen-
son's own life.
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A young man, Eicliard Everard, had fallen violently

in love with Miss Owenson; his father discovered it and
was displeased. This son had no money, no profession,

and was a very idle young man. Miss Owenson had
no money either, and it looked a very undesirable

match. Mr. Everard, the father, called upon Miss

Owenson, stated his objections, and begged her to use

her influence to make his son Richard take to some
employment, and tried to obtfiiu her promise not to

marry him. Miss Owenson had not the least inclina-

tion to marry him, but nobody likes to be peremptorily

desired to refrain even from a course they are "not
inclined to." Still, Sydney Owenson spoke so wisely,

and conducted herself so pleasantly, that the father

actually became desirous of doing himself what he had
forbidden his son to think of Miss Owenson was no
more disposed to marry the father than she had been
to marry the son. He became, however, a very firm

and kind friend to her father, assisting him both with

counsel and money. Mr. Everard kept up a long and
earnest correspondence with Miss Owenson, confiding

to her with singular frankness, all his own concerns

and private affairs; and constantly entreating her to

use her influence over his son to turn him from his

idle courses.

The history of this curious friendship is detailed in

the story of the Wild Irish Girl^ where her father

figures as the prince of Inuismore, Mr. Everard and
his son as Lord M— , and Mortimer; though the

beautiful atmosphere of romance which clothes the

story in the novel was entirely absent in the matter of

fact.

The character of the Princess of Innismore was
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afterwards identified with Lady Morgan, and until

her marriage she was always known in society by the

sobriquet of Glorvina.

The great secret of the success of the Wild Irish

Girl was, that it conveyed in a vivid and romantic

story, curious information about the social condition,

the manners, customs, literature, and antiquities of Ire-

land. There was in it a passionate pleading against

the wrongs and injustice to which the people and the

country were subjected. The work dealt with the false

ideas about Ireland which prevailed in England at that

period of misconception and misrule. As these pleas

were put forth in an interesting form, they were

eagerly read. The following letter is from Mr. Everard,

the original of Lord M— , the father of the Mortimer

of the novel:

J. Everard to Sydney Owenson.

Sligo
,

November iOth, 1807.

Tuesday niyht.

1 have read a letter from Richard, — poor fellow!

After dissipating much of Ms own time, and a great

deal of my money, he has been obliged to enter into a

special pleader's office (for which I was forced to pay

one hundred guineas as his admission fee), in order to

become what is called a black-letter man— a mechanical

lawyer. This is no great proof of abilities!

I must very shortly leave this for Dublin, perhaps

for England, if my health permits. I would like to

see you before I went. I would gladly spend an hour

with you some morning, if I could do it without an-

noying your family, but, doubtful of my reception, I
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am somewhat afraid of adventuring. Tell me, if I can

go, will I see you icithout inconvenience? Tell me
more, in confidence. Can I be anything to you? for

my hand, my heart, and my purse are freely at your

command. You can't confer a greater obligation on me
than to suffer me to minister to your co?ivenience. With
cordiality and truth,

I am your attached and faithful friend,

J. EVERARD.

Wednesday morning.

I beg to know where your father is. What is he

doing, or what prospects does he entertain? Is there

any prospect that his clecline of life will be rescued from

that miserable state! How, or where is your sister?

I am interested for everything that concerns you.

Unjustly were you dissatisfied at her writing to me; 'tis

she who ought to be displeased, not you.

Do you spend the winter at Longford? When do

you go to Dublin? I am anxious to see you, and
loiter away a little time with you; but, alas! neither

you nor I can afford to be idlers, at least indulgence

is not for me; but I am trifling, adieu,

J. EvERARD.

PS. Would to God you would write less indistinctly,

I am only eternally guessing at your meaning. Perhaps,

like the oracles of old, you wish your characters may
have double meanings.

In July, 1806, Miss Owenson quitted Dublin, ap-

parently on a whim of the moment, and went to visit

her mother's relatives in Shrewsbury; who, if surprised,
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were also highly delighted to see her. She had the

faculty of making a holiday wherever she went. Her
personal favour kept pace with her public popularity,

her friends' deliglit in her success, gave it a plea-

sure and a value not its own. A letter from Shrews-

bury gives some pleasant insight into her way of life

there.

Sydney Oicenson to Olivia Owenson.

Salop, Swan Hill, Court,
July %nd. iS06.

How delightful it is, my dearest darling pet, to ad-

dress you once more at home, and to know you are

comforting my darling papa for my absence; the more

I think of his indulgence to all my whims and eccen-

tricities, the more I feel myself unworthy of such a

father and the further I have travelled from home —
the more I have lived among strangers — the dearer

he and you are to me. If he can forgive me this wild

step, I promise never to have a wish or desire inde-

pendent of him, and never to leave him again whilst he

thinks I am worthy of remaining with him.

Every indulgence, every tenderness, even respect

that is possible for a human being to receive, is paid

to me here. I am carried about as a show, worshipped

as a little idol, and my poor aunt says she cannot help

crying for joy, when she thinks she has such a niece!

Although we have some most respectable folks fre-

quently with us, the chair on her right hand is alv/ays

kept for me, no matter whether her visitors are married

or not.

Whatever I happen to say I like is prepared for

breakfast, dinner or supper; and all her fear is that I
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should look down on everything. As for my uncle,

the cold man to his family, I do what I please with

him — rattle him about — sit on his knee — and he

refuses me nothing-, he says I am the wonder of the

world, and that there never was such a singer in

Shropshire before. The poor man runs about the

tov/n to look for judges, as he says, to listen to me,

because there are so few capable of understanding me.

I am obliged to sing to him every night before he goes

to bed.

Last night I had a famous logical and literary

combat with a young pedantic Cantab, just fresh from

Cambridge, in which I was victorious, and the poor

old gentleman v^^as so pleased that he sat up till one

o'clock, though he usually retires at ten. But kind

and good as my uncle and aunt are, they are nothing

to my dear little affectionate cousins; the two boys are

charming fellows, spirited, clever and polite. Robert,

the eldest, is so like me, that people in the street take

us for brother and sister. He scarcely lives a moment
from me — we draw together and read French —
he drives me about in a nice curricle. My uncle's

curricle is reckoned the handsomest in Salop, and he

keeps four horses. We had the daughters of a Welsh
vicar on a visit, beautiful as angels and to the full as

insipid. Aunt and uncle are always torturing Kobert

to pay them attention, but in vain, his reply is always,

"I must, father, give tJieni up or my charming little

Irish cousin — I have made my election." Mary (my
likeness) is my friend, and Bess, who is going to be

married to a stupid, goodnatured creature, is all kind-

ness. They think me a first-rate dasher, and my
dresses serve as patterns to the whole family. I flatter
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myself I have got something hiowing in that way!
Captain Williams lent me a guitar , whicla I have tuned

like a Spanish one, and spend half the day playing to

them all in the garden.

Yesterday we all went to Condover, one of the finest

seats in England. The paintings, statuary, study, &c.,

passed all conception. The Welsh misses walked, and
Kobert drove "his beautiful cousin" as he calls me I

Do you know I have had a most extraordinary packet

from old Everard; six pages! mostly about Dick. He
seems afraid his son is going over to marry me; but

says he throws himself on my generosity, — and he

begs of me to save him from himself, for that with-

out an independence and without industry, a connec-

tion of that kind would weigh him down for life. He
then recommends him to my care, and begs me to

be his preceptress and guardian, that I will guide his

actions and direct his study, and to sum up all, he

encloses me an order on his banker for twenty guineas

for pocket money! You know my spirit — the order I

returned — and gave him a true and circumstantial

account of my acquaintance with his son from beginning

to end; assuring him that the expected arrival of his

son hurried my departure from London; as my obli-

gations to the father precluded every idea of continu-

ing any intercourse with the son, unsanctioned by his

approbation. I wrote very proudly and very much to

the purpose. He told me you looked well and hand-

some. (Is he not an angel?) I am not fallen away
myself, and enjoy fine health and spirits.

S. 0.

Sydney Owenson had so early begun to exercise
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lier own judgment that she was impatient of inter-

ference and control. In forming an estimate of her

character, it must be borne in mind how peculiarly she

had been always circumstanced.

Endowed with faculties for social success — she

sang well and played well, both on the piano and the

harp — she danced like a fairy (an Irish fairy be it

understood), she was very graceful, and if the testimony

of the many men who fell in love with her may be

believed, she was beautiful. She could tell stories, es-

pecially Irish stories, with a spirit and drollery that

was irresistible; her gift of narrative was very great;

she possessed that rare quality in a woman — humour
— and she was as witty as though Pesprit de tons les

Mortemars had inspired her. From her most tender

years she had been produced in society and encouraged

to produce herself; she had the power to amuse every-

body; of all personal faculties this gift is perhaps the

most seducing and intoxicating to the possessor. Full

of Irish fun and Irish spirits she was entirely bewitch-

ing. She enjoyed her own gifts, and her own evident

delight in her powers was one great secret of her

power of pleasing others. From the very nature of

her position she was, to a certain degree, an ad-

venturess, for she had nothing, and no one to depend

upon, but herself. Her own talents were the means
by which alone she could make herself a position in

the world.

Sydney Owenson was vain — display was natural

to her. She had no mystery, and she never felt the

need of either privacy or repose. Her activity both of

mind and body was indefatigable. Flattered, followed,

admired, she never lost her head, or mistook shadow
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for substance: She loved flattery— it was a necessary

of life to her gay and elastic nature — but she had a

wonderfull}^ shrewd aiDpreciation of its actual value.

She was conscious of her higher powers and she had
higher aspirations than mere social success. Her aspi-

ration was to make her native country better known,

and to dissipate the political and religious prejudices

that hindered its prosperity. She never used her genius

as a vehicle for mere amusement; in her works there

was always some principle to be advocated or elucidated.

Her social success was the mere overflowing of her

life. Neither lovers, friends, nor flatterers, ever turned

her attention from the steady, settled aim of her life —
and that was to advocate the interest of her country in

her writings; and in her own life to set her father free

from his embarrassments, and to procure him a provi-

sion for his old age.

For this she worked hard. These ideas shaped the

purpose of her life, and were to her like a talisman,

which she held fast, and they carried her, almost un-

consciously to herself, through the changes and diffi-

culties which thickly beset her path.

She was possessed of genius, and there was an in-

destructible fibre of honesty and reality in her nature

that enabled her to resist the attrition of the world.

Full of vanity and inconsistencies, she never veiled the

one or troubled herself to reconcile the other. She had

abundance of good sense, and had firmness enough to

abide by its dictates. She had all the selfishness of a

woman obliged to fight her own way in the world, and

to do the best she could for herself; but she was es-

sentially generous and just. She hated all that was

mean or oppressive. She was thoroughly grateful.
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She made for herself steady friends in her youth, and

they continued lier friends to their lives' end, and their

friendship was kept up by their descendants to the se-

cond and third generation. These solid excellencies

were too often covered by the tide of worldliness and

vanity; but they were the solid rock, and were not

washed away. Those who knew her best can testify

to this. Her love for her father and sister was, in her

girlhood, the only sentiment she was capable of feeling;

it lay beneath all her vanity and all her acts of display.

Her success in society derived its charm from their

sympathy; she knew that they rejoiced with her, and

were proud of her; her heart always turned to them,

and this genuine home affection kept her natural in the

midst of all that was most artificial in society.

In the course of 1806, Miss Owenson completed her

Wild Irish Girl. It seemed to set the seal on her lite-

rary reputation; but it was only its foundation. She

loved praise; but she never wasted a moment in stopping

to listen to the voice of her own celebrations. She was

incapable of fatigue, and set to work again at once.

The reading and research needed for her Wild Irish

Girl., had given distinctness to her bias towards all that

could illustrate the manners, customs, ancient history,

and present capabilities of what was then her unfor-

tunate country.

In the autumn of 1806, she made a journey into

the West of Ireland, and there gathered the impres-

sions, scenes, and incidents which she worked up into

two volumes entitled. Patriotic Sketches. The language

is florid and rhetorical, and the sentiment runs too

much "in the Ercles vein;" but there is a truth and

nature throughout the work which makes the reader
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feel that lie is in tlie midst of the scenes described,

and that thej are drawn from the life.

Miss Owenson had a peculiar faculty for seizing

upon the political significance of the events and cir-

cumstances which passed before her eyes. In the

Patriotic Sketches she deals with the political problems

which at that period, and for long afterwards, were
thorny subjects of debate and legislation. Slie deals

with those vexed questions with a vigour and clearness

of insight which proves her to have been both an

earnest and an understanding advocate.

This national sympathy and political sagacity gave

to her national novels a weight and interest, at the

period they were MTitten, far beyond what they would

have obtained as mere works of fiction and amusement-,

they were read, especially in England, by those who
would have shunned graver works,

"A verse may catch him whom a sermon fails."

She was not a blind, unreasoning partizan. She saw

the faults of her countrymen as clearly as their op-

ponents. She had good sense, and had not only a love

of justice, but a knowledge of what justice was — a

qualification sometimes lacking in popular advocates.

She had generosity, also, which made her eloquent;

and she had the gift of putting her views vividly and

distinctly before her readers; the romantic accessories

never confused or veiled the main point in question.

The topics she discussed in these early works, have

long been set at rest. Ireland has had her full meed
of justice, and she has now, for a long time, enjoyed

both a fair field and plenty of favour. The Ireland of

Lady Morgan's days has given place to an Ireland
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whicli is fast becoming all that Heaven made it capable

of being; it is realising all tlie gifts and possibilities

with which the island is so richly endowed. Lady
Morgan's labours to advance this object were in the

burden and heat of the day; when, to be liberal, just,

and moderate in politics (Irish politics especially) was
to be exposed to every species of unscrupulous party

abuse and virulence — to be branded as an atheist,

and, if a woman, to be taunted with profligacy, and to

be considered incapable of any morality. In all she

wrote, Lady Morgan was ever conscientious and fear-

less. She respected her own genius, and always used

it to iUustrate the opinions which she believed to have

grown out of great principles; and no personal consi-

deration of profit or popularity ever turned her aside.

It was during this Autumn journey of 1806, that

the family of Sir Malthy Crofton, Bart., received Miss

Owenson, she used to say, "as a poor relation," in

consideration of the credit she had become to the

family! She remained many months with them, and
she always spoke of the kindness they showed her.

It must have been with a curious mixture of pride

and amusement that she found herself amid the "old

grandeurs" from which Clasagh na Valla had eloped

with her peasant lover, and which she had never ceased

to regret.

Miss Owenson's steady old friend, Mr. Atkinson, of

the Ordnance Office, kept up a kind and paternal

supervision of her interests. This gentleman had been

as kind and affectionate when she was almost friendless

as he was in the sunshine of her prosperity. The
following is one of his many letters. It bears witness

to the affectionate interest she inspired and kept up.
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Lady Morgan never forgot "ancient kindness," nor

neglected old friends for new ones :
—

J. AtMnson to Sydu'^y Owcnson.

MelfieIjD , Dublin ,

Sunday, Hlh Aiigusl 1S06.

My Dear Imogen!

"A rose called by any other name would smell as

sweet." So, in sliort Imoijea or Glorvina, you are

equally tlie same. We called, Saturday, at Sir Wil-

liam Homan's, and talked about you. Lady Charlotte

said my tributary verses to you ought to be prefixed

to the Wild Irisli Girl. Sir William said he was jealous

of me, for he was your slave; but I replied I was your

slave and blackamoor .^
and all this in the presence of

Mrs. A— , and Lady Lonsdale, their aunt J— with

them.

I send you a note from Cooper Walker^ who is in

raptures at your novel. Youll see by the papers that

Moore has very modestly and candidly told the public

the nature of the affair between him and Jeffrey^ who
has made him a satisfactory and handsome amende

honorable^ and all is peace again. But he deserves to

have his fancy chequered like your ladyship's, which

sometimes runs too frisky and floats wildly in the re-

gions of fictitious, indiscreet expression; and, believe

me, I am too much the friend of both not to curb your

foaming and prancing Pegasus whenever it becomes

unruly.

Now, as to your Opera, as I before told you, I like

it much; but really it is a pity to smuggle it into an

after-piece. I send it, therefore, to you to add to it;
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you'll perceive some pencilled remarks of mine. There
is great opportunity for spectacle and decoration, and
the characters, so far, are very well, and the dialogue

and songs very appropriate.

I tell you again, it is better to endeavour at a repre-

sentation on the London stage, both for gain and profit,

than here; lose no time, therefore, in adding to it by
your fancy and invention. Take care of the rest for

your interest. At any rate, in its present incomplete

and ill-written state, and without a title, it is not fit to

be laid before any manager. You must, therefore,

after you have made your alterations, in any way you
choose, get it copied out fairly for a proper book with

a cover. Mind, it is better to write the name of the

person speaking above the dialogue than in the margin;

and the songs to be inserted more in the centre, and
distinct from the other writing.

I don't know what name you should give your

off-spring. Tell me of some, and I'll give you my
opinion.

I have at last got your collection of Irish melodies:

it is admirably printed, and I think the words excel-

lent; of course the music is familiar to us. Have you
got a set? If not, if you order one through me I'll

get it forwarded to you.

Had not Z. X. been put to the verses enclosed I

should have sworn them to be yours. Pray keep them

safe for me, I beseech you, for I consider them excel-

lent, and breathe your patriotic tuneful spirit.

With best regards, you'll believe me, my dear Miss

Owenson,
Yours affectionately,

J. A.

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. 17
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PS. Did I send you my verses written at Donning-

ton in 1802, at Lord Moira's, which have just stole

into print?

The following offer from Phillips, for an tinseen

volume of poems, and the remonstrance coupled with

it are whimsical, and belong to a golden age of success-

ful authorship. Whilst all Lady Morgan's novels are

extant at the present day— having most of them been

reprinted in a popular form within the last few years

— her poetry, with the exception of the sparkling bal-

lad of "Kate Kearney," has passed away and left no

trace.

Sir B. Phillips to Sydney Oivenson.

Bkidge Street, London,
September %9th, 1806.

Dear Madam,
When you compare me to a Jesuit and a Jew, you

must be acting under the conviction of the slavery in

which I am held by your fascinations! I would resent

such treatment if experience in such matters had not

taught me that in struggling against female caprice

and despotism, the invariable effect is to draw one's

chains the tighter and to make them still more galling

and potent.

If I buy the poetry without seeing it, it is obvious

that affection gets the better of prudence, and that you

and not the poems., are the chief object of my purchase.

On such an occasion, I can only lament that my means

are not equal to my inclination. Without meaning to

play the Jesuit, I declare that you should draw on me
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for a thousand pounds, if my other engagements and
the profits of my business enabled me to honour such

a draft. My personal regard would assign no bounds,

if I were not restrained by "Jewish" calculations and
"Jesuitical" doubts!

In one word, then, I will give one hundred pounds
for the poems, to be drawn for at six and eight months,

from the 25th of October; and I will give other twenty-

five pounds on the publication of second and third edi-

tions respectively. It is my hope that this will satisfy

you — not from any profit I may derive from the

publication, but because I desire to possess a niche in

your afi'ections!

The Wild Irish Girl begins to move as it ought

and as I could wish. Another month's sale equal to this

last will occasion me to begin to think of a new edition.

Charles Watson read the proofs, and he has great skill

in your topics. Send me your corrections directly and
I will use them.

The beauties of her younger sisters have brought
the Novice into vogue, and for every twenty-four ad-

mirers of the former half-a-dozen start in favour of the

latter.

But really you are too sanguine, even more so than

I am; I, who half ruin myself by the varmth with

which I espouse the interests of those with whom I am
connected. You are in the high road to fame and re-

putation if you will not run out of the course.

Mr. Pratt is still at Woodstock; Dr. Wolcot dines

with me every Sunday, at Hampstead, with some others

of your admirers. I would not for the whole world
tell them of our bickerings and of your hard dealings.

17*
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Most of them, however (and what men have not), have

suffered from the cruelty of your sex.

God speed and mend you, and, believe me, always

Yours, ^c, &c.,

K. Phillips.

A letter from the father of Miss Edgeworth has an

interest that dates from "dear long ago," to most

readers.

E. L. Edgeivorth to Sydney Owenson.

[Edgeworth House,
December %3rd, i806.

Madam,
I have just read your Wild Irish Givl^ a title which

will attract by its novelty, but which does not well suit

the charming character of Glorvina.

As a sincere and warm friend to Ireland, I return

you my thanks for the just character which you have

given to the lower Irish, and for the sound and judicious

observations which you have attributed to the priest.

The notices of Irish history are ingeniously introduced,

and are related in such a manner as to induce belief

amongst infidels.

It is with much self-complacency that I recollect

our meeting, and my having in a few minutes' conver-

sation at a literary dinner in London, discovered that

I was talking to a young lady of uncommon genius

and talents.

I believe that some of the harpers you mention were

at the Harpers' Prize Ball at Granard, near this place,

in 1782 or 1783. One female harper, of the name of
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Bridget, obtained the second prize; Fallon carried off

the first. I think I have heard the double-headed man.

My daughter published an essay on the subject of that

prize in an obscure newspaper, of which we have no

copy. I shall try at the printers to obtain a copy, that

I may publish it in one of the respectable monthly

magazines, with a view to speak my sentiments of your

work to the English.

I think it is a duty, and I am sure it is a pleasure,

to contribute as far as it is in my power, to the fame
of a writer who has done so much, and so well, for her

country.

Maria, who reads (it is said), as well as she writes,

has entertained us with several passages from the Wild

Irish Girl, which I thought superior to any parts of

the book which I had read. Upon looking over her

shoulder, I found she had omitted some superfluous

epithets. Dare she have done this if you had been

by? I think she would have dared-, because your

good taste and good sense would have been instantly

her defenders.

I am, dear Madam,
Your obedient servant,

Richard Lovell Edgeworth.
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CHAPTEE XXIV.

OLD IRISH HOSPITALITY.

During her stay at Longford House, a real old

Irish country-house, Miss Owenson saw a great deal of

the primitive manners of the old country gentry. She
used to give amusing descriptions of the stately gran-

deur of these remote "ancestral halls" with the mix-

ture of sordid discomfort. The footmen in splendid

liveries somewhat tarnished, with "gold lace galore,"

coming up to the drawing-room hare-footed — unless

it happened to be some high festival. The rollicking

plenty streaked with meanness of the old Irish house-

keeping, and the mincing delicacy of pronunciation in

which some of the superfine ladies tried to disguise

their brogue were all dwelt on; Lady Morgan used up
her reminiscences in a description of a country festivity,

a "Jug Day," so called from all the county being

invited to drink a cask of claret, sent as a present

"from a cousin in Bordeaux." The whole scene is so

racy and so evidently a recollection from the life, that

the reader who has not read the O'Briens and G'Fla-

\ liertys^ will be glad to have it in the present chapter,

to which in point of time and place it properly be-

longs: —
THE MISS MAC TAAFS.

THE LADIES OF BOG MOY.

With views as narrow as their sijhere of action,

and with a sharpness of temperament, concentrated in
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their own little interests, tlieir eternal expression of

their petty grievances and fancied injuries, was hu-

morously contrasted with the remote obscurity of their

lives and position. Impressed with the highest sense

of their own consequence, full of contempt for all that

was not of their own caste, class and sphere, they

were yet jealous of the fancied neglect, even of those

on whom they looked down, and perpetually at variance

with each other. Such as they were, the Ban Tiernas^

or fair chieftains of Bog Moy, were strong, hut not

rare illustrations, of the fallacy of those theories which

give to the icorld every vice, and to solitude every

virtue. The distance of their residences was consider-

able, the ways impassable; nothing, therefore, less than

some great family festival, like the "Jug day" sufficed

to draw together the representatives of the ancient

chiefs of Connemara and Tar Connaught, from their

nooks in the mountains, or the courts and castles "on
the other side of Galway town."

By the great Protestant authorities, the Hawkses
and the Proudfoots (and their dependents), these ladies

were looked upon like other very old Protestant families,

as half Papists and whole Jacobites (a race in those

remote regions even then not quite extinct).

The last of the old pack of cards had now been

sent out by "Paddy the Post," and distributed through

the country. No vague apprehension of who would or

would not accept the invitations, disturbed the habitual

stateliness of the Miss Mac Taafs. The long contem-

plated "Jug day" arrived. Each of the sisters sailing

about with her hands dropped into the depths of her

capacious pockets, gave orders for certain "cuttings
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and cosherings" on the county, whidi were always

exacted upon occasions.

Tributary poultry and tributary fish came teeming

in from tenants on sea and land, in kreels and kishes,

with guiggard trout from Lough Corrib, butchers'

meat from St. Grellan, and whiskey from every still in

the barony. Linen was drawn forth from chests and

coffers, which for colour and antiquity resembled the

"Singe du Sorbonne;" and mould candles were pre-

pared by the indefatigable Grannie-my-Joyce, which

might have come within the meaning of the bye-laws

of the town, directed against "candelles that give ne

light ne sight."

Cadgers came crowding to the back way, and beg-

gars to the bawn. Pipers and harpers assembled from

all parts; and the pipe of claret (Jn honour of ichicli the

feast IVas given) and which occupied the withdrawing-

room, that had long served the purposes of a cellar,

was crowned with branches, and raised on a lofty bier

within view of the guests. As the "Jug day" in-

timated an invitation of twenty-four hours at least, no

particular time was fixed for the dinner. The guests,

well aware that they could not come too early nor

remain too late, poured in, as their own convenience,

distance of residence, &c., dictated. Some came by

the coast road, the "tide being out," and others on the

coast dependant on high water, sailed at an earlier

hour into the creek of Bog Moy; but the greater

number, male and female, rode single or double over

moor and mountain, "the bog being dry," (an event

frequently announced in the invitation), a spigot was

given to the holy keeping of Father Festus, for tapping

the pipe and filling the first jug.



OLD IRISH HOSPITALITY. 265

The gradual '"''coming in'''' of the ^^ mere Irim'''' as

they descended from brake or hill, on saddle or pillion,

or on low-backed cars^ which upon such occasions as

the present had a feather-bed and counterpane spread

over it, for the double purpose of state and ease, such

a vehicle has often transported as much beauty and

even diamonds to the seat of rural festivity, as might

grace the dinners of the British metropolis.

The women on horseback were nearly all clothed

in the same costume, enormous full-plaited cloth shirts,

capotes and calashes.

As the fallen roof of "th'ould withdrawing-room"

had not been restored, and the floor of the new one

(now the cellar) had never been laid down, — as the

dining-room was strictly appropriated on the "Jug
day" to its purpose,— the best bed-room, which opened

into the dining-room, was constituted into a salon de

reception for the time being. The room being rarely

inhabited, required a fire to render it endurable, and

the swallows of Bog Moy, not contented with the

chimneys of the Brigadier's tower, had made a con-

siderable lodgment in this room; and on opening the

door a sudden gush of smoke rushed down into the

chamber, and scattered the ashes in such dark thick

clouds, that nothing could be distinctly seen but that

the room was crowded to suffocation. "Weary on the

smoke," said Miss Mac Taaf One "dissonant con-

sonant" name followed another, with genealogical

illustrations, as unpronounceable as those of the He-
brews; cousinships, twenty times removed, were claimed

and acknowledged (a ceremony which seemed to have

no end). Several ladies were seated chatting and

laughing upon "the best bed," every seat in the room
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being" occupied by tbe fair portion of the guests, while

the men stood in groups in the centre and near the

door, all talked gaily and unreservedly — no rustic

bashfulness, no awkward reserve. Good stories, bon

mots and sallies of humour, were plentifully poured

forth to enliven the details of country and local topics.

As the smoke passed off, it was discoverable that the

slough of overall cloth petticoats and capotes had been

cast off, like columbine's, and a display of French silks

and point lace, of fashions from Bordeaux, and flowers

from Oporto, was exhibited, which might have put the

petites maUresses of the capital to the blush, and which

proved that the intercourse kept up between the Con-

naught gentry and their exiled kindred, and commercial

correspondents on the continent, was still in consider-

able activity. Every eye beamed life, and every

countenance was full of intelligence, and though the

brogue of many was sufficiently obvious, and the pret-

tiest lips made iveavers rhyme to savours, meat to fate,

and mean to gam, (as SAvift did long after he had
associated with the Harleys and the Bolingbrokes) yet

to voices as soft as the smiles that accompanied them,

much might be forgiven on the score of mere pronun-

ciation. At last, James Kelly, maitre cthotel and major

domo of the establishment, in a most stentorian voice

announced, that "the dinner was dished," and the

gentlemen, according to order, were bid to "Lade out

Lady O'Flaherty, of Limon Field, who, I believe, now
that the Moycullens are not to the fore, is the greatest

lady in the county; for it's a rule at Bog Moy, that

the Milesians ever take the wall of the Strongbownians,

and no disrespect meant, neither to the English by
descent nor to the thirteen tribes, no, nor the half
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tribes, since all here are gentry bred and born, and
not a Cromwellian nor a Williamite in the whole party,

I'll engage."

This exordium being pronounced and followed by
a general applause, the lady, the venerable subject of

many of Carolan's inspirations, moved slowly on, fol-

lowed by the O'Maillies (of Achille), the Joyces (of

Joyce's country), and others of the great aboriginal

families of Connemara and Mayo. Then came the

Darcys, the Dalys, the Skirrets, and the Ffrenches,

with the Burkes, Blakes, Bells, and Bodkins, and all

that filled up the list of tribes and half tribes of Gal-

way, of those who could, and those who could not,

claim cousinship. The Protestant clergyman of the

parish of Bog Moy (a parish without a congregation),

bowed out Father Festus (the priest of a congregation

without a church), and the Provost of St. Grellan gave

the 2?as to the Mayor of Galway. Sixty jjersons to be

seated! The horse-shoe table, the side -board, side-

tables, and window-stools, which, with "a plate on the

knee," and "a bit in the corner," at last providing for

all. Grace being said. Miss Mac Taaf stood up, and,

with a cordial welcome in her "ye," said aloud,

"Much good may it do ye all-," to which all bowed
their heads. The striking up of the pipes and harps

(outside of the door) announced that the "hour of

attack" had arrived. Eounds of beef, which none

resisted, haunches of venison and legs of mutton were

entrees and entremets^ that required no substitution, and
a dormant of a creel of potatoes and a bowl of fresh

butter, left no wish for more brilliant or less sub-

stantial fare, while a vacant place was left for the soup^

which was always served last. Jorums of punch were
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stationed round the capacious hearth, port and sherry

were ranged along the tables, and the door opening

into the withdrawing room, disclosed to view the cask

of claret. The idol to which such sacrifices were to

be made, on altars so well attended and so devoutly-

served — and before the palate was blunted by the

coarser contact of port or sherry, the new tap was
tasted, and it required no skill in augury to divine

that the claret would be out before the company.
" Jeemes, is it on the Persia carpet ye lave them

dishes; what are the cheers for, man?"
James Kelly in vain sought a vacant chair for the

dish he was replacing with a tureen of soup.

Before the cloth was removed, one of the party was
asked by Miss Mac Taaf (who was passionately fond

of music) "Might we take the liberty of troubling you,

Meejor, for a song; may be you'd feavor us with

'Molly Astore?'"

The "Meejor," with looks of conscious merit and
anticipated success, cleared his voice, and took another

glass of claret, pulled up his stock, and fluttered out

his hair, and running through a few modulations at

last began,

"Had I a heart for falsehood framed," &c. , &c. , &c.

Applause, loud and long, followed this beautiful

air, which, being sung with ti'ue Irish pathos and the

finest possible voice, produced an enthusiastic eff'ect

upon organs the best adapted to respond to such an

influence.

"Cousin O'Mailly, I'll take a glass of wine with

you, and to your health and song."

"With the greatest of pleasures, madam."
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The cloth being removed, James Kelly announced
to Miss Mac Taaf, that "the tay was wet, and the

griddle cake and Sally Lun buttered an sarved." She
arose and gave "The King," after which, the ladies

they withdrew to the "best bedrome," amidst many
prayers and supplications to remain— always expected

as a matter of form from the gentlemen. On the ladies

retiring, the claret jugs were again replenished, the

punch was placed by Father Festus on the table, and
the company continued their joyous orgies till mid-

night, when the hall was cleared out for the ball. As
many as had preserved their centre of gravity were
now busied in looking for partners for jigs and countiy

dances.

Miss Mac Taaf consented to move a minuet with

Mr. Joyce (a custom of theirs for the last thirty years

on similar occasions). Jigs, danced with a grace and
spirit that gave the lovely, animated performers,

another "renown" than that acquired by simply ''''tiring

each other doicny A supper, plenteous as the dinner,

was served up as the morning sun shone upon the un-

wearied votaries of pleasure celebrating the last rites

of the "Jug Day" over a "raking pot of tay," which
assembled as many of the party who had not found it

absolutely necessary to avail themselves of Miss Mac
Taaf's barrack beds and shake-downs. Horses, car-

riages, cars, &c,, then filled the bawn, while sails were
hoisted in the creek; and of the merits of the claret

there could be no doubt, for not a drop was left in the cask.

Miss Owenson's letters to Mrs. Lefanu, always tell

more of her own personal feelings than those to any
of her other friends.
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Sydney Owenson to Mrs. Lefanii.

LoNGFOBD House, Sligo, 1807.

"Here in cool grot and mossy cell

"We rural fauns and fairies dwell."

It is really supremely ridiculous to think by what
shabby circumstances and paltry concerns the best

intentions of our friends, and the dearest feelings of

our hearts, are opposed and circumvented in this time-

serving world! For three months back my heart has

incessantly addressed itself to you, without your ever

knowing a syllable of the matter (except instinct or

sympathy favoured the intercourse), and all this for

want of knowing how to free a letter or serve your
purse the deduction of a seven pence! The mere
speculation has so harassed me, that my dear Lady
Crofton's fresh eggs and crammed turkeys have been
nearly counteracted in their nutritive eifects; and
though I do look something more substantial than

when I left town, it is like Father Paul, "not feasting

but mortification that has blown me upy Thus impelled

by my morale and physique (though you paid the forfeit

of a tenpenny bit), I must write to you and prate of

your ivhereahouts.

Well, and how are you, and where are you, belle

et bonne maman? Are your great stag-eyes as bright

and your arms as white as ever? and do you rise su-

perior to the ridiculous rheumatism, and other con-

temptible proofs that you are not quite immortal? and
are you sitting in your little boudoir in Cuff Street,

or in your Cabinet cle Fees at Glasnevin, with the little

stool near your feet that I have so often usurped? and
the little man beside you, I have so often endeavoui-ed
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to seduce? Wherever you are, from my soul I wish

myself there too, though it were only to talk once

more over Miss Carter's poetical homilies (all of which

should end with an Amen), and to be treated, as I

always am, without any manner of deference to the

red nightcap of authorship, or the has lieu of litera-

ture*, for all you seem indeed to care about it, I might

as well never have written a book — been cut up in

the reviews, and cut down in the papers; but there is

no answering for a want of taste! Since we parted,

I have run the risk of being taken up on the Vagrant

Act, and have been actually beadled about from house

to house like a parish pauper. General Brownrigg's

curricle beadled me to Sterling, Mrs. B—'s barouche

beadled me to Bracklin, Mrs. Featherstone's carriage

to South Hill, ]\Ii's. Tighe's part of my way to Fry-

brook, Mrs. Fry's to Holybrook, whence I was beadled

to Longford House, where, like other vagabonds, I am
expiating my past heinous offences by hard labour,

though not spare diet— in a word, notwithstanding the

fatal effects to be expected from the villanies of last

winter, "all my original brightness" is not lost, and
my "glory, though half obscured," still sends forth

some transient scintillations. I write, and read, and
think, seven miles a day, and have only to lament

that Helvetius on the Mind, Montesquieu on the Laws,
or Smith on the Wealth of Nations, have left me
nothing to say on the only subject worthy my talent

or attention, so, as a pis-allcr^ I have begun a very

charming novel, with which I mean to delight the

world, if the world will not persist in delighting me.

What a pity we are never destined mutually to delight

each other at the same moment, and that we are still
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fated to play the respectable parts of two buckets in a

well! By-tlie-bye, a little work of mine will shortly

make its appearance in this world; it is another sketcli

of Ireland, and might serve as a — what do you call

it? — to the Wild Irish Gii'I. However, since I sent

it two months back, no tidings have ever been heard

of it. So Vive la Philosophies for I lose only two

hundred pounds, and, heaven knows, how much fame!

Now write by return. I shall calculate the day and
hour your letter should come— so no delay, and when
you write, tell me how you are, with all the exactitude

you would to your family physician (to whom, dear,

good, kind saint, my most aflPectionate regards), and

tell me if my dear, long-suffering Bess is quite well,

and gay, and wicked as ever-, and if the infallible Tom
is the same ridiculously-perfect, and provokingly- in-

sensible Sir Chas. Grandison I left him; and if Mr.

Lefanu cherishes the same unhappy passion as first

assailed him under the shade of a new str^aiv hat; and

if Mishter Moses commits the same extortions on

people's approbation, as when he played off his Is-

raelitish tricks upon an unsuspecting crowd; but before

you tell me a syllable, present my best love and kisses

to the whole dear party without exception; and do

you ever see Mr. W. Lefanu, and does he still waste

his sweetness on a desert air? By-the-bye, that man
has committed a flagrant breach of trust against the

confidence of Nature, who never intended him to

Give up to party what was meant for mankind.

I wish Mr. and Mrs. Le Bas were comfortably

seated in a sledge, driving a pair of rein-deer over the

snows of Lapland Hill, like the couple in the magic
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lantern; and that tbeir ''''superior friencV would give a

little of those talents to the world which are so much
confined to her fireside. I don't know how it is, but I

feel I am writing myself into a passion! so, before the

paroxysm gets strong, adieu, dearest, kindest and best

of friends.

S. 0.

It is pleasant to find her keeping up her con-espon-

dence with her old pupils at Bracklin Castle; for some
cause or other, her connection with the family of her

second set of pupils at Fort William, had not ripened

into a permanent friendship. The Featherstones had

never lost the afi'ectionate admiration with which they

had from the first regarded her.

Miss Owenson to Miss Featherstone.

Longford HonsE,
October 13lh, 1807.

I was so surprised, and, indeed, mortified by your

silence, that at a hazard I wrote to South Hill. I had,

however, some presentiment that poor, dear mamma's
health was far from being what her friends could have

wished. The account you gave me of her danger

shocked me very much, for I believe there are not

many after her own immediate family that feel a deeper

interest in her; indeed, it would be extraordinary and

ungrateful were it otherwise, for our knowledge of

each other is not a matter of yesterday. Pray present

her my most sincere congratulations on her recovery,

and assure her I look forward with great pleasure to

seeing her well and gay as ever next November;

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I.
1"



274 LADY morgan's memoirs.

indeed, more so, for this severe attack lias, most pro-

bably, cleared her constitution of all her old lingering

delicacies.

Here I am writing and reading every day until I

am black in the face; and eating, and drinking, and

sleeping till I resemble nothing on earth but a full-

blown peony. I have, not ten minutes back, broken

down poor Sir Malby's garden chaii:^with my ponde-

rous weight; little Malby insisted on yoking an old ass

and a little mule to it, and then insisted on my gracing

it with my presence; so, in I got, he mounted the ass,

and away Ave drove towards the mountains, followed by
a flock of ragged children ; when, lo ! in the midst of a

jiool of water down came my vehicle, the mule broke

his traces, and plump I came into the mountain stream,

to the great horror and delight of the surrounding

multitude. I am now just enjoying the comfort of dry

clothes; and while Lady Crofton's maid is actually in

the act of curling my unfortunate hair, I am scribbling

to you. So much for my morning's adventure.

After an age of solitude, during which period a nQW
face would have been a matter of astonishment, we
have our house at present pretty full; we have, among
others, Mrs. and Miss Dowdell (the latter a very ac-

complished nice little girl), who seem to know your

papa and Uncle John, with Sir Thomas and Captain

Featherstone; I believe, they are intimate; we are now,

therefore, jigging away, every night, at an amazing

rate; notwithstanding, I long for my old solitude again.

I like to live either completely in or out of the world,

but a second-hand business, a Birmingham gaiety, is

woeful!

I am getting on famously with my new work ; there



OLD IRISH HOSPITALITY. 275

is but one defeet in it, namely, I cannot read a line of

what I have written, — I -WTote in such a furore of

authorship ! I am sure you will condole with me on the

probable loss of my MSS. and bills ^ for I never have

heard a word about them since I saw you. Lady Cun-
ningham's approbation is luorth having, I know her

character; she is esteemed a woman of superior taste,

and 'tis said, contrived to convince the Emperor Na-
poleon his heart was not so adamantine but a woman
could melt it. I triumph in Mr. GoocWs approbation;

as much news of that kind as you "will, I can take flat-

tery in any way; lay it on with a shovel or administer

it out of a gallon, I can open my mouth and gulp it

down — all! I sincerely want to see you all some time

in November; but I cannot get dear Lady Grafton to

say when she will let me go. Yesterday she said early

in November — to-day she talks of Christmas! And I

am wholly dependent on her, as she takes me herself

to Iloly-hrooh^ 120 miles — Connaught miles. I find I

shall not be in to Mullingar till eight in the evening;

now I gi'eatly fear it will be inconvenient for papa to

send any kind of a vehicle for me; pray use no cere-

mony, I can easily get a chaise there, at all events, I

think I had better sleep that night at Mullingar —
advise me. Well now, bye, bye, dear little gentle

Margaret, my love a thousand times to all your fireside.,

and best compliments and wishes; as well as I can

judge, I shall kiss your fair hand about the middle of

November, as I am anxious to go to toivn before the

1st of December; till then and ever

Most affectionately

Yours,

S. 0.

18*
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CHAPTER XXV.

A NEW FRIEND AND A BROTHER-IN-LAW-

The following letter marks the commencement of a

friendship which lasted unbroken and unclouded till

death set the final seal upon its permanence. Lady
Charleville loved and esteemed Lady Morgan; she had
a great respect for her as a woman, and a profound

admiration of her genius. That Miss Owenson won
such a friend for herself in the height of her first flush

of worldly success, that she was able to retain her as a

friend for life, speaks with emphasis for the sterling

quality of her character. Lady Charleville was herself

a very remarkable woman, remarkable for her own
strength of character and soundness of judgment; a

woman not to be led away either by affection or

vanity. If Miss Owenson had not deserved Lady
Charleville's friendship, it would not have been bestowed

upon her.

"So many deaths we suffer ere we die,"

that it is a singular felicity when an early friend con-

tinues a friend to one life's end.

Lady Charleville was the daughter and sole heiress

of Thomas Townley Dawson, Esq.; she married first,

James Tisdall, Esq., and after his death, she married,

in 1798, Lord Tullamore, who was created Earl of

Charleville in 1806.

The letter which will introduce this clever and



A NEW FRIEND AND A BROTHER-IN-LAW. 277

charming woman to the reader, is endorsed by Lady-

Morgan, "Lady C.'s first letter to me."

The countess of Charleville to Sydney Owenson.

Chaeleville Forest,
June Hth, i807.

Madam,
I return you a thousand thanks for the honour of

your letter, aud I can only say in reply to those too

flattering illusions , which you teach me to , believe at

present exist in my favour, that, what though a very

few hours intercourse must put them all to flight, —
you shall not find me deficient in taste to acknowledge

your merit, or zeal to prove it by every attention in

my power.

Lady Asgill certainly intended me the pleasure of

presenting Miss Owenson, and has a genuine wish to

make known a person whom she esteems and admires;

but crowds and local matters defeat half the time our

most rational objects; however, as neither my health

nor taste permits me to lead a life of hurry anywhere,

I shall request your company in Dublin the first time

I am there, with the select few who are willing to en-

joy a little society, and if anything should bring you
to this country, I should rejoice in the honour of see-

ing you at Charleville Forest.

I am, madam, with perfect esteem of your cha-

racter and sincere admiration of your very elegant

talents,

Your very faithful, humble servant,

Cath. Maria Charleville.
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It is only by tlie incidental mention of them in

letters that we can gather any particulars of Miss

Owenson's life at this period. She kept up a constant

correspondence with Mr. Walker, who was not only

her friend, but her book of reference and her encyclo-

paedia of all things connected with Irish history or

antiquities.

Mr. Walker to Sydney Owenson.

St. Valeri, Bray,
iSth February, 1807.

(In great haste.)

My Dear Madam,
You are perfectly right in enjoying the gay season

of life. When time advances, we must be content to

look on the world through "the loopholes of retire-

ment," as Cowper says. The delicate state of my health

has, in a great degree, banished me from society, but

I am not the less sensible to its charms, and do not

yet despair, if it should please God, of enjoying them
again.

Lady Worthington is an old friend, for whom I have

the highest regard. I beg you may remember me to

her in the kindest manner. She is not only lovely in

her person, but has a most amiable disposition, and an

elegant mind. Cherish her as a friend.

]?oor Mrs. Tighe! Still, however, I am not without

hopes of her perfect recovery. Of Lady Moira's illness

I heard last Wednesday, with the deepest concern. I

have since heard, with infinite pleasure, that she is

recovering. Heaven, I trust, will yet spare her many
years to her friends. I have no friend whose dissolu-

tion I should more deeply deplore.
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I am rejoiced to find that you have another "work

in contemplation. From you more than common success

will be expected. Your name (to use, perhaps, a

vulgarism), is up; and I have no doubt that your future

productions will raise it still higher. As you visited a

part of the country where society is, in some degree, in

a primitive state, you will, of course, be minute with

regard to customs and manners. You should also give

all the traditions that prevail, particularly those rela-

ting to the heroes and heroines of the metrical tales of

the Irish, some of whom, it is said, may be traced to

oriental tales. It is not improbable but you may have

heard stories similar to some of those which you have

read in the Arahicm Nights Entertainmnits. Keep these

^ hints in your mind when you are reflecting upon the

days you spent on the shores of the " Steep Atlantic."

Allow me further to observe, that you should look over

the Irish historians (Keating, O'Hilloran, Leland, &c.),

for such remarkable events as may have occurred in

any of the scenes which you mean to describe. By
relating, or referring to such events, you will give a

stronger interest to your work. But, above all, do not

neglect to describe particularly, all the ancient build-

ings (either houses or castles), and the gardens. You
will thus render your work historic in regard to the

early state of architecture and gardening in Ireland.

You will, I am sure, excuse the liberty I am taking

with you, as I write en ami.

I shall embrace an early opportunity of sending

you the romances. In the meantime I v*^ould beg leave

to recommend it to you. Borrow and read Mr. Ellis's

Specimens of Early English. Romances^ particularly the
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first volume. Mr. Ellis read your Wild Irish Girl,

and was mucli pleased witti it.

I have not seen any of tlie criticisms on your

publication in the Freemaiis Journal. Permit me, as a

friend, to recommend it to you not to disregard the

critics. If they should point out any faults (for no

human work is perfect), silently correct them in a

second edition. Adieu, dear madam. Make my best

compliments to your father, and believe (in haste).

Your obliged and obedient servant,

J. C. W.

I think you should look over the antiquity papers

on the Transactions of the Royal Irish Academy. Any
of the members could get you access to the library,

where you might pass two or three hours with pleasure

and advantage.

It is not, I am sure, necessary to recommend it to

you to avoid all political reflections in your tour.

Miss Owenson had been a collahorateur in writing a

musical operetta, called "The Whim of the Moment."

She wrote the words, and Mr. Cooke, a popular com-

poser of the day, wrote the music, or adapted old

national airs. The operetta itself has long since dis-

appeared, but an occasional copy of the songs and

music may still be found at old book-stalls. It is quite

impossible to guess from them the story of the drama.

The scene was laid in Spain. Spanish ladies and Irish

lovers, who seem to have escaped from shipwreck, sing

pleasantly together. The old-fashioned music lesson

for young beginners, which used to be strummed in all

school-rooms, under the inscrutable title of "Tink a
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Tiiik," occurs in this operetta- it forms the refrain of

a Spanish girl's song to her guitar:

"Tinkle, tinkle; tinkatink!"

Miss Owenson's songs are lively and spirited, and
seem to sing of themselves. There was one charming,

rollicking, Irish song, written with a view to her father,

all about kissing and fighting. The "shilelah" figures

as "This Twig in my Hand," and serves both to swear

by and to fight with. Mr. Atkinson wrote the pro-

logue. The operetta was produced in Dublin, before

a crowded audience. The Lord-Lieutenant went in

state to the first night. It was completely successful;

and it was the last play in which Mr. Owenson sus-

tained a character. He had not acted in Dublin for

many years previously, and the year following the

production of the "Whim of the Moment," he quitted

the stage entirely.

One of the few letters existing from Mi*. Owensou
to his daughter relates to this operetta, and is very
touching: it shows how completely Sydney Owenson
had become the stay of her family.

Robert Owenson to Miss Owenson.

[No dale]

I am afraid my dear Syd your little head will be
quite turned giddy with pleasure and applause. Your
dear sister, my darling Livy, will leave me on Mon-
day, and I should be willing my life should leave me
at the same time; for parting with her, and you away,
is separating soul and body; remember, however, what
I say, as if they were my last words to you, that the
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very first time slie finds the least tiling disagreeable,

that you take her away and send her back to me. She
is, I am afraid, in a poor state of health. I have made
her take four glasses of wine every day for ten days

back, and it has done her, I think, much good. Be
kind to her, and keep her two or three days with you
before she goes. I got her three gowns, and some
other clothes, as well as I knew how. Be sure you
meet her at the coach-office on Tuesday evening, and
have a coach ready. Bring some 7nale fi'iend with

you, that she may not be imposed upon. She will

leave me in very, very low spirits; and God only

knows what I hourly feel for her, and what I am still

to feel when she leaves me. She goes in the same
coach you did.

I think the terms you mention for your farce, hard.

If Cooke is concerned, of course he will exert himself

for the benefit.

Paying the full expenses, which I hear will be a

hundred pounds, is out of all reason. I would stipu-

late for sixty pounds, or guineas, at most.

Bargain I shall go up to play for you, and which

I think he will not refuse, and it would be a great

deal in your way. Phillips, like all the rest, is a

thief. Write fully by Saturday night's mail.

God bless you,

EOBERT OWENSON.

The foregoing letter refers to the separation be-

tween Mr. Owenson and his youngest daughter Olivia.

His circumstances had become more embarrassed, his

health was breaking, and he was not able to keep to-

gether such a home as was desirable for a young and

I
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very beautiful girl. Notliing but the senf?e of wliat

was for her welfare would have induced him to allow

her to leave him. He was proud of Sydney, who
was his friend as well as his daughter; but for Olivia

he had a peculiar tenderness. Amongst the many
friends and acquaintances which Sydney had made for

herself was Mrs. Brownrigg, whose husband, General

Brownrigg, held a high militaiy position in Dublin at

that time. They had two little girls and they pro-

posed to receive Olivia as governess. Olivia's health

was delicate; and she needed care and comforts which

her father could not supply. The Brownriggs were

most kind and considerate, and treated her as though

she had been their own child. The separation that

was so grievous to Mr. Owenson, proved to be a most

fortunate event. Olivia had been but a short time in

the family, when Dr. Clarke, physician to the navy,

and a man of high reputation in his profession, saw
her and became attached to her. Arthur Clarke was
in those days one of the curiosities and celebrities of

Dublin. A dwarf in height, a buck in dress, a wit,

a musician, a man of science, a lover of quips and

anecdotes, a maker of pleasant verses, an excellent

table talker, a lion and a lion-hunter, an adorer of

learning, and genius, and success; such was the tiny,

seductive, and most respectable gentleman, who pro-

posed to the charming governess of General Brown-

rigg's children. Arthur Clarke belonged to the same
Irish set as Tom Moore; and the brilliant little men
had a good deal in common, especially in wit and
song, though Moore had both in far more affluence

than his friend. Clarke, however, had more good

sense and solidity of character. Soon after his ac-
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quaintance with Olivia Owenson began, he made her

an offer of marriage eligible in every way, for he was
not only a most excellent and intelligent man, but he

had a good house in Great George Street, and he kept

a carriage, an advantage which a woman must have

lived in Dublin thoroughly to understand. He possessed

the means of raising his wife above all the harassing

anxieties of which she had seen so much. Mr. Clarke

offered a home for her father and for old Molly, their

faithful servant for so many years. These advantages

were too substantial not to be thankfully considered

by the beautiful Olivia. Pleasant in countenance and
agreeable in manner, as Dr. Clarke was, he was not

exactly the man to captivate the fancy of a young
girl', but the prospect of a home for her father was
an attraction stronger than personal romance, and
Olivia Owenson engaged herself to become, in due

season, Mrs. Clarke.

CHAPTER XXVI.

IDA OF ATHENS.

Miss Owenson, on. her return to Dublin after her

visit to Longford House, had established herself in

handsome lodgings, in Dublin, with her faithful Molly

Cane for her guardian angel.

She was now very much the fashion; all that was

best and pleasantest in Dublin society was at her dis-

posal-, she went everywhere, and knew everybody best

worth knowing. But what was far more valuable than

social success, was the increased number of those who
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became her true aud sterling friends. In addition to

Mrs. Lefanu, and her family, Dr. and Mrs. Pellegrini,

the Atkinsons— who had all proved themselves friends

when she most needed them — the circle now included

the Countess of Charleville, the Dowager Lady Stanley

(of Penrhos), with whom she had become acquainted

through the interest of the Wild Irish Girl, and many
others. She had the gift of making friends, and the

still more valuable gift of retaining them. No one ever

better understood the difference that exists between true

friends and pleasant flatterers; and she estimated both

at their real worth.

In the midst of the first flush of celebrity, flattery,

the homage of society, and the pleasant things of all

kinds that at this period came to her, with the con-

sciousness that she owed everything to herself, and
had earned her own position, she never relaxed her

labour, but held fast to industry as her sheet anchor;

she took all the rest at its true value — a tide that

might ebb, and not a stream that would flow for ever.

She had an intuitive sagacity to discern between what
was really valuable, and what possessed mere glitter;

but she was none the less delighted at having effected

her entrance into high society; it marked the measure

of the distance she had placed between Miss Owenson,

the distinguished authoress, with a success as brilliant

as a blaze of fireworks, and the two forlorn little girls

left in lodgings, under Molly's care, with no money
to meet their expenses. To the end of her days she

always thought of her position in life as a conquest —
the titles and equipages of her great acquaintance

were to her what scalps are to an Indian "brave,"

outward and visible signs of conquest, not inheritance.
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Mrs. Tighe, the authoress of Psyche^ was one of her

intimate friends. Here is one of her graceful notes :
—

Mrs. Tighe to Sydney Owenson.

My dear miss Owenson,
I have very often thought of you, and the pleasure

you kindly promised me since I had last the pleasure

of seeing you-, but the weather has been so unfavour-

able for walking, that I could hardly wish you to come
so far unless you dined in the neighbourhood, and could

steal an hour for me, as you did before; if it should

happen that you could dine with us at five^ on Thursday,

it would make us very happy, but I am so uncertain

about Mr. T— , that at present I cannot name my other

day. You know you promised to try and prevail on

yom: sister to accompany you; but indeed, I am ashamed

to ask, to a sick room, two so much fitter for a ball

room. If this does not find you at home, do not trouble

yourself to send an answer till my messenger can call

again Tuesday.

I am, very truly,

M. Tighe.

Miss Owenson paid another visit to England in

1808, in all respects a complete contrast to her journey

thither, two years previously. In the Book of the Boudoir

she describes her first party at Lady Cork's; but now
]\Iiss Owenson took her place in society as a guest, not

as a curiosity.

The object of her journey was to aiTange with Sir

Eichard Phillips for the publication of a new novel.

"Violent delights have violent endings," and the gal-
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lantry of the man of the Million Facts was destined

to give way over this novel to the trickery of a pub-

lisher's dispute.

On her way to London, Miss Owenson paid a visit

to Lady Stanley, at Penrhos; and a letter addressed

whilst there to Sir Charles Ormsby, lets us into the

secret of a romantic flirtation which occupied much of

her time at this period of her life.

Charles Montague Ormsby, was a barrister at law,

a King's counsel, and a member of Munster. He was
of L'ish blood and of Irish temperament, being a grand-

son to Charles M. Ormsby, of Cloghan's Castle, County
Mayo, L*eland. He was older than Sydney ; had buried

a first wife, who had left him with a family of sons;

was the ugliest fellow and the most accomplished gentle-

man in Dublin. Sydney Owenson's graces and suc-

cesses had charmed the brilliant man of fashion and
society, intimacy between them ripened into friendship

and affection. How far either of these sparkling players

in this comedy was in earnest, who shall say? Let the

sagacious reader judge.

This letter shows the acquaintance of Sydney Owen-
son and Sir Eichard Ormsby to have stood on the

debateable and dangerous ground between love and
friendship.

Sydney Owenson to Sir C. Ormshy.

Anglesey, •

May 8th, 1808, Saturday morning.

I am still here, delighted with everything around
me — let me add (and not in the mere vanity of my
heart) not undelighting. All here is stamped with a
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character new and impressive to my fancy. The fine

old Welsh mansion, ponderous furniture, and, above

all, the inhabitants! The figure and person of Lady
Stanley is inimitable. Vandyke would have estimated

her at millions. Though old, her manners, her mind,

and conversation are all of the best school. She is a

wonderful woman! The daughter advanced et une peu

passe'e, has a character all her own. Sir John Stanley

(the eldest son, and just come into possession of his

property) is a man ^''comme il ?/' en a peu.'''' Something,

at first, of English reserve; but when worn off I never

met a mind more daring , more independent in its

reflections, more profound or more refined in his ideas.

He said a thousand things like you; I am convinced

he has loved as you love. We sat up till two this

morning talking of Corinne. Oswald, Ormsby, and

Stanley, seemed to speak and feel with one heart and

one voice.

I have found a harp and piano here, and Sir John
has given me a splendid little edition of Burns for

singing one of his songs. They have loaded my dressing-

box with perfumes and such simple things as you know
I like. All this brings you to my recollection — oh,

what does not? In all my joys and sorrows you have

a part. The flattery, the kindness addressed to me
here! I think it is all to you it is offered, and it is

most gratifying. I have been obliged to sing "Deep
in love" so often for my handsome host, and every time

it is as for you I sing it — people of ti'ue taste have

but one opinion.

Adieu; write directly to London. Heave this to-morrow.

Aimons toujours comme a I'ordinaire.

S. 0.
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PS. I forgot to mention in my last, Parhlturst was

not on board. I never thought of him — of whom did

I think? Ingrate!

A great number of letters from Sir Charles to Miss

Owenson remains among her papers ; they are certainly

the letters of a lover. Miss Owenson encouraged his

addresses, and even gave him the pledge of a ring.

But they had begun to quarrel long before she left

Dublin, and her present visit to England was destined

to be the occasion of a violent quarrel, from which

their intimacy never thoroughly recovered. It is evi-

dent from the letters written by him, that he was very

much attached to her and she to him. It seemed

probable that they would marry each other ; but there

was no engagement between them. The intimacy con-

tinued on and off for several years, and they were

generally quarrelling. He was crihie des dcttes^ and

involved in difficulties and embarrassments of various

kinds which excited her impatience, and she was a

great coquette, surrounded by a crowd of admirers,

who excited his jealousy. Grmsby was unable to

extricate himself from his entanglements so as to be

free to marry again. Miss Owenson, at length, definitely

broke with him; but he always continued to evince a

friendly interest in her career. Lady Morgan left

behind a packet of his letters endorsed in her own
hand, "Sir Charles Montague Ormsby, Bart., one of

the most brilliant wits, determined roues ^ agreeable

persons, and ugliest men of his day!" It was not

until after his death that she received back her letters

to him and the ring she had given him.

A visit to her relations at Shrewsbury came into

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. I*^
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tliis journey to England-, but although they were the

same, she was not, and she found the place much less

enchanting than on her first visit, but she always con-

tinued on the most friendly terms with them.

The Lady Stanley, with whom she stayed at Penrhos,

on her way into England, and to whom the next letter

from Sydney Owenson is addressed, was Margaret,

daughter and heiress of Hugh Owen, Esq., of Penrhos,

in Anglesea. She married, in 1763, Sir John Thomas
Stanley, Bart. Lady Stanley died February 1, 1816.

They had two sons and three daughters. The letter

will explain itself

3Iiss Owenson to the Doicager Lady Stanley.

Salop,
Fridmj, My 2Slh, 1808.

It is so natural to anticipate the return of hours

that were dear to us, and take the enjoyment we can

estimate by experience, that you cannot be surprised,

my dear madam, if the Wdd Irish Girl again seeks

that welcome at Penrhos which has been already so

kindly lavished upon her. Li the midst of the inebriety

of London pleasures — of gay connexions and kind

and flattering attentions equally beyond the hopes or

merits of their object-, Penrhos, its perfumes, drawing-

rooms, its gardens, the strawherry plants^ and above

all, the endearing and accomplished circle of its cheer-

ful fire-side, have never been forgotten. Oh! no, the

mind arid the heart had too many sweet subjects of

recollection afforded them to become so far insen-

sible, or not to court their return with pleasure and
anxiety.
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I sliall leave Salop on Wednesday next (2nd of

August); I shall stay Tliursday at Llangollen, with the

Ladies of the Yale; on Friday, I supjDose I sleep at

Capel-Cerm; and on Saturday evening I shall be at

Holyhead. Such are my arrangements, if I am not

disappointed in a place in the Shrewsbury coach, for I

shall not go by mail.

If, therefore, dear madam, you do not repent your
kind and flattering invitations, I shall be delighted to

pass a day with you in going back to Ireland; but I

hope your Ladyship will be entirely governed by your

convenience, without taking my wishes or inclinations

into the account.

I have brought with me a little plant from London
as a companion for the strawberry plant. I do not

know that it is very rare; but it is very curious and
VERY SENTIMENTAL; I like it sclfishly for its resem-

blance to her whom your kindness touched so deeply.

It is a little twining, clinging thing, that fastens grate-

fully on whatever is held out to its support; it is humble
and unattractive, but perennial! You shall, if you
please, call it the Wild Irish Girl^ for I really believe

it has no name; and so observe, I imagine it forms a

little class by itself Adieu, dear madam; I request

my affectionate souvenirs to Miss Stanley, and as ten-

der respects to Captain Skinner as you may think pru-

dent to deliver.

I am with every grateful sentiment,

Your ladyship's obliged friend,

Sydney Owenson.

PS. St. Pierre says, a woman always keeps the

part of her letter in which she is most interested for

19*
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the postscript — dare I then add my respects to Sir

J. Stanley, whose little premium for singing the Scotch

songs is now before me.

I send this by hand to Holyhead.

Lady Stanley received her youthful and lively guest.

A note, dated Penrhos, tells Mrs. Lefanu of her doings

in London: —

Sydney Owenson to Mrs. Lefanu.

Penrhos, Anglesey, Holyhead,
August n, 1808.

Since I left London (until within this week back)

my life has been so unvaried , so wholly devoted to the

irksome labours of my trade ^ that I have not written

to you, because I wished to spare you the ennui of

reading the effects of my stupidity, or being teased

with unavailing complaints at the distress of a life no
longer in consonance with my habits and my feelings;

while that anxiety which never slumbers for you —
dearest of dear friends — and all that concerns you,

depended upon Olivia for information, who always

mentioned you in her weekly letter, either pa?' rapport^

or from what she herself had ascertained. It is from a

letter I received from her yesterday, that I learn that

that miserable and treacherous constitution, which can

keep no pace with your mind and spirit, is again be-

traying its weakness, in spite of change of air and
place. Think of me as you will (and my frequent

negligences and inadvertencies must inevitably lessen

me in your opinion). I feel towards you the mingled

tenderness of a child and friend, and whenever I hear
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of your ill-health, I suffer not only for you but for

myself I never expect to meet one who shall exactly

resemble you; perhaps I may find some one who ex-

cels you in one way, and some in another, but it is

you I should icanf.

My affection for you is connected and associated

with some of the most interesting moments of my early

life; it does and must influence, in some degree, the

present and future events of my existence — your ten-

der little councils, your affectionate solicitudes, your

smiling reproofs, your kind indulgences, dear friend,

they are all present to me. You are sometimes neglected,

and I am a wretch; but never has my heart ceased to

love or to remember you — and when I hear you are

not all your friends could wish you in health and spirits,

my tenderness to you increases with reprobation towards

myself

I sujDpose Livy told you how gaily I closed my
campaign in London. Mrs. Sheridan continued her

attentions to the last. I spent two dear mornings with

lovely Mrs. Tom Sheridan; he was at Lord Craven's

lodge, fishing. My six weeks in Shropshire were
industrious, but stupid — a faire mourir^ I passed two
singular and charming days with Lady Eleanor Butler

and Miss P— , in Laugollen, of which you shall hear

an account when we meet, and have been now near a

fortnight the guest of one of the most superior women
in the world — Lady Stanley. Oh! how you would
like each other. She wishes much for the happiness

of being known to you; we talked you over this day.

She is a woman who has seen much of the world, lived

a great deal abroad, and carried away many foreign

graces which she has blended with the strongest and
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most original mind I ever met. Slie is old, '"''mais

il-y-a des graces dans ses rides.'' She lias a princely

fortune, and though she has one of the finest houses in

London, she lives most in elegant retirement on her

own estate in Anglesea. I know not when I shall be

able to get away from her, but I long much to see

you all, and think it will 7iot he long till I do. Till

then and ever, best and dearest friend,

Most truly yours,

Sydney 0.

A thousand loves and kisses to Mr. Le F— , to the

Tom, Bess, and Joes; respects to Silky.

The book goes on swimmingly.

A few days later she crossed the Irish Channel,

when she was seized upon by all the heroine seekers

in the Irish metropolis. A series of visits to the

Asgills, Alboronghs, and Arrans, broke upon her time,

but scarcely interrupted her new story. At length, she

got down to the house of her old friend, Mr. Atkinson,

Black Rock, near Dublin. From this kindly home
she wrote the following letters, which contain notifica-

tions of her works and days.

Miss Owenson to the Doivager Lady Stanley^

Penrhos^ Holyhead.

Melpield , Black Rock,
Sept. 15, 1808.

Am I never to hear from you, my dear madam?
am I to admire and to love you, and to have received

a thousand kindnesses from you, and is it all to end
thus?
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The day after my arrival, I wrote to you and sent

yon the songs you flattered me by approving-. I sent

them by hand, under cover to Mrs. Spencer. Of
course, you have received them, and I am reduced to

the pleasant alternative of believing that you are ill, or

I am forgotten. Write me but a single line merely

to say, "I am well, and you are remembered," and I

Tvill try and be contented.

Since I have left you, I have been in one continued

round of dissipation. They have actually seized me
and carried me off to this little Versailles by force of

arms. I have been on a visit to Judge Crookshank's.

I am now with the dear Atkinsons, and I have been

a day or two with the Asgills, Alboroughs, and Arrans,

and am now going off to the other side of the country.

Poor Lady Arran! what a loss, and what an unexpected

loss is hers. My heart bleeds for her. I am just re-

turned from visiting her — she was not visible; but

her woman told me she is still poorly. Lady Cecilia

is quite inconsolable.

I write with Mr. Atkinson at my elbow, waiting to

take this into town, and with General Graham and his

lady, and twenty more in the room.

A thousand loves to dear Miss Stanley, if you won't

write, perhaps she will. I shall be delighted to hear

from either.

Miss Owenson to Lady Stanley^ Dowager,

Sei)tember mu, 1808.

I have this moment reached town (for I live at the

Black Rock), and am seated at dinner with Olivia, and

dinner and Livy are all thrown by till I tell my owp
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dear kind mamma of Pem*li6s how much her charming

and affectionate billet delighted me. Mr. Atkinson is

not the only one who longs to know and see you. A
dear family, Judge Crookshank's, are languishing to

have you at their beautiful seat, and many others worthy

of being known to you, long to have you amongst

them. Do, do come; it is Sydney (and never call me
odious Miss 0.) who requests it.

Why not come and live amongst us? We are full

of heart — we have some talent, and we should ido-

lize you.

I go off the 8th to the Bishop of Ossory's, and shall

remain till the plays at Kilkenny are over (three weeks).

Then I go to Cork, to General Graham's, who com-

mands there, and proceed with him and Mrs. Graham
to Killarney; so that I shall not return to town till De-

cember. Oh, if you would meet me there, I should

have such a nice house ready for you, and on such

reasonable terms! Do^ do think of it, it would be worth

coming to a ^''creature ivho hioivs how to love so ivrll^

I am just sending my maid over with this to Daddy
Atkinson and to Lady Asgills, with whom I return to

meet the commander-in-chief at dinner to-morrow, mean-

time the poor book lies by— heart still taking the lead

of the head in the old way,

Ever yours,

S. OWENSON.

Miss Owenson, notwithstanding that she had her

literary credit at stake, and a half-written novel on

hand, accepted an invitation to join in all the "gaieties

of the season," at the Bishop of Ossory's. How Ida of

Athcjis was ever written at all is wonderful. At that
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period slie had an inexhaustible fertility of resource,

and writing a novel was as natural as breathing, and

not more fatiguing. She obtained, through the kind-

ness of one of her friends, a plan of the City of Athens,

with the different sites marked upon it to which her

story refers. It did not render the story less romantic

and tmlike real life, but it showed a commendable
desire to obtain all the information in her power, illus-

strative of manners and customs, scenes and places.

The next letter to Lady Stanley is from Kilkenny.

Miss Owenson to Lady Stanley.

Kilkenny Castle,
October iolh, 1808.

Your kind letter and highly estimated present

reached me two days before I left town, and I thought

the best way to express my gratitude for both, was to

wait until I could address you from a scene of splendid

gaiety, that might enhance the value of my otherwise

valueless letter.

A sentiment of affection and friendship must have

deeply penetrated a heart, which, when united to a

young, a gay, and giddy spirit, turns from pleasure

and amusement, and pauses in the midst of its little

triumphs, to think of the friend that is far away, and

almost to regret the solitude which that dear friend

rendered so gracious to every better feeling.

This, dear madam, I assure you, is frequently my
case, and in the midst of ovations decreed me, I think

of the sweet walks and quiet crags of Penrhos-, I think

of the mass of black rocks I have so often scrambled

over with Miss "Munchee," of Mam'selle Gavotte, and
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the batliing-liouse-, and, above all, I think of her who
gave the spell , the charm to the whole. I write to you
from a fine old Gothic episcopal palace, and one of the

oldest of our Irish families, and I certainly write to

you from one of the gayest scenes in Ireland. All

Dublin has removed to Kilkenny, and seems wonder-

fully improved by the journey. The Atkinsons, and

many of the friends you have heard me gossip over are

here. We have crowded and sumptuous dinners every

day, at night the theatre (open three times a week),

after which petits or rather grands soiipers — and on

the other nights balls and concerts. All day we drive

about the town and gossip, and in the shops; and we
are wearing ourselves to death that we may enjoy life.

You would tremble for Ida,, but I have sent off three

volumes to London, the other I have brought to finish

here (!!!!!!), and these are the only notes of admira-

tion that ever will be made on it.

This is my first appearance in this part of my na-

tive country, and the attention I receive produces the

desired effect; but the little heart is still worthy of you,

so don't fear for me. Your gown is quite beautiful,

and has been a great ally, for never Avardrobe was so

called on. Dressing three times a day, without interval

or cessation , for dinner and the theatre leaves one's

dress quite unfit for the ball afterwards. Now do,

dearest madam, if you will not come, write to me.

Your kind and affectionate letters, your friendship and

esteem, are infinitely more necessary to me than balls

and concerts. I hourly feel the strong line of demarca-

tion that exists between pleasure and amusement, and

that it is to the heart we must all return. I am in-

dignant against MissMunchee, and send her no souvenir.
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She is a recluse, and might spare a moment from lilies

and roses to ask me how I do. I do not believe a word
of the baise-mains you send me on her part, but I be-

lieve her to be a very ungrateful young woman. Adieu,

dearest madam. If you love me, you will write and

tell me so,

Your devoted,

S. 0.

A note from John Wilson Croker is curious in its

voluntary politeness, as contrasted Mnth the subsequent

rancour of that critic towards Lady Morgan and her

works.

Croker was one of the Irish crowd of Miss Owen-
son's adorers, and his vanity led him to believe that

his person and address were invincible. Miss Owen-
son, courted by the most wealthy and accomplished

men of Irish society, had no eyes for the briefless bar-

rister; not much patience with his audacities and per-

sonalities. Croker's talents had begun to make the

disreputable noise in Dublin which talents like his al-

ways do make in a society loving scandal and sarcasm

more than truth, for he had not only published —
anonymously, of course — his Familiar Epistles to J. F.

Jonrs^ and his Intercepted Letter from China (papers

which no man of good feeling could have written) but

the more important essay on The State of Ireland. This

work had brought him into notice, and was soon after

to bring him into Parliament for Downpatrick, when
he rose into favour and office by his vigorous sub-

serviency to the Duke of York, then on trial at the

bar of public opinion for the sale of army commissions.

A man of such attainments and such principles was not
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likely to find grace in the eyes of Sydney Owenson.

But she was civil to Lim, and he approached her, as

will be seen, with what diplomatists call "the expres-

sion of his high consideration."

October 19th.

Mr. Croker takes the opportunity of this frank to

request that Miss Owenson will present his best respects

to the Bishop of Ossory and Mrs. Kearney, and to in-

form them that he would have written specially to

them, but that on his return, he found his brother

so dangerously ill that it occupied all his time and

thoughts; and that a sea voyage having been advised

to his brother, Mr. Croker sails this very day to ac-

company him to Cork, on his way to Spain and Ma-
deira.

Mr. Croker requests Miss Owenson's pardon for

taking the liberty of requesting her to deliver this

message to his friends at the palace.

The bitter fruit of Croker's disappointment will be

seen by and bye. Meanwhile, there are pleasanter

things in our way. Another letter from Lady Charle-

ville. One secret of the preservation of this friendship

between the noble lady and the working authoress, was

the punctilious politeness and high breeding evinced—
there was never the abrasion of familiarity. Lady
Charleville placed some valuable prints and views of

Greece at the disposal of Miss Owenson, for her as-

sistance whilst engaged upon Ida; and it was probably

through Lady Charleville's means that Miss Owenson
obtained her plan of Athens.
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The Countess of Charleville to Miss Owenson.

"Worcester.
November %nd, 1808.

My dear Madam,
I received your letter at Shrewsbury, -vrliere I have

staid five weeks under the care of Dr. Darwin; from

some part of his prescription I have benefitted, and

my case seemed to me of that nature which warranted

applying to an eccentric practitioner. Life is certainly

valueless under torments ; and I think it right to struggle

with physical calamity, and yet endeavour to be ulti-

mately resigned to the will of the Supreme Disposer of

all events.

I thank you very much for wishing for my return

to Ireland, inevitably postponed, now, until next sum-

mer; I hope in Grod to be then able to reside where

only I feel myself useful, and consecjuently happy.

I am delighted that your last effort promises a fair

superiority over your former productions. You should

think so, that it may in fact attain it; nor am I slow

to believ^e that every work you shall write the next

thirty years will still deserve a higher degree of esti-

mation. A person gifted as you are with fancy, taste

and feeling, requires only a correct attention to the

language and the ripening hand of time (to prune away
juvenile exuberance and consolidate the judgment,) to

write well. A woman's writings, too, should ultimately

forward the cause of morality and virtue; and, I be-

lieve, the novel writer can do more in that way than

rigid spirits allow; for we are apt to acknowledge the

principles are right that a very lovely object professes,

who is skilfully presented to amuse and not to preach



302 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

to lis! Therefore, my dear Miss Owenson, much, very

much, is in yovr power, who have all the talents to

attract your reader, without, thank Heaven! like Ma-
dame Genlis, a possibility of the truths you shall sing

losing their due estimate from the suspicion of hypo-

critical assertion in the authoress. Quintillian tells us

very often that none but a man morally good can ever

become a great orator, can affect truly his auditors, or

exercise the rights of genius with due effect.

Now I do think, though you may smile at my
notion, that you had written with more simplicity and

verve, and liad less chance of your talent being tainted

and sullied, under the humble roof of Mr. Hill, than

in the circle you describe to me. Virtuous, laborious

life offers no sophisticated views, though sometimes,

perhaps, coarse ones-, but, from those refined and alive

to refinement as you are, you had nothing to fear;

whilst empty circles and ignorant fine ladies will taint

your nicer judgment, by not offending your lighter

tastes, they will corrupt your talents and reduce

you to the vacuum of their conversation, which you

must (to mix with them) of course, form yours upon,

and they shall (like cards) soon level all distinctions,

Avhicli talent and genius marked originally out for you,

and lead you imperceptibly on to the standard they,

as fine ladies, have a right to unfurl with eclat ^ and

that is at best idle, lively mediocrity!

What did poor Versailles ever do, you should in

your wrath, compare it with Dublin?. . . . The ghosts

ofMaintenon, Sevigne, Coulanges, nay, even Fontany,

La Valiere and Montespan rise against you. Some of

them had hearts — and most of them talents; they

were at least elegant and refined in the manners of the
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politest court in Europe. In our days that court showed

us, in the Duchess of Coigny, most extraordinary talent;

and even in Diana de Polignac, a woman who could

write as a gentlewoman and act as a friend. But what

can your Versailles say or do, that shall tem^Dt the heart

of feeling to sympathy, or the eye of genius to rest

with complacency upon them? Nature seemed to have

intended Lady Aidborough for an exception to this

sentence, the world, even their own world, has long

since pronounced upon them! And I have felt deeply

shocked for what she must have lately suffered.

But, wherever you are, accept my best wishes,

burn my nonsense, and only consider it as a proof of

the pleasure I find in corresponding with you that

I have written so long a letter. And that I am, dear

madam,
Your very faithful servant,

Cath. Maria Charleville.

I am on the road to Bath.

The year ended pleasantly with the marriage of

Olivia Owenson to Dr. Clarke. She was married to

him from the house of General Brownrigg in December,

1808, and became a happy and attached wife. Mr.

Owenson went to live with them in Great George Street,

and if Dr. Clarke had been his son, he could not have
shown more tender and constant filial duty to the wearied

comedian and musician.

For the remaining years of his life, Mr. Owenson
was freed from the anxieties he had suffered for so

many years; his declining age was made happy in the

society and care of one of his daughters, and in wit-
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nessing tlie increasing fame and prosperity of tlie other.

He had been an exemplary father to the utmost of his

power, and he had his reward. The Doctor was
knighted by the Lord Lieutenant for his public ser-

vices, and the son of Clasagh na Valla had the plea-

sure of hearing his younger daughter addressed as Lady
Clarke. Sir Arthur and Lady Clarke wished Miss

Owenson also to reside with them, but her love of

being independent in all her movements and her many
engagements in society prevented her acceding to this;

she continued in her own lodgings with Molly for her

maid; but Sir Arthur's carriage and house were as much
at her disposal as though they had been her own.

CHAPTER XXVIL
FIRST TASTE OF CRITICISM.

Miss Owenson, in spite of episcopal gaieties and

dissipation, had finished her novel, Ida of Athens; but

Sir Richard Phillips, her "prince of publishers," was

showing himself tenacious of his "right divine to govern

wrong." The exact cause of their quarrel is not re-

corded, beyond Miss Owenson's declaration, "that he

had used her barbarously." She possibly asked too

much money for her work, — or Sir Richard had not

the same faith in its value, seeing the haste and dis-

tractions under which it had been written; he threw up

the work after the first volume had gone to press, and

Miss Owenson had to look elsewhere for a publisher.

The novel was accepted by Messrs. Longmans. There

was a good deal of "perilous stuff" in the work, and

the letter to her publishers, shows her to be quite con-
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scious of it, and yet capable of taking her own part.

Previous in date, however, comes a fragment of a kind

letter from Lady Stanley, with a motherly present of a

piece of velvet for a dress. Her knot of true friends

kept her from much of the evil incident to her present

position in the Avorld; they preserved her from the in-

toxication of over praise and the ardent sunshine of

worldly success; they also deadened the influence of

the envy, malice and uncharitableness which followed

her as dark shadows upon bright lights 5 she often used

to say that no one but herself knew what she owed to

her friends.

Lady Stanley to Miss Owenson.

Penehos,
January %1$t, iS09.

Yes, my dear Sydney, I would we were placed

vis-a-vis in some chimney corner; that I should under-

stand you well, I have no doubt, nor should I laugh,

or rally at your romance, as you call it; for I have
not forgotten the aspirations of a youthful heart, and
I have some sense of. the fastidiousness of a refined

spirit; and I do think, that somehow, I might be able

to insinuate some little drop of cordial towards the

serenity of your's. May we some day meet and dis-

course in peace! but, alack! here am I now in all the

agitation of an impending journey, methinks, a sort of

dreary and perilous pilgrimage, and my thoughts are

all distracted; I dispatch to you, therefore, but these

few hurried lines, just to say I love you well, and to

bid you cheer your spirit; believe me, its droop is but

a passing cloud. Often shall I think of you, and wish

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. 1. 20
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for you, when in that tumultuous yet vague city of

London; think you of me sometimes, and as a being

who can feel, yes, and fellow feel; and when you have
leisure, and are not in tune for the pleasures of the

world, write to me; and farewell, my precious Glorvina.

Ever truly yours, &c. , &c.,

M. Stanley.

I am tempted to send you a bit of black velvet for

a warm winter garment; 'tis only English velvet, as

you will see, but it looks nearly as A^ell as the best by
candlelight, and is much wore, and will, I think, be a

convenient gown for many occasions, especially at this

freezing season.

It has been said that there was perilous stuff in

Ida. The Messrs. Longman remonstrated against some
parts of it; and put Miss Owenson on her defence.

Letter to Longman on his disapprobation of some
parts of Ida, which he published in 1809:—

Miss Owenson to Messrs. Longman.^ Hurst, ^-c, ^-c.

Great George Street,
December lOlh, 1809.

Sir,

I am honoured by the attention with which you
have perused my work, and obliged for the hints you
have suggested for its improvement. I am at all times

open to conviction, but particularly so, when I observe

great nicety of judgment united to great kindness of

intention, as in the present instance; as far as is con-

sonant with my feelings, my principles, and the true
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and LASTING interest of the little work in question, I

shall gratefully submit, sir, to your criticisms and

alterations. While I regret that my approbation of

your judgment in a general sense is not accompanied

by a perfect coincidence in our opinions in a partial

one.

Your apprehension that some of my readers will

suspect the work of being tainted with the philosophy

of the new school of French moralists, and of promul-

gating Deistical principles, give me leave to say, I

think unfounded, I solemnly assure you I am wholly

unacquainted with the works of the persons alluded to

(except a very partial perusal of Helvetius and the

travels of M. Volney come under that head); the habits

of my life and situtation have all thrown me dependent

on my own mind, and have been as favourable to the

study of Nature in her moral operations and an ad-

miration of her works in their spirit and their forms,

as they have been inimical to that description of in-

formation and system which books are calculated to

bestow.

Whatever, therefore, are my errors, they are exclu-

sively my o"wn; are, consequently, free from the criti-

cisms of common-place imitation, and in an age when
human intellect has nearly reached its goal of attain-

ment, the writer who has (in the least degree) the

power to be orirjinal^ inevitably possesses the spell to

be attractive. Were I writing for certain sects, or for a

certain class in society only, some part of your appre-

hensions, sir, might be justified; but I trust I am
writing for society at large. I do not assert it in the

egotism of authorship or the vanity of youth, but in

the confidence of a mind whose principles are drawn
20*
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from Nature; and who, feeling what it believes to be
the truth ^ has no hesitation to declare it; but, though

sir, your private opinions may harmonize with mine,

you will observe that the interest of the persons who
publish the work is also to be considered, and in this

I perfectly agree with you; but it would argue great

want of knowledge of human nature in general, and of

literary experience in particular, to suppose that a

work original in its sentiments, or remotely inimical

to an established system of opinion, willj, by the bold-

ness of such an effort, be injured in its circulation. On
the contrary, the fermentations in public opinion,

which it gives rise to, awakens a public interest, and

rouses a species of fanaticism in its readers (whether

for or against the leading tenets of the work,) which
eventually promotes its sale and circulation, and, con-

sequently, the interests of its imhlisher. God forbid,

however, that I should attempt to procure emolument
to them, or a transient fame for myself, by any other

means than by the honest exertion of my little talent,

contributing its mite to the well being and happiness

of society; and so invariahly true have I ever found

myself to its moral and religious interests, that though

I knew it was almost impossible to limit the inference

of prejudice and bigotry, yet I did not suppose the

utmost stretch of sectarian zeal could have tortured

out an immoral or irreligious sentiment from anything

I have ever written, until your letter, sir, suggested

the possibility. If, therefore, any correction is made
in the conversations between the Diako and his pupils

(which I submit to with the very greatest reluctance) I

request it may be with very great delicacy; as there is

not a word in them which (in a moral point of view)
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I should wish to erase even on my death bed, or

which I think would be received with the shadow of

disapprobation by an enlightened, a tolerant, or phi-

lanthropic reader.

If I have, in the hurry of composition, asserted

that the union of social and selfish love constitute the

perfection of human Nature, I have written nonsense,

for the union might exist upon very unequal terms,

and the selfish preponderate very much over the

social. I meant to assert that the subjection of the

selfish passions to the social or general good of man-

kind constituted the perfection of human Virtue; but

of human virtue^ I do not believe that any peculiar

mode of faith is to be considered, as it must be ad-

mitted that a Brahmin or Mussulman, a Catholic or

Protestant, may all be perfectly virtuous men, though

they differ in points of faith, and that a man who pro-

motes the happiness of his fellow creature is a virtuous

man, even though he is a Jew, which is but his mis-

fortune, and it might have been yours sir, or mine, had

we been born of parents of that persuasion; for, after

all, we must confess, that our religion is more fre-

quently our inheritance than our conviction; though it

may be both— and certainly, when Mr. Pope asserted,

that, "his faith can't be wrong whose life is in the

right," he broached a much more heretical tenet than

I ever wrote, or, indeed, thought, either true or justi-

fiable. I believe, therefore, if you substitute Virtue
for Nature, I believe you will find the passage per-

fectly innocent. As to the allusion to Mr. Addison,

you may do with it as you please; I always thought

highly of him as a writer for the age he lived in , and

weakly of him as a man for any age. His ostenta-
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tious speech was false in its tendency, botli as to expe-

rience of human nature and to the humility of religion.

Multitudes of infidels, or even of criminals, have died

with equal fortitude and calmness.

Sydney Owenson.

This letter to Lady Stanley shows the natural reac-

tion, after the life of over-work and social dissipation

she had been leading for so many months. She was
always subject to fits of depressed spirits, though she

carefully kept them to herself In the present case,

her relations towards Sir Charles Ormsby had, no

doubt, a good deal of influence in producing this dis-

couragement; they had assumed a very uncomfortable

aspect.

3Iiss Oiccnson to Lady Stanley.

[No date.]

I have not answered your letter immediately, dear

lady, first, because you advise me not to be in too

great a hurry, and next, because I did not find myself

worthy to answer it; but, nevertheless, it has been a

precious letter to we, it is full of the heart that I love

and the spirit I admire; it raises me in my own esti-

mation, and I turn to it as my resource against that

internal oppression which at intervals preys on me so

heavily; it is but too true, dearest friend, I feel that,

young as I am, I have lived long enough; my exist-

ence (made up of epochs) has given a high and false

tone to my feelings , which calls for that excitation no

longer to be obtained. I live in a state of torpor —
nothing touches me — and I resemble some unfortu-

nate animal whom experimental philosophy has placed
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in an exhauster^ with this difference, tliat it is still sus-

ceptible of vital powers, but that I am beyond the

possibility of renovation. This will all seem romance

to you, and you will laugh; but were I sitting with

you over the fire, I could make you understand me,

though I know it would not be easy to make you feel

with me; you, who bear about you the animation of

the greenest youth! My general apathy enters into

my feeling for Ida. I know she is published, et voila

tout! I dined yesterday at my Lord Arran's, Mrs.

Mason was of the party, and I was delighted to be

with persons who had seen and know something of

you. Just as I had received your last letter. Lady
Charlemont came to sit with me, and brought her little

boy. Viscount Caullield with her; it was in vain I

sought for your letter, and it was many days before I

found it, as my sister's maid had carried it away with

some papers. I, however, repeated verbatim to her

Ladyship, the flattering things you said of her; so de-

served by her, and so happily expressed by you.

Dublin is attribilaire ^ and though I am asked to what-

ever is going on, I scarcely appear anywhere, except

at les petites parties of the dear Psyche.

S. 0.

Ida of Athens encountered more criticism than any

of its predecessors. It had been written under dis-

tractions, of which it bears the traces. It possesses,

however, the merit of being very interesting, and ex-

tremely romantic. The descriptions both of the per-

sonal charms of the heroine, and the declarations of

love to which they give rise, are ardent and eloquent,

and of an intrepidity which, in these days, would be
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highly astonishing. Ida is not only a heroine — a

houri and a woman of genius — but she is also "a
woman of the strictest principle," and never goes even

"a kennin wrang-," indeed, Ave never recollect to Lave

heard or read such logical arguments as Ida sets forth

on behalf of female rectitude, nor to have seen such a

signal instance of female virtue and feminine impru-

dence. Her maxims are her guardian angels, and,

strange to say, they are strong enough to save her in

situations of peril. Although she is pleased to dress in

"a tissue of woven air" for a best gown, it is as effec-

tual a protection as the tenfold shield of heavy petti-

coats in which Knickerbocker's Dutch heroines attired

themselves. Ida discourses like a very Corinna about

Greek art, literature, morals, and politics, in a manner
eloquent, pedantic, enthusiastic, and absurd. The real

interest of the book lies in the unexpressed but ever-

present parallel between the condition of the Greeks,

their aspirations after liberty, their recollection of old

glories, and the condition of Ireland at that time. This

gives a touch of earnestness and real feeling to what
would be otherwise high-flown nonsense. The story is

hampered and overlaid with the classical and topogra-

phical illustrations, which Miss Owenson had got up
with so much diligence.

This novel procured for her the thorny honour of a

review in the Qiiartevly — a foretaste of what was to

be her lot hereafter! The bitter ill-nature of the ar-

ticle is more remarkable than its brilliancy or its jus-

tice; and the ill-nature defeated its object. It would
be difficult to find a novel offering fairer mark for ri-

dicule than Ida ^ and the Quarterly^ in its heavy can-

nonade, entirely missed it. Lady Morgan was always
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rather asliamed of Ida^ and spoke of it as "a bad

book;" but she wrote out in it many thoughts and feel-

ings which were fermenting in her own mind, and the

novel carried them safely ofP.

CHAPTEE XXVIII.

THE CONDEMNED FELON.

In the month of February, 1809, the incident of

the condemned felon occurred. The letters now to be

published tell their own tale. It is difficult to realise,

in the present day, the disproportion betwixt crime and

punishment which then existed, and which, as a rule,

neither shocked nor startled even humane and thinking

people. Among Lady Morgan's papers is this me-

morandum: —
"A person condemned to death, after sentence was

passed, wrote to me from his dungeon in the confidence

that I could save him. I received his letter on the

Saturday — he was to be hanged the Tuesday follow-

ing. I hurriedly addressed, by letter, the Judge, the

foreman of the jury, and the Lord-Lieutenant. I pro-

cured a reprieve of a month in the first instance, and

finally saved his life. The man's name was Barnaby
Fitzpatrick, and he had been tried and condemned to

death by Baron Smith. The correspondence tells the

rest." S. O.

Miss Owenson to Baron Smith.

Q, February %%, iS09.

An unfortunate man, who was yesterday found
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guilty before you for the embezzlement of a bank
post-bill out of a letter, was induced to cberish a faint

hope of salvation from your eloquent and humane
charge to the jury. To this hope he still clings, not

from the consciousness of an innocence he cannot plead,

but from the belief that you, sir, who seemed to think

one solitary instance of error in the life of a human
being was scarcely sufficient in the eye of morality or

of mercy to extinguish that life; and that as one whom
a transient weakness seduced, or a temporary distress

impelled — as a father and a husband, he might

awaken your interest in his unhappy destiny, and by
benevolently recommending him to the mercy of the

Lord-Lieutenant, restore him to a life of future honesty

and exertion — to a young and helpless family who
depend solely upon his exertions for subsistence and

support.

For myself, sir, I am at a loss almost to account,

still more to excuse, the liberty I take in thus presu-

ming to address you; but your character has been long

known to me.

Sydney Owenson.

3Iiss Owenson to Sir Charles M. Ormshy.

A circumstance of life and death induces me to

write to you. An unfortunate man — a husband and

a father — was found guilty, two days back, of em-

bezzling a bank note out of a letter. There were many
extenuating circumstances in his favour; his judge felt

them, and recommended him to the mercy of the jury;

but in vain. The wretched man sent to me (why I

know not) to request I would use my interest with
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Baron Smith, who spoke so eloquently in his favour—
this was late yesterday. I sent instantly to him; but

he had gone to the country. I wrofe a petitionary

letter which he did not get till this morning in Court;

I have yet received no answer. I have been all day
driving about to try my interest; but all my legal

friends were engaged on business. Pray let me know,

by a line, any time to-morrow before two o^clock, to

whom I ought to apply, or what can be done? If

Smith recommends him to the Duke's mercy, or if I

get a memorial presented to the Duchess, will it be of

avail? The interest I take in a wretch who thus

throws himself on me is beyond all expression.

Pray forgive this liberty, this trouble; it is my
dernier ressort. I should not like to commit myself

unavailingly by getting a memorial presented to their

Grraces. You, perhaps, know to what purpose I should

do it. I fear you cannot read this; I write it in a

carriage at Lord Arran's door.

S. 0.

Baron Smith to Miss Owenson.

Commission Court.
February %ilh, 1809.

Madam,
I am just favoured with your letter of the 22nd.

Your benevolent interference on behalf of the unhappy
man whom it regards, required no apology; and as I

concur in the sentiments and opinions which you ex-

press, it is with deep and unfeigned concern I commu-
nicate my apprehensions that I shall not be able to

second your humane wishes in the degree in which it

would be my inclination to co-operate with them. I
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fear that under the circumstances of this case, a re-

commendation, coming from the judge ^ of this poor man
to mercy, might neither be considered as justifiable,

nor produce the desired effect.

I agree entirely with you, madam, in thinking that

the principles of moral justice would not be infringed

by an occasional extension of mercy, under special cir-

cumstances, to the case of offences, which, like the pre-

sent, are not of great enormity in the criminal scale.

But taking into consideration the pernicious conse-

quence, in the present state of society, of such trans-

gressions, not only the Legislature has annexed to

them the punishment of death, but Government, I am
afraid, is accustomed upon these occasions, to act with

a severity bordering upon rigour.

I, however, have to add, that any co-operation with

your compassionate wishes, compatible with a due re-

gard to the (sometimes painful) duties of my situation,

which you can suggest, you also may command. In

the mean time, your good sense and your humanity

will demonstrate to you the necessity for discouraging

those expectations of mercy, which are but too likely

to be disappointed; and, in short, for preparing this

poor man and his friends for the worst.

Applications to Government in his behalf might,

perhaps, especially in the first instance, come from

another quarter; at once more correctly and more effi-

caciously than from me. For the making of such ap-

plications I will give you a reasonable time; and, as I

have already mentioned, shall be happy to receive

from you the suggestion of any step which, consistently

with my duties, I can take towards saving the life of

this unhappy young man.



THE CONDEMNED FELON. 317

With many thanks for the obliging terms in which

you have been pleased to express yourself with respect

to me,'

I have the honour to be,

Madam,
Your most obedient

and very humble servant,

William C. Smith.

Miss Owenson wrote again, begging an interim

with the judge. To this letter Baron Smith replied: —

Baron Smith to Miss Oivensov.

Febrnarij %7lh, 1809.

Dear Madam,
I am just favoured with your letter, and assure you

that the compassionate anxiety which you feel, and
the consequent exertions which you make, and which

I think are highly honourable to you, I am very far

from considering as importunate.

I cannot see the slightest objection (quite the con-

trary) in point either of prudence or propriety to the

step which you suggest. I will do everything in my
power towards having the honour of paying you my
respects between one and two o'clock to-morrow.

I have the honour to be, my dear Madam,
Your obliged and humble servant,

William Smith.

The first consequence of this intercession was a

respite of execution for a month. Baron Smith com-
municated this result to Miss Owenson.



318 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

Baron Smith to Miss Owenson.

Madam February 28th, iSOO.

In order to afford time for any interference wliicli

may take place on behalf of the unfortunate person in

whose fate you take an interest, and, on the other

hand, to avoid exciting hopes which it might be

cruelty to encourage, I have appointed Saturday, the

25th of March, for the execution. I think it right to

apprize you of this fact without delay, and

Have the honour to be. Madam,
Your most obedient and very humble servant,

WiLLiMi Smith.

She also wrote an eloquent appeal to the Duchess

of the Lord Lieutenant, This appeal she entrusted

to Sir Charles Ormsby, whose friendship for her had

survived their old and unforgotten flirtation. There

is an air of coquetry in the letter which enclosed the

note addressed to her Grace. *

Hiss Owenson to Sir' Charles M. Ormshy.

I enclose you the letter for her Grace. St. Augus-

tine be your speed (who was the patron of all pretty

women, and of course your titular saint as well as

mine).

I should wish that if you did not dine at the Park

to-morrow, or the day after, you would enclose my
letter directly to the Duchess, as I wish her to have it

whilst slie reigns lady paramount, and before the

Duchess of Kichmond comes over. This is the season

for urging requests — so let us make hay, &c., &c.

Seriously and without sentiment, my dear friend, rally
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your deceased feelings in my favour. I depend on you

for ONCE — forget yourself and remember me.

S. 0.

Lady Morgan, who kept copies of all the corre-

spondence about Barnaby Fitzpatrick, must have read

this note in afterlife; perhaps have felt that, as manners

had changed since 1809, it was open to misconstruction.

She has carefully endorsed it: "This application was
relative to a poor man condemned to death." The
next letters are from the judge, and show that her

humane design succeeded.

Baron Smith to Miss Oiuenson.

March ond, 1809.

Dear 1\Iiss Owenson,
I return you many thanks for your Athenian air,

and the hon voyage by which it is accompanied. I

this day received and answered a letter from Sir

Charles Saxton, and sincerely wish that what my duty

permitted me to say, may tend to the accomplishment

of your humane wishes. I have not yet received any
memorial from the jury. If, and when I do — it

shall be transmitted without delay.

I shall proceed upon my journey at an early hour

to-morrow. But the memorial can be sent after me;
and if it form a bulky packet, Mr. Taylor will give an
official frank.

With best wishes for the speedy and com^^lete re-

establishment of your father,

I remain, dear Madam,
Your obliged and humble servant,

William C. Smith.
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PS. — Since writing my acknowledgments of Miss

Owenson's note, I am favoured with lier second, en-

closed along with the memorial. This latter shall be

forwarded to Government at an early hour to-morrow.

Friday evening.

Baron Smith to Miss Oicenson.

Derrt,
March %Uh, 1809.

Madam,
I had at Lifford the honour of receiving your letter

relative to the case of Barnaby Fitzpatrick.

Upon a reference to me, by his Grace tbe Lord-

Lieutenant, I had, before my leaving Dublin, delivered

my opinion that the ends of justice and mercy would

be reconciled by extending a pardon to this convict,

on the terms of transportation.

As I apprehend it to be usual, when Government

calls for the opinion of a judge, to abide by his re-

commendation, perhaps some hopes may be founded on

the usage in this respect. But whatever hopes you,

madam, may indulge, I must strongly dissuade you

from encouraging the unfortunate man in whose fate

you take an interest, from entertaining any, both

because the prerogative of mercy is not in my hands,

and that from the Government (whose wisdom and

clemency are to decide upon this case,) I have not

been favoured with any communication of their inten-

tions; and, consec][uently, am ignorant whether they

mean to neglect or attend to my recommendation. I
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Lave further to apprize you, that the day after to-

morrow is appointed for the execution.

I have the honour to be,

Madam,
Your most obedient

and very humble servant,

William C. Smith.

Baron Smith to Miss Oweiison.

Newtown Farm,
April 7th, 1809.

Dear Madam,
I am this moment favoured with your very obliging

letter of the 5th; and have sincere pleasure in felici-

tating you on the success of your interference on be-

half of poor Fitzpatrick. To me he is not under the

slightest obligation. I have done no more than, my
duties as a judge permitting, my duties as a man re-

quired.

To the clemency of Government, indeed, I feel that

he is much indebted; and it must afford you great

satisfaction to reflect — that your compassionate exer-

tions have essentially contributed to procure for him
the mercy which he has obtained.

With every respect for the humane feelings which

led to those exertions,

I have the honour to be,

Dear Madam,
Your sincere and obliged humble servant,

William C. Smith.

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. I. 21
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CHAPTER XXIX.

1809 — FRIENDS AND COUNTRYMEN.

This girl's letter from Miss Stanley is amusing for

its details of fashions long since changed.

Miss Stanley to Miss Owenson.

23, New Norfolk Street,
3/(7 re /( %Oth, 1809.

With the greatest pleasure and ease have I executed

your little commission, and only hope it will meet with

your approbation. I should have been something hap-

pier had you given me a hint of about what breadth you
would have liked it, but what I have sent is between

broad and narrow, and should you like more of that

kind, or any other, pray send me a line and I can

procure it with the greatest ease. You particularly

mentioned mitred lace, but I think the present fashion

rather runs on the scolloped edge.

I shall be very glad of a few lines from you, an-

nouncing the arrival and your opinion of the lace, but

let the money remain in your possession till a better

opportunity. I had almost forgot to tell you the price.

I, myself, did not think it dear; it was nine shillings a
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yard. And now, as I am writing from London, you
will perhaps expect some account of the fashions; I am
afraid I can give you but a very imperfect account, for

I go out but very little, and have not been at any
smart parties; but the greatest novelty is gold lace,

which in a morning appears on hats and pelisses, and
in the evening on the head and on gowns; and you
may wear a broad gold girdle and clasp with any gown
you like. They now wear the girdles rather broad,

and it is by no means necessary they should be a piece

of the gown, as formerly. Very few white muslins

are to be seen; either velvet, cloth, gauze, crape or

colored muslins. Waists are making a bold attempt

to get long, but I do think a very long waist gets

stared at. Young ladies are certainly very economical

in the quantity of materials they put in a gown, for I

saw a few the other night who looked as if they were
sevred up in bags. Spanish hats, turned up in front,

with feathers, are a good deal worn; but the account I

now give you is but the winter one, and in about a

month the spring fashions may have more novelty;

but I dare say I have told you of nothing but what
you already know, for fashions must pass with great

rapidity from London to Dublin. I imagine you at

present in the height of gaiety. London is said to be
very dull at present. I go out so very little that I

know not what is going on. Alas! one pleasure is

greatly curtailed: only think of the two great theatres

burnt to the ground within five months. I have not yet

been to the opera, but I hear the singing is very bad,

but the dancing tolerable. I think our stay in London
will not be much longer.

21*
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Good bye, then, dear Miss Owenson, and believe me
to remain ever,

Yours sincerely, &c.,

Emma Stanley.

I have just heard that the Duke of York has re-

signed.

Few letters are better worth reading than Lady
Charleville's , and her criticism on Ida is in curious

contrast to what such a novel would suggest in these

days. Although "social evils" and "pretty horse-

breakers" are discussed with composure, as familiar

themes, so much rhetorical female virtue in such

hazardous situations as abound in this Greek novel,

would drive the whole class of readers from their

propriety.

The Countess of Chwleoille to Miss Owenson.

41, Grosvenor Street,
Uai] 1st, iS09.

Dear Madam,
I hasten to do away any painful impression you

could feel at my silence. I never received any letter

from you since I left Weymouth, which I answered

from Shrewsbury. Your politeness and kind inquiries

for my health, after my having the pleasure of being

known to you in London, were quite flattering, nor

could I imagine, so well employed as your pen may
always be, that it was to be trifled with often in casual

correspondence. The expression of solicitude for me
now, I beg to offer you ten thousand thanks for; and

I
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though I have nothing comfortable to say of my mi-

serable confirmed state of suffering, yet it is certainly

a sort of alleviation to think I have obtained sympathy

more than common, from so amiable a mind as yours.

I read Ida before it was all issued from the press,

a volume being sent me as soon as sewed: and I read

it with the same conviction of the existence of excel-

lent talent, great descriptive powers; and in this work
I find particular ingenuity, in the novel attempt to in-

terest us for a woman who loved two; and for each of

the lovers, the episode was happily contrived in this

plan and executed with great taste and spirit.

I could have wished the situations had been less

critical in point of delicacy, as the English gentleman

has incurred great blame from all sides for having suf-

fered her to escape-, and the jdooi' Turk too. The
politics of Athens are ingenious; but, alas! our poor

Emmet hanging so recently in our streets, does not

suffer us to enjoy our miseries in any fiction for some
years to come.

I have not read the ]\[onthhj JRevieic, where it is

criticised. I choose to be pleased with what you write

now; though I do heartily reprobate your putting off

the period of polishing and purifying your language

for pique to those censors, who, after all, may be the

best of friends, if they point out a path so attainable to

fame. Assuredly to those whom God has given fancy,

and a touch of the ethereal spark, it is doubly a duty

to write pure language, under the penalty of else ren-

dering the very best gift of heaven valueless. Where
little is to be done, it is inexcusable to neglect that;

and assuredly you promised me that Ida should be
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more correct than your former publications, even, as

you imagined, at the expense of fancy

Now we found as much imagination as ever, and not

more of the square and compass than hitherto.

Now I hope I have fulfilled your notions of good-

will by this essay on the fair Greek, and at all events

effaced every idea you could have conjured up to scare

away the recollections of politeness and sympathy for

my sad state which you have often so prettily and

kindly expressed.

C. M. Charleville.

This amusing letter of criticism and compliment,

very Irish and jolly, from Sir Jonah Barrington, whose
Memoirs, when subsequently published, made such a

noise, reached Miss Owenson at the Marquis of Aber-

corn's.

*S'/r J. Barrington to Miss Owenson.

Friday, olh July.

My dear Miss Owenson,
I hasten to acknowledge the receipt of your letter,

not because it is friendly, nor jet because it is flatter-

ing, but simply because it was yours. Fate, alas! my
grand climacteric is in view — my years are beginning

to outnumber my enjoyments, and abominable fifty

tells me I must now present to Glorvina and to Ida

that incense which in my early days would have burned

at the shrine of their mistress ; I therefore cannot afford

to lose a single pleasure, and your letter was a sub-

stantial one.
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When your note arrived I was inerged in politics

— my circulation was moving historically slow — the

head was in full operation — the heart a-slumbering

— of course my state was drooping, and the theory of

patriotism was sinking under the pressure of application.

You changed the scene. Refreshing ideas crowded on

my fancy, and gave birth to some of the best sentences

I ever wrote in my life.

What an advantage you writers of fiction have. If

Homer and Virgil had been confined to fact they

would have been wretched poets. Milton triumphs

over Hume because he treats of impossibilities; and
Ovid eclipses Sir Richard Musgrave because he is

somewhat more incredible. Fiction is liberty — fact,

incarceration. Our correspondence is unequal — you
write to a slave, I to a free woman; and I plainly see

I must either curb my volatility or give up my repu-

tation. In truth, I hate bagatelle — I wish it was
high-treason. It has been my bane all my life, and
you see I am trying to get rid of it. Be assured that

in these days a good steady impostor, who cuts out

his risible muscles, and ties his tongue fast to his eye-

teeth, is the only person sure of succeeding, or, indeed,

countenanced in rational circles; and as I have under-

gone neither of these operations I intend to die in

obscurity.

But come, I had better stop this sort of farago in

time, or Heaven only can tell M'^here it might end. I

have heard of a tragic poet who went on very well

until he wound himself up to the enthusiasm of com-

position, and gave a loose rein to the flames of sublimity;

but having at length written:
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"When gods meet gods and jostle in the dark,"

the idea expelled his reason, and he went stark

mad.

Of all your characters I love Glorvina most. I

hate to doubt of her existence — like a she Prometheus

(as you are), I believe you stole a spark from Heaven
to give animation to your idol. I say all this because

I think the society in which one writes has a great in-

fluence over their characters. You wrote the Novice

in retirement — you wrote Glorvina in your closet —
but you wrote Ida in Dublin; and depend upon it, if

you are writing now, you will have your scenes and

character in high life — Lady B— to the Duke of

Q— , and Lady Betty F— to the Countess of Z—. I

really think luxury is an enemy to the refinement of

ideas. I cannot conceive why the brain should not get

fat and unwieldy as well as any other part of the

human frame. Some of our best poets have written

in paroxysms of hunger. I really believe even Addi-

son would have had more point if he had less victuals.

I dined a few days ago with the Secretary, and never

could write a word since, save as before mentioned:

and in the midst of magnificence and splendour, where

you now are, if you do not restrict yourself to a sheep's

trotter and spruce beer you will lose your simplicity,

and your pen will betray your luxury. I hope in a

few days to get the better of the Secretary's dinner,

and resume my labours for your amusement and that

of Lord Blaney, to whom I beg my best regards.

Upon reading over this letter it is easy to perceive

my head is not perfectly settled. Have you any recipe

to cure a wandering fancy? If you have, do let me
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have it, and you Avill, if possible, increase the esteem

with which I am,

Very faithfully yours,

Jonah Barrington.

One of her friends at this time, whose notice she

considered a distinction, was Richard Kirwan, of Cregg

Castle, in the county of Galway, one of the most an-

cient and respectable families of Connaught, a province

where few families condescended to date from a more

modern epoch than the flood.

The Kirwans are the only aboriginal family who
were admitted into the thirteen tribes of Galway.

"As proud as a Kirwan," is a Galway proverb.

Richard Kirwan was a distinguished chemist; and

there is an account of him in the Booh of the Boudoir.

Mr. Kirwan induced Miss Owenson to write a His-

tory of Fictit'ous Literature^ which was published many
years after as a magazine contribution. Miss Owenson
gathered her materials diligently; but they always

retained their alluvial character; they were brought

together by the reading of the moment, and likely to

be carried away by the next current that set in.

Nothing she read ever seemed to become assimilated

by the action of her own mind —everything retained

its form as imported from books. Her mind was too

active and incessantly in action; she lived too much
on the surface, and amid the turmoil of passing events,

to leave her time or inclination for meditation. She
allowed neither facts nor sentiments to sink deeply.

Whatever information she obtained (and she was al-

ways reading and picking up facts and opinions) was



330 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

reproduced immediately, either to illustrate the subject

upon which she might be writing, or to decorate her

conversation as a quotation or allusion. A vivid ima-

gination, and a lively fancy threw off bright, glancing

lights, and made her allusions to facts in history or

philosophy, as brilliant as pebbles under a flowing

brook in the sunshine; but they did not indicate any

deep vein of quiet thought. She had vivid instincts

and a quick insight into things; but she hated to dwell

upon any subject.

END OF VOL. L
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CHAPTER I.

DR. MORaAN AND DR. JENNER.

As yet, Miss Owensou had not met the man who
was to win her from the vanities of her own fancy.

At this date of 1809, Thomas Charles Morgan, doctor

of medicine, was mourning over a dead wife, tenderly

nursing a little girl, the child of his lost love, helping

Dr. Jenner to make people believe in vaccination,

struggling into London practice, and proceeding to his

degree of doctor in medicine. Morgan had been born

in London, in 1783, being the son of John Morgan,

of that city, and his early life had been spent in the

neighbourhood of Smithfield. He was several years

younger than Miss Owenson; in later life Lady Morgan
confessed to having two years of disadvantage over Sir

Charles: but the unromantic truth may be set down
without exaggeration at five or six. From the Charter

House, he was sent to Cambridge, where, in 1801, he

graduated at St. Peter's, and, in 1804, took his degree

of M. B.; thence he removed to London, set up in his

profession, became a member of the College of Phy-
sicians, and entered heart and soul into the contro-

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II.
1
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versies about cow-pox and small-pox. Handsome,
witty, prosperous, with a private income of about

<5£'300 a-year, and the prospect of a great name in his

profession; he was not long left to the miseries of a

bachelor's life. Miss Hammond, daughter of Anthony
Hammond, of Queen's Square, then a fashionable part

of town, the residence of judges, privy councillors , and

bankers, became his wife, but died in about a year,

in giving birth to her child. Little Nannie was left

the Doctor's chief playmate; while his serious study

was bestowed on his profession, little dreaming of the

brilliant distraction then preparing for him in Dublin.

Jenner's letters to him are well worth reading; and

there will be no need for any apology in introducing

some of them, episodically, at this early stage. They
show the difference between the condition of a hero,

after he has been accepted by posterity, placed in his

niche, and his reputation rounded into "one entire and

perfect chrysolite," in which nobody sees any flaw, and

the same man when he was alive — his views mis-

understood, he himself painfully struggling against

ignorance and calumny, and his heart nearly broken

by petty vexations and hindrances. Jenner is now an

acknowledged benefactor to the human race, he has a

statue in London; but it was scant reverence that

"hedged him," and small justice he obtained in the

days of his life. Dr. Morgan was the friend and sup-

porter of Jenner in the time of contradiction, and it is

pleasant in the correspondence which passed between

them to remark the tone of cordial respect in which

Jenner addresses him.
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Dr. Jenner to Dr. Morgan.

Berkeley,
December ^0, 1808.

My DEAR Doctor,
There is notliing enlivens a cottage fire-side, remote

from the capital, so much as a newspaper. The Pilot

of last night was particularly cheering, as it told me
you had finished your academic labours and received

your honours. Allow me to congratulate you, and to

assure you how happy I shall ever be in hearing of

anything that adds to your fame, your fortune, or to

your general comforts.

The horrid fever my eldest son has undergone, has

left him quite a wreck; but I don't despair of seeing

him restored. I should be quite at ease on the sub-

ject, if a little cough did not still hang upon him, and
too quick a pulse.

The Regius Professor of Physic in the University

of Cambridge, corresponding with the contemptible edi-

tors of that miserable catch-penny Journal, the Medical

Observer! f ! What phenomenon, I wonder, will vacci-

nation next present to us? Atrocious and absurd as

this man's conduct has been, there will be a difficulty

in punishing him, as he seems insensible to everything

but his own conceit. However, he is in able hands,

and my excellent friend Thackeray (to whom I beg
you to remember me most kindly) I know will not

spare him.

Sir Isaac has certainly out-blockheaded all his pre-

decessors. Pray tell me what is going forward. Alas!

poor thing! He has been too daring, and I tremble

for his fate. The scourge is out, and I don't see that
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he erased a single line that was pointed out to him as

dangerous. This venomous sting will produce a most
troublesome reaction, and injure the cause it was
meant to support. You know the pains I took to sup-

press it; but all would not do.

I have not heard anything of the new Vaccine In-

stitution since my arrival here, except a word or two
from Lord Egremont, who says the Ministry are so

incessantly occupied with the affairs of Spain, that

matters of a minor consideration cannot at present

be attended to. I shall thank my friend in Russell

Square, for the communications which, through you,

he was good enough to make to me, but am of opinion

that the pro})er time to object will be when anything

objectionable rises up. Whatever is going forward

either in the College or out of it, is at present care-

fully concealed from me. The proposition hinted at

by Dr. S— , respecting an equal number from both

Colleges to form the Board, I mentioned to Sir Lucas
as the certain means of keeping off those jealousies

which otherwise I thought would show themselves.

It affords me great pleasure to assure you that your

pamphlet is much liked by all who have read it in

this part of the world, and by no one more than by
myself A few trifling alterations will be necessary

for the next edition. I think you may be more copious

in your extracts from some of those letters of which

Murray availed himself By the bye, it might not be

amiss, perhaps, if, by way of firing a shot at the head

of your knight, the extract from Sacco's letter (see

Murray's Appendix) and that from Dr. Keir, at Bom-
bay, were to appear in the Cambridge newspaper.
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With the best wishes of myself and family, believe

me, dear Doctor,

Most faithfully yours,

Edw. Jenner.

Mr. Jenner to Charles Morgan.

Bebkelet,
March 1st, 1S09.

My dear Sir,

I ought to make a thousand apologies to you for

suffering your last obliging letter to remain so long

unanswered. Did my friends whom I serve in this

manner but know the worrying kind of life I lead,

they would soon seal my pardon. However, I feel

myself now more at ease than for some time past,

having crept from under the tliick^ heavy Board, which

so unexpectedly fell upon me and crushed me so

sorely. To speak more plainly, I have informed the

gentlemen in Leicester Square, that I cannot accept of

the office to which they nominated me. Should the

business come before the public, as I suppose it will,

I am not afraid of an honourable acquittal. Never was
anything so clumsily managed. If Sir Isaac himself,

instead of Sir Lucas, had taken the lead, it could not

have been worse, as I shall convince you when we
come to talk the matter over. By the way, what is

become of this right valiant knight? Thackeray, I

hope, has not done exchanging lances with him, unless

he is ashamed of the contest. I was glad to see your

pamphlet advertised on the yellow cover. Give it as

much publicity as you please, and remember, you are

to draw on me for all costs. Does it go off, or sleep

with the pages of Moseley? OpiDOsition to vaccination
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seems dead — at least in tliis part of the world we
Lear nothing of it. Through a vast district around

me, I don't know a man who now ever unsheaths that

most venomous of all weapons — the variolus lancet;

and the small-pox, if it now and then seizes upon some
deluded infidel, soon dies away for want of more
prey.

I have not written to my friend Dr. Saunders a

long time, but if you see him, assure him he shall

hear soon from me. If he considers the business be-

tween me and the Board, and looks steadfastly on all

its bearings, I am confident he will not condemn my
conduct. If it should be thought of consequence enough

for an inquiry, I shall meet it with pleasure; but,

though I say "w^ith pleasure," I had much rather they

would let me alone, and suffer me to smoke my cigar

in peace and quietness in my cottage.

My boys are better. How is your little cherub?

Adieu, my dear Sir,

Most truly yours,

Edw. Jenner.

Mr. Jenner to Charles Morgan.

BERKELEr,
lllh July, IS09.

My dear Sir,

You have some heavy accusations I know to bring

against me on the subject of my long silence. I have

no other excuse to offer you than that of pecuniary

bankrupts, who have so many debts, that they dis-

charge none. However deficient I may have been in

writing, I have not been so in thinking of you and
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your kind attentions. If you have seen your neigh-

bour Blair lately, he must have told you so.

You supposed me at Cheltenham when you wrote

last. Unfortunately, I have not yet been able to quit

this place, and have been detained by a sad business,

the still existing illness of my eldest son, the young-

man who was so ill when I was in town. His appear-

ance for some time past, flattered me with a hope that

he was convalescent, but to my great affliction he was
seized on Saturday last with haemorrhage from the

lungs, which returned yesterday and to-day exactly at

the same hour, and almost at the same minute— seven

in the morning. This is a melancholy prospect for

me, and I scarcely know how to bear it. The decrees

of Heaven, however harsh they may seem, must be

correct , and the grand lesson we have to learn is

humility.

I wrote two long argumentative letters to Dr.

Saunders soon after I received your hint, on the sub-

ject of the new institution; but from that time he has

dropped his correspondence Avith me. When next you

fall in with the doctor, pray sound him on this sub-

ject. Have you seen the last number of that infamous

publication, the Medical Observer'^ There is the most

impudent letter in it from the editor to me that ever

was penned. I think our friend Harry Avould at once

pronounce it grossly libellous. The thing I am abused

for, the effects of an epidemic small-pox at Chelten-

ham, is as triumphant as any that has occurred in the

annals of vaccination. A child that had irregular

pustules, and was on that account ordered by me to

be re-vaccinated, which order was never obeyed, caught

the small-pox. This is the whole of the matter, and
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•

on this foundation Moseley, Birch and Co., have heaped

up a mountain of scurrility. Between 3,000 and 4,000

persons have been vaccinated there and in the circum-

jacent villages, ivlio remained in the midst of the epidemic

untouched. This trifling circumstance, these worthy-

gentlemen did not think it worth their while to men-

tion. Adieu, my dear Sir, I hope you are very well

and very happy.

Most truly yours,

E. Jenner.

Mr. Jenner to Charles Morgan.

Berkeley,
9th October, 1809.

My dear Sir,

You may easily guess what a state of mind I am
in, by my neglecting my friends. This I was not

wont to do. I am grown as moping as the owl, and
all the day long sit brooding over melancholy. My
poor boy still exists, but is wasting inch by inch. The
ray of hope is denied only to a medical man when he

sees his child dying of pulmonary consumption; all

other mortals enjoy its flattering light. You say nothing

of your little girl in your letter from Eamsgate. I

hope she is well and will prove a lasting comfort to

you.

If Dr. Saunders is displeased, his displeasure can

have no other grounds than caprice. I never did

anything in my life that should have called it up. I

wrote twice to him in the spring, and since that time

he has not written to me. Why, I am utterly at a

loss to know. In one of these letters I went fully
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into an explanation of my conduct with regard to the

National Vaccination establishment. Depend upon it

neither Mr. B. ^or Sir Lucas will ever make it the

subject of jDublic inquiry. They know better. I have
always treated the College with due respect. They
made an admirable report to Parliament of vaccina-

tion; but in doing this they showed me no favour.

It was founded on the general evidence sent in from

every part of the empire. I love to feel sensible of

an obligation, where it is due, and to show my grati-

tude. If the College had jjublished the evidence,

which they promised to do, then I should have been
greatly obliged to them. AVhy this was not done, I

never could learn, but shall ever lament that such

valuable facts should lie mouldering on their shelves,

as they must from their weight have lain too heavy on
the tongue of clamom- for it ever to have moved again.

I wish you had been there, and that I had first made
my acquaintance with you. Our strenuous friend in

Warwick Lane would have effected everything by fill-

ing up this lamentable chasm. I enjoyed your dialogue.

Poor Sir Isaac! Your pamphlet is highly spoken of,

wherever it is read. After this spice of your talents in

lashing the anti-vaccinists, I hope you don't mean to

lay down the rod. Moseley, as far as I have seen, has

not taken the least notice of it. A proof of his tremors

;

for he has not been sparing of his other opponents.

And now my good friend let me request you, without
delay, to let me know the expenses of printing, adver-

tisements, &c., &c. I don't exactly know where this

may find you, but shall get a cover for Eamsgate. If

you are not there it Avill pursue you. Dr. Saunders's

throwing me off, I assure you, vexes me; but I have
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the consolation of knowing tliat it was unmerited. Ee-

member me kindly to our friend Barry. He will soon

climb the hill, I think. He may bet assured of not

reaching the top a day sooner than I wish him. Will

you have the goodness when in town to order Harward
to send the Annual Aledical Register with my next parcel

of books? I have not seen it, but shall, of course, turn

to the article "Cow-pox" with peculiar pleasure. Do
you recollect my exhibiting some curious pebbles which

I had collected during my stay in town, to some friends

of yours in your apartment? By some mishap they

were left behind me. They were good specimens of

wood and bone converted into silex. I don't think

there is a corpuscle of the globe we inhabit that has

not breathed in the form of an animal or a vegetable.

Adieu

!

Believe me, with best wishes,

Most truly yours,

Edwd, Jenner.

We must leave the two doctors to their controver-

sies and incriminations. The story of the introduction

of vaccination into this country is one of deep interest,

and especially to female readers; but that story is not

the property of Lady Morgan's biographer. We shall

not see Mr. Morgan again for a year or more.
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CHAPTER 11. »

OLD FRIENDS AND NEW.

Miss Owenson's visit to Lady Abercorn lias been

mentioned. It was in her hospitable house that Miss

Owenson received the riotous letter from Barrington.

Lady Charleville refers to this visit, congTatulating her

young friend on "acquiring" the favour of Lord and

Lady Abercorn's protection. Lady Charleville's good

sense and strong affection for Miss Owenson, and her

total freedom from the jealousy that old friends too

often feel privileged to indulge, is very pleasant.

The Countess of Charleville to Miss Owenson.

Charleville Forest,
December i%lh, 1809.

Dear Miss Owenson,
I am extremely sensible of the politeness of your

inquiry for my health, which remains nearly stationary,

or if any ways changed, certainly not for the better.

It is such as to preclude any idea of town amusements

mixing with my scheme of enjoyment; but, indeed, at

all times I greatly prefer Charleville Forest to residence

in any city.

I congratulate you very sincerely on your acquiring

the favour of Lord and Lady Abercorn's protection. It

is not always that both parties accord to approve of

the same person's character and abilities, or indeed,
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to make due allowances for them. As I believe the

noble lord to be, like many others, omnipotent in his

own family, I am to suppose he acknowledges the

existence of those charming- talents, which certainly

must be improved by the intercourse of highly educated

people; and once more I congratulate you on the enjoy-

ment you must find in such society.

I am glad you write for every reason of emolument
and amusement; and I do hope your next publication

may have as beautiful fancies interspersed, and give

less room to the gentlemen to criticise Englishmen's

sang froid than the last has done ! ! ! !

I believe you will find Lady Costre settled in Lon-

don, and very happy to do you service in her way.

I am grieved to find Mrs. Henry Tighe is very ill;

I know how good she has been to you; and I think

her taste should bias every creature who has a heart

to feel for her, or soul to acknowledge her, as the first

genius of her day
I am. Dear Madam,

Your very faithful servant,

Cath. Maria Charleville.

Sir Jonah Barrington to Miss Oweiison.

Meerion Square , Thursday.

Dear Miss Owenson,
I hasten to acknowledge what I value — a note from

you. But why remind me of my advancing years by

supposing me capable of forgetting a promise to Miss

Owenson, which, at the period of my second climac-

teric, would have been a suspicion of my honour and

an insult to my gallantry. Think you, that because I
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approacli my year of jiihilee^ — because the freezing

hand of Time has checked the rapid course of my cir-

culation, and seized in his cohl grasp a heart whose
ardour would once have bid defiance to his icicles, —
that, therefore, my memory and truth must have taken

flight with my passions and left your unfortunate cor-

respondent a mere caput mortiami — if you think so,

you err, for my vanity has survived and could not be

more highly gratified than by your acceptance of my
labours.

The book, such as it is, is the true and unadulter-

ated off'spring of Irish feelings, and as such too con-

genial to your own, not to excite your attention and
demand your indulgence. Our works difi'er, however,

in a point the widest in the world — yours much the

most difficult — all the talent of inventive genius must
be cultivated by you — anything in the nature of in-

vention would destroy my reputation. You must invent

incident, I need only tell it; you must combine events,

my events are already combined, and I have only to

recite them. You must describe passions which you
never felt-, I felt all the passion I have to describe.

You write to please; I write to reprobate; and in that

alone you will find the less difficulty.

However, my vanity is not like other people's, for

it is perfectly candid^ and desires me to tell you that

I think you will like the book — at least, I like it

myself, and that is all that can be expected by any
author.

The second part will rise from the dead, I trust,

in January next; and a most flattering letter received

from the Prince of Wales, at once feeds my ambition
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and promotes my courage— so on I go — and heaven
send me a good deliverance; there will be ten parts,

one hundred portraits, thirty vignettes, all comprised

in two volumes — eleven engravings, verTj superior^ to

those you see, will honour the next number; but I do

not think anything can much exceed Bush and Currau

in the last, except Durginan and Napper Tandy in the

next part. You see, gentlemen must keep bad com-

pany on those occasions.

You greatly mistake if you suppose the ravenous

appetite you mention can be at all sated by my morsel
— it will only be a mere lunch; I hope, however, it

may increase your appetite, and give you relish for

the second course which I am cooking for your table.

I wish you a happy Christmas, as I entertain no

doubt you will have a merry one; and if the good

wishes of Lady B— &c., can add to your pleasures,

be sure you possess them.

I am, with real sincerity.

Your affectionate brother author,

Vive Irlmidois. Jonah Barrington.

The following letter is from "a sound divine," and

a dignitary of the Church, who was one of what her

sister used to call "Sydney's Army of Martyrs;" at

that period a tolerably numerous train! It would be

curious to speculate on the effect it might have pro-

duced on the orthodoxy of this ardent admirer, had his

prayer been granted and Sydney Owenson had become

an Archdeacon's wife instead of Lady Morgan!
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Arclideacon lung, to Miss Oivenson.

Dear Miss Owenson, ^*'^-

p]nclosed is the elegant trifle* you were desirous

to obtain. I have lost no time in executing the little

commission with wliich you have honoured me. Oh
tliat I were destined to contribute to your felicity in

the serious and important circumstance which was the

subject of this evening's conversation! — to contribute

to your felicity and to complete my hapjDiness. But
the unfortunate Rector of Mourne Abbey cherishes the

hope, that if he cannot be blest with the hand, he will

be immortalized by the pen, of the elegant and interest-

ing Glorvina.

Rupert Kjng.

Mr. F— is not permitted to give a copy of the

song; you must prevaricate, and pretend that you re-

tained it in memory after having heard it repeated.

R. K.

The "white lies" recommended in this postscript

are surprising in a divine; possibly, Sydney Owenson,
like Sweet Kitty Clover, had "bothered him so," that

the poor archdeacon was bewildered. It is not sur-

prising that Miss Owenson should have refused to be-

come his wife.

Miss Owenson had begun to collect materials for

another novel, upon an Indian subject. Her old friend

* A copy of some song, by P, Fitzgerald, Esq.
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— not now lier lover, tlioiigli some folks thought so—
Sir Charles Ormsby, lent her a number of very valuable

works of reference from which, as her custom was, she

made extensive notes.

The following letter refers to them-, the date is

omitted, as generally happens in her letters.

Miss Owenson to Sir C. Ormshy.

I have, at last, waded through your Oriental Li-

brary^ and it is impossible you can ever feel the weight

of the obligation I owe you, except you turn author,

and some kind friend supplies you with rare books that

give the sanction of authority to your own wild and

improbable visions.

Your Indian histories place me upon the fairy

ground you knoAv I love to tread, "where nothing is

but what is not," and you have contributed so largely

and so efficiently to my Indian venture, that you have

a right to a share in the profits, and a claim to be

considered a silent partner in the firm. I have to re-

quest you will send for your books, as I fear to trust

them to a porter.

Yours always,

S. Owenson.



baron's court. 17

CHAPTER III.

baron's court.

Lady Charleville, in her last letter, congratulated

her young fi-iend on having obtained the favour and

protection of Lord and Lady Abercorn. These Aber-

corns were very great people. John James Hamilton,

ninth earl and first marquis of his line, was of kin to

the ducal Hamiltons, with their triple titles in Scotland,

France, and England. He enjoyed in his own person

the honour of four baronies,— Paisley, Abercorn, Ham-
ilton, and Strabane; of two viscounties,— Hamilton and

Strabane; as well as an earldom and a marquisate. In

one respect he could boast of an advantage in rank

above his cousin, the Duke of Hamilton, Brandon, and

Chatelherault, — he was a peer in each of the three

kingdoms, and could take his seat in the parliaments of

London, Dublin, and Edinburgh. Only two other peers,

Lord Moira and Viscount Grimstone, shared with him

this great distinction. His Lordship had been married

three times, had been the hero of a wretched and

romantic divorce, and was now living at Stanraore

Priory, with a third wife and a grown up family of

children. This third wife, Anne-Jane, was a daughter

of Lord Arran, and the widow of Mr. Hatton. Lord
and Lady Abercorn had read the Wild Irish Girl and

The Novice of St. Dominic, and been pleased with them;

they had seen the authoress herself, and been equally

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II.
^
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pleased with her, and they thought they would like to

take the young woman of genius to live with them and
amuse them in their own house.

Lady Abercorn proposed to Miss Owenson, in a

very kind and flattering manner, the wish of herself

and the Marquis, that she should pass the chief part

of every year with them, either at Baron's Court, in

Ireland, or at Stanmore Priory, their seat near London

;

in short, that she should belong to them altogether,

and only leave them occasionally to see her other

friends.

Miss Owenson was, at that time, living in Dublin,

more pleasantly situated than she had ever been in her

life. She was quite independent, and yet close to her

father and sister, enjoying for the first time the comfort

of a family position surrounded by friends and pleasant

acquaintances. She did not, at first, feel inclined to

relinquish all these things for the sake of accepting

Lady Abercorn's ofi'er.

The friends who had, for so many years taken an

interest in her welfare, joined in representing the great

advantages of the position offered to her, and induced

her to consent to go to Baron's Court for a time,

without, however, binding herself to remain there. It

amounted to a complete banishment from her own circle

of society, as the Marquis and Marchioness were far too

grand to recognise Dublin society. They were, however,

eager to make their proposal pleasant to her in every

way, and both before and after her acceptance, nothing

could be more kind or highly bred than their conduct

towards her on all occasions.

The Marquis was a very fine gentleman, the type

of a class now extinct. He was convinced that the
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people of the lower orders were of a different nature,

and made of different stuff to himself.

The groom of the chambers had orders to fumigate

the rooms he occupied after liveried servants had been

in them; and the chambermaids were not allowed to

touch his bed except in white kid gloves. He himself

always dressed en grondc tenue^ and never sat do^Ti

at table except in his blue ribbon with the star and
garter.

He was exti*emely handsome; noble and courtly in

his manner; witty, sarcastic; a roue as regai'ded his

principles towards women; a Tory in politics; fasti-

dious, luxurious; refined in his habits, fascinating in

his address; hlase upon pleasure and prosperity, yet

capable of being amused by wit, and interested by a

new voice and face. Altogether, he was about as

dangerous a man for a brilliant young woman to be
brought near as could easily be found. 3Iiss Owenson
had, however, the virtue for herself which she bestowed
upon her heroines; her own sentiments and romance
found their outlet and exercise in her novels, and she

had, for all practical purposes, the strong, hard, common
sense which called things by their right names, and
never gave bewildering epithets to matters of plain

right and wrong. She had no exaggerated generosity,

nor sentiments of delicacy about other people's feelings.

The veracity of common sense had become the habit of

her mind, and she never tampered ^-ith it.

The Marchioness of Abercom was as genuine a fine

lady as the Marquis was a fine gentleman. In after

years. Lady Morgan drew her portrait in O^Donnell as

Lady Llamberris. She was good-natured and inconse-

quente. She took up people wannly and dropped them
9*
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easily; slie was incapable of a permanent attachment

except to those belonging to herself.

Her enthusiasm for Miss Owenson was, however,

marked by steady kindness for a considerable period;

but their intercourse was of quite a different nature to

that which existed between Miss Qwenson and Lady
Charleville, or Lady Stanley, or Mrs. Lefanu.

Miss Owenson's letters tell their own tale of the

scenes and impressions of this period of her life.

She used to say, in referring to her life at Baron's

Court and Stanmore Priory, where there was a succes-

sion of visitors, how little toilette was required in

those days. Whilst at the Marquis of Abercorn's, she

seldom wore anything except a white muslin dress

with a flower in her bosom, until after she married;

ornaments she possessed none, and her hair was dressed

by the simple appliance of a wet brush to her abun-

dant curls.

Miss Owenson to Mrs. Lefanu.

Priory,
January 18lh, iSiO.

Well, I am everything that by this you have said.

I am "an idle, addle-pated, good-for-nothing thing,"

who, at the end of three months' absence, begins to

remember there is somebody whose demands upon her

grateful and affectionate recollection are undeniable;

and who, in fact, she never ceases to love and respect,

though she does not regularly tell her so by the week,

"in a double letter from Northamptonshire;" and now,

I dare say, a very clever letter you will expect. Alas!

madam, that which in me "makes fat the ribs but

bankrupts out the wits," the morale, in its excellence,
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bears no proportion to the physique, and I am, at this

moment, the best lodged, best fed and dullest author

in his Majesty's dominions. My memory comes sur-

charged with titles and pedigrees, and my fancy laden

with stars and garters, — my deep study is pointed to-

wards the red book, and my light reading to the

French bill of fare which lies under my cover at din-

ner; but you will say, "hang your fancy, give me
factsy Helas! via belle ^ I have none to relate, that

your j)hilosophic mind would not turn up its nose at.

What is it to you that I live in one of the largest pa-

laces in England? and that the sound of a commoner's
name is refreshment to my organs, wearied out with

the thrilling vibrations of "your Royal Highness,"

"your Grace," and "your Majesty!" Aye, now you
open your big dark eyes, not knowing all the time (as

how should you, poor soul!) that I am surrounded by
ex-lord-lieutenants, unpopular princesses, and "deposed
potentates," (for in the present state of things, we here

are in the wrong box); on either side of me I find

chatting Lords Westmorland and Hardwick (poor

dears!) pop, then comes the Princess of Wales, Avith

"quips and cranks and wreathed smiles," and "anon
stalks by in royal sadness," the "exiled majesty of

Sweden," who certainly deserves to reign, because he
boldly af/iches himself as not deserving to reign and
says toute bonnement^ "that his people were the best

judges, and they were of his opinion.''^ This is facty

not fancy. The truth is that the ivonclerful variety of

distinguished and extraordinary characters who come
here, make it to me a most delicious sejoui\ — and
though I am now going on my fourth month it seems
as if I was beginning my first day. It were in vain to
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tell you the names of our numerous and fluctuating

visitors, as they include those of more than half the

nobility of England, and of the first class; add to

which, many of the ivits^ authors, and existing minis-

ters (poor dears!) The house is no house at all, for it

looks like a little town, which you will believe when
I tell you that a hundred and twenty people slept

under the roof dui'ing the Christmas holidays without

including the under servants; and that Lords Abercorn
and Hamilton have between them nine apartments en

suite, and Lady A. four. The Queen's chamberlain told

me, indeed, that there was nothing like the whole
establishment in England, and, perhaps, for a subject,

in Europe. I have seen a great deal of the Devonshire
family; the daughters are charming, and I am told,

Lady G. Morpeth veiy like her mother, whom they all

say, actually died in consequence of the shock she

received from the novel of The Winter in London. What
will please you more than anything is that I have sold

my hooh, The Missionary
^ famously. That I am now

correcting the proof sheets, and that I have sat to the

celebrated Sir Thomas Lawrence for my picture, from

which an engraving is done for my work.

I was presented almost immediately on my arrival

to the Princess of Wales, who received me most gra-

ciously, and with whom I have dined. The Duchess

of Grordon has been particularly kind and attentive

to me, and is here frequently. We have at present

a very celebrated person, Payne Knight
.^

and Lord
Aberdeen, who has a farm at Athens. He is married

to one of our daughters.

I swore like a trooper to Livy I ivoidd be back by
the 1st of January, but as that is past, I will be back
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before the 1st of March ^ for these folk then move
themselves for Ireland, and it will be then time to

move off myself; so I propose myself to take a family

dinner icith you the 1st of March new style. Poor

Mrs. Wallace! she held out wondrously. The last

day I saw her I did not think she would live a week,

and she lived twelve. I hear he is inconsolable (poor

man!!) (do you perceive through all this a vein of

tender pity!) I wish he would get a star or garter

that I might smile on him, as it is '"'' nothing under no-

bility approaches Mrs. Kitty.") The majesty of the

people!! Oh, how we laugh at such nonsense! My
dear Mistress What-do-ye-call'em, can I do anything

for you, or the good man, your husband? command me.

As to the worthy person, your son, I have nothing

interesting to communicate to him, but that we have

had the Archbishops of York and Canterbury, and

they have exorcised the evil spirit out of me, so that I

shall go back to him a saint in grain. Have you seen

Livy? Love to all in a lump, and pray write to

me under cover to the Marquis, St. James's Square,

London.

Yours affectionately,

S. 0.

The Mr. Wallace, who is referred to in the fore-

going banter, was an eminent barrister and Q. C. at

the L'ish bar. A very warm friendship and esteem

of long duration had subsisted betwixt him and Miss

Owenson. His wife had been a confirmed invalid, who
did not go out into society. It may be inferred by
the sagacious reader, that Mr. Wallace had pretensions

to the hand which Sir Charles Ormsby and Archdeacon
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King — not to speak of the minor crowd — liad not

succeeded in winning. There is a sly undertone of

love-making in the following note of good advice: —

/. Wallace to Miss Owenson.

[No date.]

I cannot tell you, my sweet friend, how much plea-

sure your letter has given me! not because you have

been panegyrizing me to your great friends, — nor be-

cause I have any, the most remote fancy, that those

panegyrics can ultimately produce benefits to your

friend; but because the unsought, disinterested, spon-

taneous testimonies of friendship, are with me above

all value! Even if they were not rare they would be
precious., — but when one who has seen as much of

mankind as myself, and knows, cm foncl^ how seldom a

heart or a head can be found that is not exclusively

occupied with its own cares, or pleasures, or interests;

when such a one meets an instance of gratuitous

and friendly solicitude about the interests or reputation

of an absent connection, he gets a new conscious-

ness of the value of his existence, by finding there is

something in his species better than he expected. I

profess to you to feel a sentiment of that kind from

this last instance of your recollection of me; for I am
so far a misanthrope, that I should not have been

much surprised if a volatile little girl like yourself.,

fond of the pleasure and of the admiration of society,

should have forgotten such a thing as myself., when
immersed in the various enjoyments of such a circle as

you are now surrounded by; not that I doubted you
had friendship for me, — for of that I would have been

certain; but I would have been easily persuaded that
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present pleasure might, for a time, have superseded

memory^ and postponed a recollection of distant friends

and past scenes till a more convenient season. I con-

fess, however, my sweet friend, that I entertained some
fear that your zeal may have carried you a little too

far in the conversation you mention; for anything in

the way of solicitation or canvass would certainly, my
dear Sydney, be to me one of the most mortifying

things on earth ; it would be at war with all my feelings

and outrage all my principles; for there is but one

thing in this world of which I can be vain — and it is

a source of pleasure which nothing would induce me to

forego — a consciousness that whatever I am, or what-

ever little success I may have in life, it is the pure

and unmixed result of my own labours, uncherished

and unpatronised. One instance only occurred in the

course of my life, in which any attempt was made to

promote my interests by the solicitation of friendship,

and that became a source of great vexation to me, — it

was that Mr. C. adverted to when he spoke of Ponsonby.

Grattan, meaning to do a kind thing for me without

my knowledge, applied to T. when he became Chan-

cellor for a silk gown for me, and having got what he

considered an explicit promise, he then mentioned the

thing publicly, and it was known to half the profession

before I heard of it. T. afterwards falsified his promise
— by pretending that the promise was not for the next

creation of king's counsel, but for the next but one.

The consequence was the open declaration of war I

made upon him — which most probably will for ever

prevent me and Chancellors from being very good
friends; for those fellows, like other classes of men,

have a certain esprit de corps^ and make common cause.
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Speak of me, therefore, dear Sydney, as your friend as

much as you please, praise me in that character as far

as you can, and you confer an honour on me of which
I shall ever be most proud; but beware, my sweet girl,

of patronage or solicitation. Here has been twenty

times too much of myself; but you have made the sub-

ject valuable by the attention you have paid to it.

What is the meaning of your question, "What are

you to do with the rest of your life?" Can it be pos-

sible that a mind like yours should prove itself so

feeble, that the passing enjoyments of a few months in

"splendour and comfort" would disgust you with the

ordinary habits of the world? This would be neither

reason, nor philosophy, nor good taste; for good taste

is good sense directed in a particular way; and good
sense has a very assimilating quality and always fits

us for '"''existing circumstances. ''"' I do hope, notwith-

standing the horror with which you seem to look at

your descent from the pedestal, that you will be ca-

pable of enjoying the circumscribed, social, laughing,

wise, foolish, playful little suppers which Mrs. * * '^^

has given us, and, I hope, will again. By the way,

when will you retui-n? Mrs. Lefanu told me, on Sa-

turday, you mentioned to her that you would be here

in a fortnight and go back; and yet Mrs. C. knows
nothing of it — nor I. I cannot help recurring again

to your question. What will you do icith the rest of life?

I put the inteiTOgatory to myself when I read your

letter, — indeed, I have often asked myself the ques-

tion — and what do you think I am likely to do?

Most probably I shall retire to some very remote spot,

where a small income will be an independence — and

what then? J. W.
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Miss Owenson had been slyly asking Mr. Wallace

what he meant to do with the rest of his life; and the

dull gentleman had not seen her joke. It was the

fashion for all the men to adore her; Sir Charles

Ormsby, Lord Guildford, Mr. Archdeacon King, Sir

Richard Phillips, even the Marquis of Abercorn; and

the crowd of lovers who were always flying about her

was the standing comedy of Lady Abercorn. Some
weeks after the death of his wife, Mr. Wallace received

a droll and wicked note from his fair correspondent.

Voltaire himself has nothing more droll than the alter-

native consolation offered to the widower— some being

who could think and feel with him — or a perusal of

the Essay on Manners. The political gossip is no less

amusing than the personal.

J\[iss Oivenson to Mr. Wallace on the death of his Wife.

[So dale]

I write to you with reluctance, in which my heart

has no share; its natural impulses are always true to

pity and affection; to solace the afflicted is in me 7io

virtue^ it is at once my nature and my habit, and if in

prosperity and joy my feelings vary their direction,

and ebb and flow to the influence of peculiar circum-

stances, in sorrow and in sadness they become fixed

and invariable, for, "laugh with those who rejoice,"

is less natural to me than to "weep with those who
weep;" yet respecting your grief (and the grief of a

man is to me always awful), not knowing in what
mood of mind my letter might find you, I waited till

it could be naturally supposed the first strong im-

pressions of scenes of suffering and of melancholy
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might be softened if not effaced, until nothing but a

tender sadness not ungracious to the feelings re-

mained. I know not how to use the common-place
language of condolence; death has broken a tie which

sometimes galled you; but it has also taken from you
a friend^ a sincere, an affectionate and faithful friend:

for myself, young as I am, I have tried long enough
to know and to feel the inconsequence of life. To act

right according to those moral principles which nature

has interwoven with our very constitution, and from

which all the moral institutions of man are derived,

is, I most sincerely and soleninly believe, the sole good.,

imperishable and lasting as long as we shall ourselves

last, whether here or hereafter; that all the rest is

subordinate and frail, I can assert upon my own
experience. To-day, glancing my eyes over the No-

vice of St. Dominic, I was struck by the ardour, the

enthusiasm, the fertility of invention, in short by all

the brilliant illusions of untried youth, which gleamed

in every line. I opposed them by the old, tame na-

ture of my present feelings; — my disappointed heart,

my exhausted imagination, and I had the weakness to

drop tears on the page as I read; but I dried them

soon., and I could not help thinking, that while the

pleasures of the senses and the fancy of youth and the

world, left behind them but idle and transient regrets,

the consciousness of having always acted right alone

remained to comfort and support, to cheer and solace;

it is a triumph purchased, indeed, by many temporary

sacrifices; and many an imperious wish, and many a

fond desire is trampled on to obtain it. This is a very

triste style for me, you will say, but it is my prevailing

tone at this moment, and, indeed, in spite of those
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states of vivacity to whicli I am subject, my susceptible

spirits reflect back the trouble of gay and brilliant ob-

jects. My natural character is that of one who thinks

deeply, and who naturally loves to repose in the tran-

quillity of meditation, who "sets loose to life," and who
is almost Avearied out by the harassing vicissitudes

which "flesh is heir to." This you will not believe;

for it is among the things I have most to lament, that

you have not had lact to come at the real character of

your friend, nor the confidence to believe her own
assertions on the subject; you would be surprised to see

me here, stealing away from the dazzling multitude,

and passing whole days in my own room, reading some
grave philosophical work; thinking deeply— and feeling

acutely — going to the source of some obscure subject

— or giving myself up to tender and pensive memories,

which have for their object those that are most dear and
most distant. Yet this I do constantly . . . and yet I

return to society— not its most undistinguished or least

brilliant member.
If I could be of the least use to you, I should not

hesitate to fly to you in your afflictions; believe me,

when I solemnly assert, that nothing on this earth should

prevent me, neither the pleasures of the world or its

opinions; but you are surrounded by friends, and
I think you have that confidence in my friendship,

that you would call on me if you wanted me. My
return to Ireland is uncertain. I am pretty weary

of the sameness of things here^ where there is nothing

in the least to interest the heart., — they are all ex-

tremely anxious I should stay till March , as they

then mean to have private theatricals; but I would
fly to the end of the world fi'om a species of amuse-
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ment to me, of all others, the most faded and egotis-

tical; it is, therefore, most probable, I shall abide

by my original intention and leave this early in

February.

I hear of nothing but politics, and the manner in

which things are considered, give me a most thorough

contempt for the '"'' rulers of the earth;'*'' I am certain

that the country, its welfare or prosperity, never for a

moment, make a part in their speculation; it is all a

little miserable system of self-interests^ paltry distinctions,

of private pique, and personal ambition. I sometimes

with difficulty keep in my indignation when I hear

them talk of such a person and his eight men, and
such an one and his five^ and so on, for there is not

one of the noted demagogues you read of, who do

not carry with them a certain number of followers,

who vote a tort et a travers, as their leader bids them;

it is thus we are represented— the order of the day is

as follows, Lord Grey, Premier^ with the common con-

sent of the nation, (except the particular party going

out) Lord Erskine , Chancellor ; Lord Moira , Com-
mander of the Forces; Lord Lansdown, Lord Lieute-

nant of Ireland; Lord Manners resigns ^— they murmur
something of Plunket succeeding him; Lord Holland

nothing; notwithstanding what the papers say, nothing

has been laid out for Ponsouby, he is looked on as the

captain or ringleader of the House of Commons. She-

ridan is held in contempt on all sides; but the Prince,

who is cold to him, will make him, they say, Pay-

master to the Navy. Such are the appointments the

Prince has made out; but Lord Abercorn thinks they

will not take place, as the King is mending fast. The
anxiety and solicitude in all whom I see here, and
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who are interested for the issue of the business, have

disgusted me for ever with those falsely called the great.

Lord Abercorn, who always votes himself a Khufs man^

preserves an armed neutrality, and though, according

to my principles and feelings, he is decidedly ivrong^

yet it is impossible not to respect his independence.

All wonder at Erskine's elevation, as he is deemed
literally mad. Your future viceroy proposed, some

time ago, for my sweet new friend, whom I believe I

have mentioned to you — Lady Hamilton (don't men-

tion this to any one): but was refused by Papa. She
has become a great tie to me now, and her obvious

affection for me is my greatest pride. She is a most

superior and charming woman, though cold in her

general manner and rigid in her principles. She is,

in her person, like Lord Abercorn more than any of

his children; but her character is composed of firmer

stuff. I hope, one day or other, to present her to you.

She met lately, by chance, at Brighton, with the GrattanSy

and is an enthusiast in admiration of them^ as they must

he of her. She says she envies that middle rank of

life, and would give up her own situation willingly for

theirs.

Farewell; this is a dull epistle, but I am as little

in the mood to write gay letters as you are probably

to read them. I hope Clarke has made you the offer

of his house till your own is made comfortable for your

residence. How and where is your dear boy? How is

Mr. Hande — and where? It was in a letter from Old

Atkinson that I first heard of your loss. I was shocked

and surprised, for I all along thought that, though per-

fect recovery was impossible, yet that years of life might

be still enjoyed, or rather endured. To me death has
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little terrors. I always look to it as to a wisBed-for,

and necessary repose; they alone know to estimate life

who, like me, have known is great extremes^ and, let

me add, they alone can despise it.

Once more farewell.

PS. Let me entreat that you will take particular

care of my letters. Did you receive one from me
dated the 12th. I have written five letters to the

Clarkes since Twelfth-night, and they deny getting a

single letter.

Nothing
,

perhaps , under your present feelings

would so much distrait your mind as an interview

with some being who would think and feel with you,

for sorrow can know no solace. With the sympathy

of intellect and sensibility blended in one , but next to

that, you will find most relief from a particular style

of reading which awakens^ without fatiguing, the mind.

Let me, therefore, recommend to you a work in which

this moment I am deeply engaged, and which is beside

me. It might be called "L'Esprit de la Raison," for

never was so much delicate wit, such exquisite irony,

and such incomparable humour, applied to the develop-

ment of the most profound subjects that Philosophy ever

called to the tribunal of human reason. I mean Voltaire's

Essai sur les manrs et Vesprit des nations et sur les

principaux faits de Vhistoire depuis Charlemagne jusqiCa

Louis XIII. Read it, if you have not already read it,

or if you have !
—

Ah! what a woman's postscript!!!
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CHAPTER IV.

THE IVnSSIONARY.

Whilst at Baron's Court, Miss Owenson completed

her Indian novel of tlie Missionary ^ and every day,

when there were no visitors, she used to read aloud,

after dinner, to the Marquis and Marchioness, what

she had written in the morning. She said, when
talking of these times in after life, that the Marquis

used to quiz her most unmercifully, declaring that the

story was "the greatest nonsense he had ever heard in

his life," which did not, however, prevent him from

listening to it with great amusement. Lady Abercorn

yawned over it very dismally. Certainly, a more

romantic or a more foolish story could scarcely be

imagined.

When the book was completed, she purposed to go

over to England to arrange about the publication, and

left Baron's Court on her way east for that purpose;

but she delayed her journey, loitering in Dublin to see

her friends. The Marquis and Marchioness of Aber-

corn wrote to her whilst she was there.

From their letters, by the M^ay, a few amusing ex-

tracts may be culled. The "glorvina," about which

her ladyship writes, was a golden bodkin for fastening

up the hair, after the pattern of an antique Irish orna-

ment, and was called a "glorvina," in honour of the

Wild Irish Girl, who, in the novel, wears one of similar

fashion. The Marchioness had a passion for ordering

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. Jl.
^
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anything she heard of, and she invariably disliked it,

01- grew tired of it, before it could be sent to her — a

peculiarity extremely embarrassing to those whom she

honoured with her commissions. The reference to le

hicn aime is to Sir Charles Ormsby, whom Lady Aber-

corn still regarded as Miss Owenson's adorer.

Marchioness of Ahercorn to Miss Oivenson.

[No dale.]

Dear Miss Owenson,
You know so well the way we contrive to find no

time for anything in this house, that I am sure you
will not accuse me of ingratitude in not having thanked

you, either on Saturday or Sunday for two delightful

letters I have of yours, as well as for the songs and

French letters, and the designs for glorvinas, &c. , &c.

;

but Saturday was so delightful, that I was out from

breakfast till dinner, and yesterday, I went to church

(where, par parenthesis ^ there is the most delightful

singing you can imagine), and after church, my usual

Sunday walk with mon epoiix filled up the morn. You
also know, that after dinner, what with hot wine and

hot dishes, I am never in a state to write a dear letter

;

and after this expose^ you will not be surprised that I

have not sooner taken notice of Avhat I neither admire

or like the less for not having said so.

I hope you yourself did not suffer from fatigue and

anxiety, and that you are now in as perfect health,

beauty, and spirits, as you ought to be.

Now for my glorvinas. Could you not enclose the

one you think ^''precisely ichat I should like^^'' the price

three guineas, and I can order the others after I have
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seen it. I think I should like to have the motto on

Lady Hamilton's glorvina "Our hopes rest on thy dear

black head." Now do not laugh at my way of express-

ing what I wish you to put in better languarje^ and in

Irish; but I think we might unite notre esperance and
the Mack head^ which we fixed upon, for this glorvina.

As to the Princess's, I intend only a glorvina, and
the motto you mention would be very pretty, but that

must be very handsome, and as it will not take long

to make, I conclude, it shall be the last.

I should like to see a small ten guinea Irish harp;

but it would not be advisable to risk sending it by
post.

Before this, you will have seen Miss Butler; I did

hope to have heard from her to-day. I trust she did

not catch cold on the journey, and that she will find

the festivities of Dublin repay her for the inconve-

nience.

Nothing new has occurred since you left us; you,

and your harp, we miss in every possible way. It

was a pity you did not wait till the Councillors returned

to town, for perhaps, had you been with us, we might

have invited le hien-aime^ who will, of course, be at

Armagh this week; as it is we shall not.

Have you sent the Luxima to England, yet? pray

tell me, for though I never wished to hear it read ten

pages at a time, I am very impatient to see it all

together, and sincerely anxious for its success.

Yours, dear Miss Owenson,

Very sincerely,

A. J. A.

This is a most horrible griifonnage; but if I at-

tempted to write it over again I should never send

3*
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it, and I dare not even read it for fear I sliould think,

for my own credit, it should be consigned to the

flames.

The "Jane" mentioned in Lord Ahercorn's note,

which follows next, is Anne Jane, his third wife and
Marchioness. The "Livy," with whom Lord Abercorn
threatened to fall in love, is Lady Clarke, Miss Owen-
son's beautiful sister.

Lord Abercorn to Miss Owenson.

Wednesday.

This, you know, is audience-day, dear little Glo.

(what familiarity to a great Princess!), so I have not

a minute of morning to myself. But, as to-morrow is

audience-day too, and next day Friday, I determine

to thank you for your letter, in a hurry, rather than

seem ungracious and ungrateful in the first instance;

for though I have made my bargain to be allowed dry-

ness and delay in general, I must begin with sweetness

and punctuality.

So here I am, with my dinner in my throat, and
my coffee in my mouth (having left my arm chair and
your "boudoir," to console each other in our absence),

just to assure you what you know well enough, that

I have not yet forgotten you; and also what 1 have

already assured you through Jane, that I understood,

and (in your own j^hrase) appreciated your dislike to

parting words and looks. I was going on, but will

stop for fear of falling into the tender and sentimental,

so, once for all, assure yourself that I feel your feel-

ings as they deserve — as our friends the Orientals

say, "what can I say more?"
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I think, under the various circumstances of the

case, I have written as much now as I well can, or

you will wish, so, till your next letter and "Livy's"

postscript bring' me fresh materials, bye! bye I Have
you told her that I have some thoughts of falling in

love with her, if we ever meet?

Need I say, that I am and ever shall be.

Your affectionate,

A.

Lady Ahercorn to Miss Oicenson.

["So dale.]

Dear Miss 0.,

I received the Glorvina this morning, which I do

not very much admire, and as / do hioiv you do not

mind trouble, I sent it back to you, and wish you
would ask the man what he would do one for me of

Irish gold, with the shamrock on the head in small

Irish diamonds, which I think would look very well.

My harp will be beautiful, and of course I chose

Hawk head, and should also like the threefold honours

as ornaments; it is a pity we cannot introduce the

crest and the garter, that it might be perfect. I be-

lieve, when the Garter was instituted, that the wives

of the knights had a right to a bracelet with the motto

;

if so, I do not know why I should not introduce it on
my harp, as it will, I hope, be a specimen of Irish

ingenuity long after I am in another and a better

world, and may be the cause of considerable curiosity

(to some persons unacquainted with the history of the

noble house of Hamilton) in future ages, which is an
interesting consideration to me. I hope the groupe will

not be preserved so long, unless you write a novel in
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wliicli you introduce the modern Solyman and liis

sultanas , for I confess I should never lament that such

a quiz had lived a generation before. Seriously, it is

quite a monster; I hope you did not really see him
as you drew him. Julia was quite angry that such a

thing was intended for pretty brother.

Why do you tell me of Mademoiselle Espinasse's

letters if you cannot get them for me? perhaps you
could get them at Archer's — pray tiy. Alfi.eri has

been long promised to me from England, but has never

arrived.

I do congratulate you upon the conquest you have
made of the Duchess of Gordon. If she does not find

you in her way, you will find her pleasant; but beware
of that.

You know I never felt much for any mortifications

the Miss G— might receive, so the present does not

make me very unhappy. I dare say the Duchess of

Gordon will be more kind to them.

We have had Captain Pakenham here some days;

he has just gone to Lifford, but is to return on Wed-
nesday. He is a very pleasant young man; I wish

he had been here when you were , that your re-

collection of Baron's Court might have been more
lively.

I have got two cantos of the Lady of the Lal-e —
as beautiful as possible. You cannot write too much
or too often, so make no excuse for doing so; but do

pray fold your letters as / do, and put a cover over

them, as I lose half of your precious words by the way
they are put up.

I am very glad your friend Mr. Atkinson will not

give your money to the Granards; it would be too
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foolish to lose one's all out of delicacy. When it is

well disposed of, let me know, as I shall feel very

anxious.

As I cannot, in any other way, copy Glorviua, I

am trying to make my handwriting as unintelligible as

possible, that at least in something there may be some
similitude, and, therefore, scratch and blot at a great

rate, and console myself, when I look at a horrid

griffonnage, by the conviction that it is a proof of

genius ! !

!

Remember, I am only joking about the garter and

crest.

Yours, dear Miss 0., sincerely,

A. J. A.

Lord Abercorn thinks you very foolish not to send

your novel to London immediately, as the season is

passing over. So mind you do.

The Missionary was sent over from Dublin; and
Phillips, who was her regular publisher, put it to

press. But the publisher and author began to quarrel

about terms, as they were pretty sure to do; the young
Irish girl being quite as sharp as the experienced

Welsh tradesman. On which side the wrong lay, and

on which the offence, it would be idle to enquire.

]\Iost authors quarrel with their publishers, and will

probably do so to the end of time. Miss Owenson had
the highest sense of her own worth, not only to the

public but to the trade. She thought her right to the

lion's share of profit on her book clear; a pretension

which Phillips would not allow. After printing a

volume, the press was stopped. The manuscript had
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to be recovered, and a new "adventurer in setting

forth" found. Stockdale and Miller were the rival

powers in the trade; and, with these gentlemen, Lady
Abercorn, on her removal to Stanmore Priory, began

to negociate for her friend, who still remained in Ire-

land.

Lachj Abercorn to Miss Oivenson.

[1^0 date.]

My dear Miss 0.,

I shall go to town in a few days, and I will call

on Miller, and see whether he is worthy of introducing

your Wanderer. I am sorry you had anything to do

with that shabby man — Phillips; I hope, however,

you have recovered the manuscript, and that you will

learn wisdom from experience, for I think, notwith-

standing your talents — which I do not underrate, I

assure you — a little worldly wisdom is one you do

not possess; so pray set to work and acquire some

small share of it, if you can. If you should think

coming to England will forward any of your plans,

you hioiv ichere to come^ and this is a very convenient

distance from London, you can get there as often as

you like.

My harp, I have no doubt, will be perfect; alas!

who is to play it? for Lady Aberdeen is the only one

in this family who can, and she is soon going to the

sea — the rest of the family will remain here till after

Christmas.

You do not say to whom you have consigned my
harp, nor do you mention having sent your picture,

which I was to have if I liked it better than the one

I now possess.
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Walter Scott's success exceeds everything; tlie

quarto edition of two thousand did not last a fort-

night, and upwards of four thousand of the octavo

are gone; it is liked much better than any of the

others.

I have seen both Mr. Knight and Mr. Price, here,

since my arrival, and many other friends; but none
that you know from reputation, except those two. I

think Mr. Knight more agreeable than ever. I am
sorry to tell you Lord Guildford is to be married next

Thm'sday, so you must think of some one else.

None of your friends forget you, I assure you; Julia

often talks of you — she is as violent an Irish girl as

she ever was. Her brother Charles has been here for

a week, which gave her great pleasure. He is a very

fine boy — or a little man, I may venture to say.

Pray who are your two new lovers?

I am not a little stupid at present, I can tell you.

I want the harmony of the Irish war harp to revive

me. I have felt a little le mal du pays since I returned

here; but you must not tell, mind!

God bless you, my dear Glorvina,

Yours, sincerely,

A. J. A.

Lady Ahercorn to Miss Owenson.

Stanmore Peioey.

Dear Glorvina,

Your harp is arrived, and for the honour of Ireland^

I must tell you^ it is very much admired and quite

beautiful. Lady Aberdeen played on it for an hour,

last night, and thought it very good, cdmost as good
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as a Frencli harp, and perhaps will be quite as good
when it has recovered the fatigues of the journey;
pray tell poor Egam I shall show it off to the best

advantage, and I sincerely hope he will have many
orders in consequence.

The Baron's Court field flowers were very well

received; but as Frances is thanking you herself I

have nothing more to say. The harp suffered a little

in the journey; but I shall, I hope, be able to get it

repaired.

I went to Miller, the day before yesterday, and
was as civil as possible to him; paid him many com-

pliments upon his liberality to people of genius; talked

of Walter Scott, and proposed his publishing your new
novel, saying, you expected five hundred pounds for

it; but I do not think he answered as your proud spirit

would quite like, for he said he would not purchase a

novel from any one in the United Kingdom (nor did he
except Walter Scott) without reading it first; and, in

short, I did not proceed, for I know how high Grlor-

vina is, and I was satisfied he was not the person who
was to introduce her Missionary. He is, however, to

be in Dublin in three weeks, and I was to give him a

letter to you; but I did not, as I am sure he can find

you out in Dublin.

I shall be very happy, I assure you, to see you
when you come to England, nor do I at present see

any thing that would make it necessary for me to

say, "your hour is not come." I know of nothing

that could, except what I trust in God will not occur

— the illness of those dear to me. I have seen your

friend, Mr. Gell, and heard him speak very prcttdy

of you.
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If you knew bow much I am hurried, and what a

pain I have in my shoulder from the rheumatism, you
Avould say, I was very good to write to-day; but I bad
those things I wished to express immediately — my
failure with Miller, my admiration of the harp, and
that I shall have great pleasure in seeing you here

whenever you come.

A. J. A.

CHAPTER V.

VISIT TO LONDON.

When Miss Owenson at length came to London to

arrange with the publishers about her Missionary^ she

took up her abode with Captain and Mrs. Patterson,

who resided in good style in York Place, Portman
Square, a residence more convenient to her than Stan-

more Priory. She mixed eagerly and freely with the

best people in London, and was particularly at home
with the lions and lionesses. At this time she made
the acquaintance of Lord Cockrane, then just home
from his glorious exploits in the Basque roads. A note

to Lady Stanley will also show that she had also be-

come an acquaintance of Nelson's Lady Hamilton —
"the famous" — as she calls her, by way of distinc-

tion from the Lady Hamilton of Stanmore Priory.

The letter is franked by Lord Cockrane.

Miss Owenson to Lady Stanley.

12, York Place, Portman Square, London,
April 20lk, U10. <

Your letter made me roar. I was in Berkshire
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when it arrived, and only got it three days back, but

as my franker is not in town, I must defer placing

the Missio7iary in your hands until the same moment
I kiss them, which will be this day week. I leave

this the 30th {the eveninrj of Tuesday next)^ so that is

pretty plain. My trunk goes directed for your lady-

ship's to-morroiv. To-night I expect your enchanting-

son to sup with me; were it not a sm to love liim^ what

a passion I could feel for him! I have asked Lady
Hamilton to meet him — the famous. I will explain

the mistake of the book when we meet — till that,

joyeuse revoir^ and ever

Your devoted

Glorvina.

Will you not send for me to Holyhead?

Lady Morgan used to tell a story about herself in

these early days of her first introduction to fashionable

society. She had little money, and but a slender

Avardrobe of smart things. In those days, dress was

expensive, and white satin shoes were specialites that

every young lady did not command. One evening, at

some party, the company were practising the waltz,

then very recently introduced into England; Lord Hart-

ington was Miss Owenson's partner; she was dancing

with energy, when her foot slipped, and in the effort

to recover herself, one of her white slippers, the pride

of her heart— her only pair— was split beyond retrieval.

She felt so mortified at the accident that she burst

into tears. Lord Hartington was distressed, and en-

treated to know the cause of her sudden affliction.

"My satin shoes are ruined, and I have not another
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pair!" Lord Hartington did not laiig-h, but said very-

kindly, "Don't cry for that, dear Glorvina, you shall

have the very prettiest pair of white satin shoes that

can he] found in all Paris."

He was then on the point of starting for France,

and he was as good as his promise. The shoes came in

the next ambassador's bag, and were sent to her with

the following note.

From the Duke of Devonshire^ when Lord Hartington^

to Miss Owenson.

Tuesday.

My dear Miss Owenson,
I send you the long-promised shoes, which, how-

ever, without your encouragement last night, would

not have dared present themselves to you. They are

not what I intended, being like all other shoes; but

Paris could never produce anything like the vision of

a shoe that I had in my mind's eye for you. I depend
upon your sending me Luxima, and beg you to believe

me, dear Miss Owenson,

Most truly, your obliged servant,

Hartington.

In the reply which she sent to this gallant epistle,

Miss Owenson referred to the loss of her liberty —
meaning that she had made up her mind to close with

Lady Abercorn's offer, and go into her household.

Miss Owenson to the Duke of Devonshire.

Before The Wild Irish Girl is mit mux ahois^ and
taken alive in the snare that has been artfully laid for
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lier, slie begs to lay at your grace's feet the last offer-

ings of her liberty; and by whatever name your Grace

may prefer of the four you bestowed on me— whether

Pach or Glorvina, Luxiraa or Mother Goose, she invokes

your acceptance of the trifle which accompanies this.

She is ignorant whether her keepers mean to ex-

hibit her for her intelligence or ferocity, like the learned

pig at Exeter Change, or the beautiful hyena at the

Tower, which never was tamed. But whatever part

she is destined to play in her cage, it is certain that

she will often look forth with delight to those days of

her freedom, when, untaught and untamed, she con-

tributed to your Grace's amusement, and imbibed those

sentiments of respect and esteem for your character,

with which she has the honour to subscribe herself

your
Obliged and obedient servant,

Glorvina.

There is some mystery about Miss Owenson's rela-

tions to Sir Charles Ormsby at this time, which is not

wholly explained in Lady Morgan's papers. Among
them is a letter endorsed in her own handwriting: —

"Last farewell letter to Sir C. Ormsby, returned

with the rest of my letters and my ring after his death,

which took place in 1816."

Miss Oiuenson to Sir C. Ormsby ^
Bart.

Tuesday.

I am told you have had the kindness to^call more

than once since your arrival in town at my door. I

should have anticipated the intention and endeavoured
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to prevent it; but tlie fact is, I did not wish to intrust

a letter to another person's servant, and still less to

send my own to your liouse.

It is with inexpressible regret that I am obliged to

decline your visits. I have no hesitation in declaring

that I prized your society beyond any enjoyment within

my sphere of attainment, and that in relinquishing it

for ever, I do a violence to my feelings which raises

me in my own estimation, without reconciling me to

the sacrifice I have made.

The only intercourse that could subsist between us,

proximity has destroyed. I thought your circuit would
have lasted five weeks. I thought I should have been

in England before your return, and all this would have
been spared me. Were I to tell you the motive that

detains me in Ireland longer than I wish or expected,

you would give me your applause. At least do not

withdraw from me your esteem, it is the only sentiment

that ever ought to subsist between us. I owe you a

thousand kindnesses, a thousand attentions; my heart

is full of them. Whilst I exist, the recollection of all

I owe you shall form a part of that existence.

Farewell

!

Have the goodness to send me my answer to your
last letter, — it was written under the influence of a

nervous indisposition and exhibits a state of mind I

should blush to have indulged in.

The affair between Miss Owenson and the hlen

aiine had cost her a good deal of trouble and anxiety
— and it had been for some time on a very unsatis-

factory footing. They met in society afterwards, and
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Le always retained a strong and friendly interest in

her career.

Miss Owenson went from York Place to the Priory

and remained there some little time. During this visit,

Lord Castlereagh , who had been favoured with hearing

some of the MS. read aloud — which he greatly ad-

mired — offered to take Miss Owenson to town in his

chariot, and to give a midezvons to her publisher in

his own study; an offer which was, of course, accepted.

Stockdale was the publisher with whom she was then

in treaty.

He was punctual to his appointment, and was natu-

rally impressed by the environments, which gave him

a higher opinion of Miss Owenson's genius than he had

felt before. The opportunity to make a good bargain

was improved by Miss Owenson, Lord Castlereagh him-

self standing by whilst the agreement was signed. His

lordship was, perhaps, the greatest admirer the Mis-

monary ever found; it was not so popular as her other

novels. She had read up a great deal for Indian

customs, history and antiquities; but India was India

to her; and the manners and customs, races and coun-

tries, were all confounded together in the rose-coloured

mist of fine writing and high-flown sentiment. The

subject is the attempt of a Spanish priest to convert a

Brahmin priestess; but the flesh gets the better of the

spirit in this trial; they fall in love with each other's

fine eyes, and elope together. The love scenes are

warmly coloured, and the situations of the Hindoo

priestess and her lover are highly critical; but the

reader feels disposed to say as Sheridan said, when the

servant threw down a china plate with a great crash,

without breaking, "You rascal! how dare you make
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all tliat noise for nothing?" Nothing comes of all the

danger, and everything remains much as it was in the

beginning.

Miss Owenson to Lady Stanley^ Penrhos.

Pkiory, Stanmoke,
November %0, 1810.

My dear Lady Stanley,

I ought to have announced my arrival to you be-

fore this; but I have been involved, engaged, dazzled,

and you who are a philosopher, and see human nature

just as it is, will account for and excuse this, and say,

she is not ungrateful nor negligent, she is only Jmman.

My entree here was attended by every circumstance that

could render it delightful or gracious to my feelings.

A coach-and-four was sent to meet me thirty miles off,

and missed me. I remained a day or two in London
with my very kind friends the Pattersons. I hold my
place of first favourite^ and the favour I formerly

enjoyed seems rather increased than diminished. No
words can give the idea of the extent or splendour of

this princely palace. Everything is great and magnifi-

cent. We have had some of the noble house of Percy

with us — very good sort of people — Lord Bathurst,

and others-, at present we are en famille^ but expect a

reinforcement to-morrow. There is something so sin-

gular and brilliant in the place that we are almost in-

dependent of society. My journey was uncommonly
comfortable and snug, and I was very little fagged, all

things considered, and went through the two nights

without drooping. We are going to drive into town.

Kindest of all kind friends, remember
Glor\t:na.

Ladif Morgan's Memoirs. II. 4
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Among the visitors at Stanraore Priory was Sir

Thomas Lawrence, who painted the exquisite sketch

of Miss Owenson prefixed to this volume; the story of

which is told in his graceful epistles: —

Sir Tliomas Lawrence to Miss Oivenson.

Greek Street,
December 7th, 1810.

My dear ]\Iadam,

If you knew how little at this moment I am master

of my time, you would readily pardon me for the

freedom I take with the Marchioness and yourself, in

naming Wednesday next for my waiting on her lady-

ship, instead of the appointment fixed for to-morrow.

The considerations you have mentioned, do, indeed,

make it necessary that the drawing should be finished

in the next week, and upon my word of honour to you,

if the Marquis and Marchioness permit me to go to the

Priory on Wednesday, the drawing shall be finished

Avithin the week.

You write to me with so much good humour, and

so far below your claims on my thankfulness, for al-

lowing me to attempt this gratification to your friends

and the public, that I am the more vexed at my ill

fortune, in dooming me to begin it with so ill a grace.

The temple you speak of is a pretty, fanciful build-

ing, but there is something very cold and chilling in

that said "vestibule." If another door opens, let me
go in with you!

Believe me, with the greatest respect,

My dear Madam, yours,

T. Lav^rence.
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Si)' Thomas Lawrence to Sydney Owenson.

December %'lSt, iSiO.

My evil genius does haunt me, my dear madam,

but not in your shape — on the contrary, I believe

that it takes you for my good one, for it is very studi-

ous to prevent my seeing you. To morrow I cannot,

Sunday I cannot; but I will make it as early in this

ensuing week as my distractions will admit.

''''Doldrums and hother^^ are weak terms for ladies

of your invention — at least, they touch not my state

of misery. You tell me that any hour will do, be-

cause the Duchess of Gordon and Lord Erskine are

satisfied with the likeness. It is because they are

enemies of my reputation. The former because I

once (as she fancies) painted an arm or a finger too

long or too short in her relation's* picture. The lat-

ter, because I neglected to make an animated beauty

of a dead wife (but good faith and forgetfulness of this

fact, I beg of you); but still I have a great respect for

him, and will try to think better of the drawing that

he has liked. '"''Striking and beautiful^''' is certainly a

most liberal translation of ''''flagrant and inveterate'''^ -^

but Miss Butler's connections are always on the favor-

able side. If she knew but how to quiz, she would

be very captivating.

I have seen Mr. Campbell,** who is more anxious

than you are for the meeting. But I will tell you
of his admiration^ delight^ impatience^ &c., &c., &c., when

* The Marchioness of Cornwallis.
** The poet and author of the Pleasures of Hope.

4*
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we meet, which I repeat shall be as soon in the next
week as possible.

I remain, my dear madam.
Most truly yours,

T. Lawrence.

PS. I have written in haste, emulous of the rest-

less rapidity of your hands; but it is Scrub's imitation

of Archer — you have a happy insolence of scrawl

that I never yet saw equalled.

CHAPTER VI.

LADY MORGAN PAINTED BY HERSELF AND
SIR THOMAS LAWRENCE.

The following passage is a frank confession of

principle and practice from a young, much admired,

and unmarried woman. It is from a diary of the year

1811. In Lady Morgan's own wi'iting it is endorsed

''Self, 1811."

Inconsiderate and indiscreet, never saved by pru-

dence, but often rescued by pride; often on the very

verge of error, but never passing the line. Commit-
ting myself in every way — except in my own esteem,

— without any command over my feelings, my words,

or writings, -— yet full of self-possession as to action

and conduct,— once reaching the boundary of right

even with my feet on the threshold of wrong; capable,

like a menage horse, of stopping short, coolly consider-

ing the risk I encounter, and turning sharply back for
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the post from whence I started, feeling myself quite

safe, and, in a word — quitte pour la peur.

Early imbued with the high sentiments belonging

to good birth, and with the fine feelings which accom-

pany good education. My father was a j)layer and a

gentleman. I learned early to feel acutely my situa-

tion; my nature was supremely above my circum-

stances and situation, the first principle or passion

that rooted in my breast, was a species of proud in-

dignation, which accompanies me to that premature

death, of which it is finally the cause. My first point

of society was to behold the conflict between two un-

equal minds — the one (my mother) strong and rigid

— the other weak and yielding; the one strong to

arrest dispute — the other accelerating its approach.

The details which made up the mass were — seeing a

father frequently torn to prison — a mother on the

point of beggary with her children, and all those

shocks of suffering which human nature can disdain,

and which can only occur in a certain sphere of life

and a certain state of society. Man, who has his ap-

petites to gratify, which Nature supplies in his social

or artificial character, has thousands of wants which
suffering poverty may deny; and even their gratifica-

tion is not always attended with effects proportionate

to their cause. So delicately and fatally organised,

that objects impalpable to others, were by me accu-

rately perceived, felt and combined; that the faint ray

which neither warmed nor brightened, often gave a

glow and a lustre to my spirits; that the faintest va-

pour through its evanescent passage through the at-

mosphere, threw no shadow on the most reflecting

object, darkened my prospects, and gloomed my
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thouglits. Oh! it was this unhappy physical organi-

sation, this nervous susceptibility to every impression

which circulated through my frame and rendered the

whole system acute, which formed the basis of that

condition of my mind and being, upon which circum-

stances and events raised the after superstructure.

So few have been the days on which I sighed not that

night close on them for ever — that I could now dis-

tinctly count them — alas! were they not the most

dangerous of my days; the smiling and delusive pre-

parations of supreme misery which time never failed

to administer.

It may be supposed that life hastens to its close

when its views are thus tinged with hues so dark and

so terrific? But the hand which now writes this has

lost nothing of the contour of health or the symmetry
of youth. I am in possession of all the fame I ever

hoped or ambitioned. I wear not the appearance of

twenty years; I am now, as I generally am, sad and

miserable.

Sydney Owenson.
July 'fm, 18H, Dublin.

This tendency to depression of spirits— which, the

reader should remember , was exhibited before the

whole world had learned from Byron to turn down its

shirt collar, and express the elegant despair of Childe

Harold, •— induced her to put away sorrow as an evil

thing; her cheerfulness was a reality — a habit of mind
which she carefully and systematically cultivated.

Another entry in the next page is of the same tone.

"It is a melancholy conviction that all my starts of

happiness are but illusions; that I feel I do but dream
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even while I am dreaming,— and that in the midst of

the inebriety I court, I am haunted by the expectation

of being awakened to that state of hopeless melan-

choly which alone is real — and felt and known to

be so. It is in vain that my fancy steeps me in for-

getfulness. The happy wreath which the finger of

peace wreathed round my head, suddenly drops off,

and the soft vapours that encircled it, scathe and dis-

sipate; — all in truth and fact, sad, dreary and mise-

rable —
" 'I may submit to occasions, but I cannot stoop to persons.'

"I may not say with Proverbs— 'Wisdom dwelleth

with Prudence.'"

The position of this young woman of genius in the

household of a great family, if brilliant in outward

show, was accompanied by a thousand vexations. The
elopement of Marchioness Cecil with Lieutenant Copley

had not increased Lord Abercorn's native respect for

female virtue. The third wife and her husband lived

on terms of excessive politeness with each other; and

poor Miss Owenson was expected to bear their tempers

and attentions; to sit in the cross-fire of their humours,

and to find good spirits and sprightly conversation

when they were dull. Add to this, that heavy pres-

sure of anxiety about family matters which was laid

upon her before her nerves and sinews were braced to

meet it, and before she had any worldly knowledge,

produced a feeling of exhaustion. In the material

prosperity of her life at Baron's Court, the tension

relaxed, and the fatigue of past exertion asserted it-

self
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Her own ambition had never allowed her to rest;

she had been wonderfully successful; but, at Baron's

Court and Stanmore Priory, all she had obtained

looked dwarfed and small when measured by the here-

ditary power and consequence of the family in which

she was for the time an inmate. She did not become
discontented; but she was disenchanted (for the time)

with all that belonged to herself, and saw her own po-

sition on its true comparative scale. Sydney Owenson,
from earliest childhood had depended on herself alone

for counsel and support. There is no sign that she

ever felt those moments of religious aspiration, when a

human being, sensible of its own weakness and ignor-

ance, cries for help to Him who made us; there are

no ejaculations of prayer, or of thanksgiving; she

proudly took up her own burden and bore it as well as

she could; finding her own way and shaping her life

according to her own idea of what ought to form her

being's end and aim. She was a courageous, indom-

itable spirit, but the constant dependence on herself,

the steady concentration of purpose with which she fol-

lowed out her own career, without letting herself be

turned aside, gave a hardness to her nature, whicli,

though it did not destroy her kindness and honesty of

heart, petrified the tender grace which makes the charm

of goodness. No one can judge Sydney Owenson, be-

cause no one can know all the struggles, difficulties,

temptations, flatteries and defamation, which she had

to encounter, without the shelter or support of a home
or the circle of home relatives. She remained an in-

destructibly honest woman; but every faculty she pos-

sessed had undergone a change, which seemed to make
her of a different species to other women.
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The portrait of Miss Owenson was at lengtli fin-

ished by Sir Thomas Lawrence, and the romance of

Tlie Missionary printed by Stockdale. The portrait

was to be prefixed; but Lawrence, for the reasons

given, requested that his name might not appear.

Sir Thomas Lawrence to Miss Owenson.

Greek Street,
Janiianj %Ul, iSII.

Dear Madam,
I must be indebted to your kindness (and I fear it

must put you to the trouble of writing) for preventing

the insertion of my name in ]\Ii*. Stockdale's advertise-

ment.

I have an anxious desire that the readers of The

Missionary may be gratified with as accurate a resem-

blance of its author, as can in that size be given, but

from the drawing being so much reduced, the engra-

ving must be comparatively defective-, and besides this,

I have no wish to be seen to interfere with the pro-

vince of other artists who are professionally employed

in making portraits for books.

There are many of them whose talents I very

highly respect, and might reasonably be jealous of, did

they encroach on ?ny province in painting, but our pre-

sent walk in art is distinct.

I will take the greatest care that the drawing be

as well copied as possible 5 the engraver has just left me.

Let me beg the favour of you in your communica-

tion to Mr. Stockdale, to give it simply as your de-

mand (as a condition of the drawing being lent by you
for the purpose,) without stating the reason I have ad-
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vanced, whicli might by tliat gentleman be made matter

of offence to others.

Believe me, with the truest respect,

Dear Madam,
Most faithfully yours,

Thos. Lawrence.

On the publication of the book, Miss Owenson came
from the Priory to London, to her old friends, the

Pattersons. From York Place she wrote to Lady Stanley.

Miss Oiuenson to Lady Stanley.

London, 12, York Place,
PoRTMAN Square,

April i2, i8H.

Dearest, kindest of Ladies,

By this you have received my little packet; it is

near a fortnight since I sent it to be franked, and I

have been rather anxious as to its fate, but perhaps at

this very moment you are seated at your fireside. Poll

at your feet, and Pug beside you, and The Missionary

in your hands; but in a few days I shall cease to envy

Poll, Pug, or Missionary
.,
for I shall be in your arms.

I leave this heaven upon earth on the evening of the

30th, so I suppose I shall be with you about the 2nd

of May, and you will, perhaps, meet me at Holyhead.

And, now, who do you think I am waiting at home for?

only Sir John Stanley — it is all very true! Both

your sons openly avow their passion for me; and Lady
Stanley is the most generous of rivals! I have been

now one blessed fortnight in this region of delight, and

were I to describe to you the kind of attention I ex-

cite and receive, you would either laugh at, or pity me,
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and say "her head is turned, j^oor little animal;" and

you would say very true. But I will tell you all when
we meet, a period now not far distant. I mean to

send my trunks, directed for you^ to Mr. Spencer's, by
one of the heavy coaches^ so pray have the goodness to

mention the circumstance to him, as it will ensure the

safety of my poor little property. Your letter was most

gracious, and received with infinite pleasure. Dearest

and kindest of friends,

God keep you ever,

Glorvina.

I am on a visit to an East Indian nahoVs^ whose

wife and family are all kindness to me.

This "East India nabob and his family," were

Captain and Mrs. Patterson ; they admired the young-

authoress, and were glad to have her in their house,

and they placed it and their carriage at her disposal.

Sometimes Mrs. Patterson was invited to accompany
her on her visits, and Miss Owenson received her

friends in their house. The Pattersons were not brilliant

people; but they were thoroughly kind-hearted; they

enjoyed Miss Owenson's success, and also the glimpses

of high society which they obtained through the vis-

itors who called on their guest. Lady Morgan used

to tell, in a most amusing way, a story of how, one

evening, she and Mrs. Patterson being engaged to a

grand party, were obliged to go there in — a hackney-

coach; some accidental hinderance about the carriage

having occurred at the last moment. The thought of

this hackney-coach tormented Miss Owenson all the

evening, and destroyed both her peace and pleasure;
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tLe idea of what people would say, and, still worse,

what they would thinl:^ if they discovered she had come
in a hackney-coach!

She persuaded Mrs. Patterson to depart early, in

the hope of escaping detection; but Lord George Gran-

ville, who was very much her admirer, perceived her

exit, and insisted upon "seeing her to her carriage!"

Lady Morgan used to declare, that her agony of

false shame was dreadful; but sooner than confess, she

allowed the servants "to call her coach, and let her

coach be called"; but of course it did not come. She
then insisted upon "walking on to find it," and en-

treated Lord George to leave them to the servant,

whom they had brought with them; but he was too

gallant, and still insisted on keeping them company
"till they should find their carriage."

The hackney-coachman, who had been ordered to

wait, espied them, and followed to explain that he was

there and waiting. Mrs. Patterson took no notice;

Miss Owenson took no notice; the footman, who guessed

their troubles, took no notice either. The hackney-

coachman continued to follow them.

"What does that man mean by following us?" asked

Lord George.

"I really cannot imagine," said the elder lady.

"I wish he would go away," said the younger one.

"What do you want, fellow?" asked Lord George.

"I want these ladies either to get into my coach or

to pay me my fare."

"What does he mean — is he drunk?"

"No," said Miss Owenson, at last, laughing at the di-

lemma; "but the fact is, that we were so ashamed ofcoming

in a hackney-coach that we wanted nobody to know it."
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Mrs. Patterson proceeded to explain all about how
it had happened that they were deprived of the use

of their own carriage; but her representations were

drowned in the peals of laughter with which Miss

Owenson and Lord George recognised the absurdity

of the situation.

"So you came in a hackney-coach, and would ra-

ther have walked home in the mud than have had it

known. How very Irish!" was his lordship's com-

ment. He put them into their despised coach, and

saw them drive away.

The comparative failure of The Missionary^ together

with the troubles she had met with from her publishers,

turned Miss Owenson's mind for a moment from the

romance towards the drama. She had an hereditary

leaning to the stage. Her father had been a manager
and a comedian. She herself had written a successful

musical piece. The theatre offered her many induce-

ments to try her hand at a play; and she had so far

thought of it as to consult Lord Abercorn on the choice

of a hero. Lord Abercorn's answer is among her

papers.

L3rd Abercorn to Miss Owenson.

[iVo dale.]

I read your letter to the person you desired, dear,

and if I did not write "by return" (0 you Irish

expression, why cannot I write the proper brogue for

such a broguey expression?) you must still impute

it to the penny postman's life I am living, for when
you ask me a question worth an answer, I will never

delay it.

What your genius for melodrama, or any drama
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may be, I have no other reason for guessing than my
suspicion that you have genius enough for anything

that you will give proper attention to. I should,

however, be sorry that the drama, in any shape,

should supersede the intentions of the romance or

novel production that you last professed.

Hand-in-hand with it I have no objection; and as

you give me my choice of two heroes, I will so far

decide that he shall not be Henry the Fourth (Henry

the Fourth of France). In the first place he is hack-

neyed to death and damnation; in the second, be-

tween ourselves (and spite of the whole female race

whose favourite hero he is) he was no hero at all; he

was a brave, good-natured, weak, selfish gentleman,

and had he been endowed with higher mind and na-

ture than he was, still his infamous conduct to the

Prince de Conde would have blotted him out of my
list.

The qualities, virtues, and vices of Francis the First

were of a more kingly kind; and though he was

hardly a hero, he was a good deal more like one; his

time, too, was more chivalric, and the events of it, as

well as his own words and actions, having been less

hackneyed, may be worked up far mor^entertainingly

and interestingly.

So much for my wisdom with which I shall begin

and end.

So bye-bye, sweet Glo.

Lord Abercorn's objection to Henri Quatre as a

hero, in spite of all feminine preferences to the contrary,

were probably personal. Henri's "infamous conduct"

towards Conde, perhaps reminded him of Lieutenant
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Copley's "infamous conduct" to the Marquis of Aber-

corn.

During this visit to London, Miss Owenson made
the acquaintance, and won the enduring friendship of

that woman of unhappy genius. Lady Caroline Lamb.

Born in the highest rank, gifted with the rarest powers,

at once an artist, a poetess, a writer of romance, a

woman of society and the world. Lady Caroline Pon-

sonby had been the belle of her season, the toast of her

set, the star of her firmament. Early loved and early

won by a young man, who was at the same time a

nobleman and a statesman, every wish of her heart,

every aspiration of her mind, would appear to have

been gratified by success. As Lady Caroline Lamb,
and future Lady Melbourne, she was an adored wife,

with a fixed and high position in society, and with

everything that wealth, beauty, youth, talent and con-

nexions can command to make life happy. But the

woman was not content. Is any woman of genius ever

tranquil? Is not genius, whether in man or woman,
the seed of what Schiller calls "a sublime discontent?"

Lady Caroline had that restless craving after excite-

ment — after the something unattained and unattain-

able — which pursues all spirits that are "finely

touched." Sometimes she sought this in the exercise of

her pencil and her pen; sometimes in the more dan-

gerous exercise of her affections and her imagination.

She was not wicked. She was not even lax in her

opinions. But she was bold and daring in her excur-

sions through the debateable land which divides the

territories of friendship from those of love. If she

never fell, she was scarcely ever safe from falling. At
the date when her correspondence with Miss Owenson
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began, she was a young- wife of five or six years, and

the image of Byron, beautiful and deadly as the night-

shade, had not thrown its shadow on her life. When
the letter, which is now to introduce Lady Caroline to

the reader, as one of the most charming figures of this

correspondence, was written, Byron had just returned

from the Ea,st, having his Hints from Horace and the

early cantos of Childe Harold in his pocket. His

English JBards, which he found in a fourth edition, had

made him famous; and his poetry, his travels, his sin-

gularity of manners, his extraordinary personal beauty,

and his reputation for gallantry, made him one of the

chief lions of the London season. Half the women
were soon in love with him, more or less platonically

;

among others, at first very platonically, Lady Caroline

Lamb. How far this friendship and flirtation went

between the noble poet and the noble lady, has never

yet, for Avant of full materials, or in deference to living

persons, been truly told. These reasons for observing

silence are no longer binding. Lady Caroline made
Lady Morgan the depository of all her secrets as to

this connexion; the actors in the drama have passed

away, and the story of tlieir liv^es is public property.

The details which may now be given, mainly under

the hands of Lady Caroline and Lord Byron, will

complete an interesting chapter in the poet's memoirs.

Lady Caroline may now appear on the stage.

Lady C. Lamb to Miss Owenson.

London,

My dear Miss Owenson, ^^^^•

If it had not been near making me cry, what I

am going to tell you might make you laugh; but I
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believe you are too good-natured not to sympathize

in some manner with my distress. It never occurred

to me that I should forget the direction you gave

me, so that having ordered the carriage, and having

passed a restless night, I was but just getting up when
it was ready. I ordered it to fetch you; where, was

the question — at York, was the only answer I could

possibly give; for York, alas, is all I remember. Now
they say there is a York lane, three York streets,

a York place, a York buildings, and York court.

I knew no number, but immediately thought of send-

ing to Lady Augusta Leith; the Court Guide was
opened, it was for 1810; Lady A. Leith consequently

not where she now is, and where either of you are

I cannot think; but as I was obliged to go into the

country, I wrote this, and take my chance of its

ever getting to you. Should you receive it, pray

accept of my regrets and excuses, and do not treat

me as ill as I have you, but remember your kind

intentions some evening. I shall be back Saturday,

I believe; but General Leith goes Tuesday.

See me before you leave town, and send me your

number and street, I beg of you; the impression you
have made is, I assui'e you, a little stronger, but I

never can recollect one direction — do you think the

new man could teach me?
Yours very sincerely, C. Lamb.

My direction is always Melbourne House.

The two ladies soon met to become friends and

associates for ever. No contrast could be greater than

between these two women of genius; one highly born,

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. 11. ^
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adored by her husband, and every whim gratified,

without her own exertion; the other humble, if not

obscure-, adored by many, but with a dangerous kind

of love ; compelled to struggle for her daily bread and

for her daily safety. Both played, most perilously,

with the fire; yet both came from the burning bush

unscathed. Lady Caroline was saved by her affec-

tions, Miss Owenson by her principles. She, too, was

weaving most unconsciously her married destiny. On
the death of his first wife. Dr. Morgan accepted the

post of physician to Lord Abercorn. A man so hand-

some and accomplished, made a deep impression on

the Marchioness, who set herself to provide him with

a second wife. The affair of Miss Owenson with "/c'

hien ahne"'^ was now off; and Lady Abercorn's letters to

Miss Owenson began to glow Avith praises of her young

physician. Jane Butler (afterwards Lady Manners)

mentions him in one of her letters in a rather droll fashion.

"We brought Dr. Morgan," she writes to Miss

Owenson, "a physician, with us, who, I believe, is very

clever in more ways than one, as he understands

simony and all Mrs. Malaprop's accomplishments. I

believe he is of your religious persuasion, and seems

to think Moses mistaken in his calculations (this is

ent7'e nous).''

Lady Abercorn, from the beginning, had set her

heart on a match between Dr. Morgan and Miss

Owenson, and Miss Owenson entered readily into all

the fun of such a suggestion. When Lady Aberdeen

wrote to Miss Owenson a glowing account of Dr. Mor-

gan's learning, and genius, and qualifications, and de-

sired her to write a poetical diploma for him. Miss

Owenson answered in pure gaicte de amir^ as follows: —
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DIPLOMA NOS UNIVERSITATAS SANT^ GLORVINA.

We learned Professors of the College,

The Alma Mater of true knowledge
,

Where students learu, /// uieiiioria ,

The philosophical amatoria,

Where senior fellows hold no power,
And junior sophists rule the hour,

Where every bachelor of arts

Studies no science — but of hearts.

Takes his degree from smiling eyes «

And gets his Fellowship — by sighs

;

Where scholars learn, by rules quite simple,

To expound the mystics of a dimple

;

To run through all their moods and tenses
,

The feelings, fancies, and the senses.

Where none (thouuh still to grammar true)

Could e'er decline — a billet duux;

Though all soon learn to conjuijate,

(Eoduin Has autoritate)

AVe — learned Professors of this College,

The Alma Mater of true knowledge,
Do, on the Candidate Monjani.

(Doctissimo in Medicini)

Confer his right well earned degree,

And dub him, henceforth, sage M. D.,

He, having stood examination,
On points might puzzle half the nation.

Shown where with skill he could apply

A sedative, or fttimuli.

How to the chorda tyinpani

He could, by dulcet symphony,
The soul divine itself convey,

How he (in verses) can impart

A vital motion to a heart,

Through hours which Time had sadly robb'd,

Though dull and morbid it had throbbed.

Teach sympathetic nerves to thrill,

Pulses to quicken or lie still;

And without pause or hesitation.

Pursue that vagrant thing sensation.

From right to left, — from top to toe,

From head of sage to foot of beau

,

While vain it shuns his searching hand

,

E'en in its own [jincal ijland.

5*
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But did we all his feats rehearse,
How he excels in tuneful verse,
How well he writes — how well he sings

,

How well he does ten thousand things
,

Gave we due meed to this bright homo.
It would — Turgeret hoc Diploma.

GLORVINiE OWENSONE^.

On leaving England Miss Owenson again proceeded
to Baron's Court. She used to relate that Dr. Morgan
had heard so much in praise of Miss Owenson's wit,

genius and general fascination, that he took an im-

mense prejudice against her, and being a very shy-

man, he disliked the idea of meeting her.

He was one morning sitting with the Marchioness,

when the groom of the chambers, throwing open the

doors, announced "Miss Owenson!" who had just

arrived. Dr. Morgan sprang from his seat, and there

being no other way of escape, leaped through the open
window into the garden below! This was too fair a

challenge for Miss Owenson to refuse; she set to work
to captivate him, and succeeded more effectually than

she either desired or designed. The following letter

gives no indication of the crisis so nearly at hand; it

is to Mrs. Lefanu, and the tone is rather depressed.

Miss Oicenson to Mrs. Lefanu.
[No dale.]

Chere, Chere,
May the event your sweet letter communicated, and

every event in your family that succeeds it, be pro-

ductive of increasing happiness. Too much the creature

of circumstances as they influence my manners or my
conduct, my heart, ruled in its feelings by the objects

of its affections only, knows no change, and the sym-
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pathy, the tender interest in all that concerns you, my
longest^ kindest friend^ which chance recently discovered

to yoii, has always existed under an increasing power
since the first moment I pressed your cordial hand —
I met the kind welcome of your full eyes. If I am
too apt to visit abroad, I am sure to come home to

you, and the increasing kindness with which you receive

and forgive me, hourly quickens my return, and extends

my contrition.

Tom and his bride are now as happy as is possible

for human nature to be. I rejoice in their happiness.

I pray that it may long, long continue, and above all,

that it may add to the sum of your's and Mr. Lefanu's

;

for if ever parents deserved well of their children, you
both have. I was received here with the kindest and
most joyous welcome. I find the people and the place

delightful — there never was such a perfect Paradise;

the summer makes all the difference and the magnificent

outlines I so much admired in winter, are now most
luxuriantly filled up.

We have got a most desirable acquisition to our

circle, in the family physician; he is a person of ex-

traordinary talent and extensive acquirements; a lin-

guist, musician, poet and philosopher, and withal a

most amiable and benevolent person; he is in high

popularity, and he and I most amazing friends, as you
may suppose.

Miss Butler is here, merry and pleasant as ever.

She is sitting beside me, and desires her compliments,

congratulations and best recollections to your ladyship.

Olivia writes of nobody but you. She seems in very
low spirits about our father, poor dear soul! and misses

me sadly. I need not say a word to you on the subject.



70 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

I am sure you will see lier often, and I know you
cannot help being kind to her, and to any one who
may stand in need of your kindness.

We expect the Duke of Eichmond and suite tlie

week after next. I expect Sir C. and Lady Asgill will

also come at that time, so that we shall be a gay party.

Olivia has been asked over and over again, but still

declines the honour.

You see the king cannot make up his mind to leave

us; he is too hind! I believe all things remain on the

other side in statu quo. Write to me soon like a love,

and tell me all that you think I most desire to know;
above all, that you continue to love

Your own Glorvina.

CHAPTEE VII.

ENGAGED TO BE MARRIED.

Between the last letter to Mrs. Lefanu and the

next one to her father, not many weeks elapsed. This

and the subsequent letters are all the indications that

remain of her feelings and thoughts upon an event so

important in her life, as her first real struggle against

falling into love. She used to say, in after life, how
little she was then aware of the blessing that had
befallen her and how near she had been to missing

it, through her own perverseness. There is no doubt

that she had dreamed of making a more brilliant

match.
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Miss Owenson to Robert Owenson.

Baron's Court.
Auijusl '2.0, 1811.

My DEAREST Dad,
I am the least taste in life at a loss liow to begiu

to tell you what I am going to ask you — which is,

your leave to many Doctor Morgan, whom I will not

marry if you do not wish it. I dare say you will be

amazingly astonished; but not half so much as I am,

for Lord and Lady Abercorn have hurried on the

business in such a manner, that I really don't know
what I am about. They called me in last night, and
more like parents than friends, begged me to be guided

by them — that it was their wish not to lose sight of

me, which, except I married a friend of theirs, they

might, as they never would acknowledge a Dublin Jnis-

band, but that if I accepted Morgan, the man upon
earth they most esteemed and approved, they would be

friends to both for life — that we should reside one

year with them, after our marriage, or if they remained

in L'eland, two years, so that we might lay up our

income during that time to begin the world. He is also

to continue their physician.

He has now five hundred a-year, independent of

practice. T don't myself see the thing quite in the light

they do; but they think him a man of such great

abilities, such great worth and honour, that I am the

most fortunate person in the world.

He stands in the first-class of physicians in London,
having taken his Doctor's degree at Cambridge; his

connexions are excellent, &c., &c., and in person very

distinguished-looking. Now tell me what you wish
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for I am still, as ever, all your own loving and dutiful

child,

Sydney Owenson.

On the same subject, she wrote— after a few days
-^ to most of her old friends. The letter to Mrs. Le-

fanu and Lady Stanley, may be given as specimens of

the whole.

Miss Owenson to Mrs. Lefanu.

Baron's Court,
August %9, 18H.

My dearest Friend,

Your inimitable letter was a source of great comfort

to me. Your eloquent and exalted theories are still less

powerful in their influence over me than your bright

example. I have seen you the Providence of your

family, and I admire and revere too much not to en-

deavour to imitate.

This event, the most unlooked-for and rapid of my
life, has been accelerated by my friends here, and by
the more than romantic passion of the most amiable

and ardent of human beings, so as to leave me in a

state of agitation and flurry that prevented me writing

on the subject to any human being but my family —
and even to them so incoherently as to leave them

more to guess at from inference than fact.

The business was, indeed, so hurried^ that it was all

like a dream. The licence and ring have been in the

house these ten days — all the settlements made; yet

I have been battling off, from day to day, and hour to

hour, and have only ten minutes back procured a little

breathing time. The fact is, the struggle is almost too



ENGAGED TO BE MARRIED. 73

great for me — on one side engaged, beyond retrieval,

to a man who has frequently declared to my friends,

here, that if I break off he will not survive it!! on the

other, the dreadful certainty of being parted for ever

from a country and friends I love, and a family I

adore, to which I am linked by such fatal ties, that my
heart must break in breaking them.

Lord and Lady Abercorn will not part with Dr.

Morgan for a moment, as they suppose the whole fam-

ily would die if they did; so that, after my marriage,

I should have no chance of seeing you all before I

went to England, and I have, therefore, at last pre-

vailed on Morgan to permit me to go up for a week or

two^ while I am yet a free agent. When I read that

part of your letter w^here you say Tom and his wife

were to live with you, I wept bitterly. Oh, if it were

my lot to live with those I love! but I am about to

leave them all. I write incoherently, for I am feeling

strongly; don't read this to Livy, but just what is right

and politic to mention to any one. To give you any
idea of the passion I have most unwittingly inspired,

would be vain; but if I had spirits, I could amuse you
not a little. Tell Livy to repeat to you some of his

eloquent nonsense which I wrote to her. Barring his

wild, unfounded love for me, the creature is perfection.

The most manly ^ I had almost said daring^ tone of

mind, united to more goodness of heart and disposition,

than I ever met with in a human being. Even with

this circle, where all is acquirement and accomplish-

ment, it is confessed that his versatility of talent is

unrivalled. There is scarcely any art or science he has

not cultivated with success; and the resources of his
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raind and memory are exhaustless. His manners are

too English to be popular with the Irish; and though

he is reckoned a handsome man, it is not that style of

thing which, if I were to choose for beauty, I should

select — it is too indicative of goodness; a little dia-

hlerie would make me wild in love with him. To the

injury of his interests and circumstances, he has offered

to settle with me in Dublin, since I appear so heart-

broken at parting from my family; but that I would not

hear of. He is just thirty; has a moderate property,

independent of his profession; is a member and a fellow

of twenty colleges and societies, and is a Cambridge

man. This is a full-length picture drawn for your

private inspection. He read your letter with bursts of

admiration. He says you must have a divine mind,

and that if all my country-women resemble you, his

constancy will be sadly put to the test. We are to live

one year with the Abercorns, which will save some in-

come for furnishing a house in London, where we are

to reside. My mayi is now playing Handel, and put-

ting me in mind of dear Tom. He does not, however,

play near so well; but has more science than any one,

and sings the most difficult things at sight. He has so

much imjiroved me in Italian and singing, you cannot

imagine. Ten thousand thanks for your benevolent

attention to my poor old father — never did he stand

more in need of it, sick, worn down and deprived of

the attentions of a child he adores, and who has hitherto

lived for him. You are all goodness, and to part from

you is not among the least of my afflictions. God bless

you ever,

S. OWENSON.
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A thousand loves to all tlie fire-side circle; but

above all to Joe. I am quite 'Isbocked at the expense

of my last letter ; but as I saw you got all your letters

at the Castle^ I took it for granted they were free.

Miss Owenson to Lady Stanhy.

Baron's Court,
1st September, 1S1 1.

IMy most dear Friend,

It is an age since we held any communion; in the

first instance, I was prevented by the fear of boring

you by a platitude of a letter, which could only repeat

what you know — that I love you. In the second, I

have been prevented writing since my arrival here

(now five weeks ago) by an event unexpected and

critical; in a word, in this little space of time, a man
has fallen in love with me, a tete haissee^ and almost

married me, before I know where I am or what it is

all about. I mentioned to you before, that Lord

Abercorn was to bring over with him a physician, and

as they wrote me word that he was a person of distin-

guished talent, a charming musician, and altogether an

interesting person, I sent him some comical professional

problems in my letters to Lady Abercorn. He answered

them by a poetical thesis— I sent him a diploma— and

thus prepared, we met under circumstances and in

scenes too favourable to the romantic feelings peculiar

to his character, and which it was my lot to excite and

feed. In short, almost without looking beyond the

instant, his empressment, and the anxiety of Lord and

Lady Abercorn to forward an event which would place

me in England near them, took me unawares, and I
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gave a sort of consent to an event, which it is, and
has ever since been, my incessant struggle to delay.

The fact is, there is much pour ct contre, on the

subject (Dr. Morgan having but a small patrimonial

property, independent of his profession, in which he is

still but young). The confidence his medical skill

and success have inspired in this family, where there

is a continual demand on his attention, have so raised

him in their good opinion, that they have declared

themselves his fast friends, and promoters of his inter-

ests for life. Indeed, it was at their instance, I was
induced to listen to a proposal, which could have no-

thing in it very gratifying to my amlntion. The man,

however, is perfection. His mind has that strength of

tone and extent of reflection, which you admire so

much. He thinks upon every subject of importance

with us, and is sometimes so daring in risking his bold

and singular opinions, that while it raises him in my
esteem, it makes me tremble for his worldly interests,

so seldom promoted by this sovereign independence of

principle and spirit, which throws rank and influence

at such an incalculable distance. He is, with all this

deep philosophy of character, a most accomplished

gentleman. He speaks and writes well several lan-

guages, and is a scientific musician, a devoted natu-

ralist, and has studied every branch of natural history

with success. With these resources of mind., I never

saw a wretch so thrown upon the heart for his happi-

ness, or so governed by ardent and unruly passion, of

which his most romantic engoiiement for me is a proof.

I have refused and denied him over and over again,

because if it is not in worldly circumstances a very

good match for me, it is still worse for him. I
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am still putting it off from clay to day, but fear I am
too far committed to recede with honour. All this is

entre nous^ and should you mention the thing, pronez

the business as much as you can, for upon all occa-

sions , il est bon de ae fairs valoir. We are to live the

first year with Lord and Lady Abercorn, and the next

we hope to be in a baby-house of our own in London,

and, oh! what happiness it will be to me to have one

to receive you, dear Lady Stanley, when you come to

town, instead of your going to an hotel; believe me,

there is not a human being I should be happier to see,

than your dear self, after my own sweet sister. The
worst part of my story is, that I must then have to

leave my country, and father, and sister, that I adore;

when I think of this, I start from my promise, and

have more than once entreated to be off, and in short,

sometimes I am almost out of my mind between con-

tending feelings; you would pity me if you knew and
saw my struggles; pray write to me soon, and love

me always, Your own Glorvina.

We expect the Duke and court here in a few days.

Lady Stanley's reply to the announcement of her

friend's proposed, but not yet accomplished, marriage

is both wise and kind.

Lady Stanley to Miss Owenson.

Penehos,

My dear Glorvina, September im, ish.

Shall I say the import of your letter surprised me?
I know not. However, I think surprise was not the
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sensation predominant among tlie many it set afloat;

that you should have met with a man who looked,

listened, and entered the lists of love, tete haissee^

was an event much of course; but that an equal to the

admirable Crichton should be met at all, and moreover,

that the destinies should just place him within the

circle of Glorvina's influence, is truly a matter worthy

of wonder, and particularly to me, who have hitherto

adhered pertinaciously to a persuasion, that kindred

spirits were subjected to the same laws as parallel

lines, and never could meet on this ungracious planet.

But, behold an exception! Receive, my dear Sydney,

my sincere felicitations on your view of establishment.

Yet rest assured, I do not fail of taking a part in your

anxieties, but who can be married without such at-

tendants? If every contve was nearly looked to, alack,

poor Hymen! But in the main, establishment is good,

in some lights almost expedient, since the delights of

youth, of friends, of range, and frolic, are but pas-

sengers. On the subject of riches, it must be avowed,

my worldly wishes are not completely gratified, but on

that question, the interests of the heart must arbitrate,

nor can I dispute with those sovereigns, and do they

not appear with a powerful phalanx? and sweetly

chime with the old song — "Et il sera toujours de

meme, si j'en juge d'apres mon coeur." Perhaps, ere

this time, the conflict is over; I wish it may be so,

and every sacrifice well compensated by the acquisition

of a friend and associate, a tout e'preiwe. I have been

sadly tardy in writing, but were details worth while,

I could show I am more excusable than usual; I have

been singularly engaged by company and hampered

by business at the same time, and lassitude and
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chagrins spoilt eveiy little interval. And now then,

farewell, my clear Sydney. Imagine, and you may
>vell imagine (do me but justice) liow much I love to

hear further of an event so interesting to me, and be-

lieve me, by every name,

Most truly yours, &c. , &c.,

M. Stanley.

CHAPTER VIIL

between cup and lip.

When she was fairly engaged , Miss Owenson's
courage failed her. Dr. Morgan being very much in

love, desired naturally that the marriage should take

place with as little delay as possible. The Marchioness,

to whom the drama and the denouement were a pleasant

excitement, had no idea that the ceremony in real life

could be anything more than the last page in a novel,

or the last words in a play, after the characters have
grouped themselves. She sent for the marriage ring

and licence, and would have proceeded to extremities,

without consulting the wishes of one of the parties most
interested.

Miss Owenson, however, contrived to obtain a short

respite, and permission to pay a visit to her sister and
father, in Dublin. Her father's precarious state of

health was the plea she used. She was sent the first

stage of her journey in all the state of a carriage and
four horses, with Dr. Morgan riding beside the window
for an escort. A fortnight was to be the term of her

absence, and she promised very fairly, that if permitted

to go away, she would return without fail, at the time
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appointed. Slie had no sucli intention. Her father

was ill; his health was quite broken up. As, however,

he was in no immediate danger, Miss Owenson had no

idea of stopping at home to keep him company. She
plunged at once, into all the gaieties of Dublin society.

She was more the fashion than ever; and she enjoyed

the feeling of freedom and independence after the

stately restraints of her life at Baron's Court, of which

she had, by that time, become disenchanted.

Dr. Morgan was retained at Baron's Court by his

professional duty. Neither the Marquis nor the Mar-

chioness would grant him leave of absence. He was

extremely jealous, and knew his fair and slippery lady

love to be surrounded by admirers. He was especially

vexed by the attentions bestowed on her by Mr. Park-

hurst, one of the gayest men about town in Dublin

society; but he was unable to do more than write

eloquent letters of complaint and appeal, to which

the lady paid not the smallest attention. She always

owned, afterwards, that she had behaved exceedingly

ill, and that she deserved for ever to have lost the best

husband that ever a woman had; but at the time, she

only thought how she might prolong her absence, if,

indeed, she did not meditate breaking loose altogether.

The correspondence on both sides is characteristic, and

as the subject of love and love-making, of woman's

constancy and man's perfidy, is one of perennial in-

terest, some of this correspondence may be given.

The letters are printed as nearly according to their

date as can be ascertained. Both the Marquis and

Marchioness seem to have been kind throughout the

whole period, and to have shewn great patience with

their refractory protegee. In one of Morgan's letters,
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under date Oct. 7, there is "a magic — " whicb re-

quires a word of explanation. When Miss Owenson
had been particularly naughty, and wished to make
her peace, she would leave in her next note a small

blank sjDace to represent a kiss. Morgan was at liberty

to believe that her lips had touched the paper, and to

act accordingly.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Baron's Court,
October 1, 1811.

My dearest Girl,

Here I am, again, safely returned from Strabane,

after going through a day's eating and drinking enough
to kill a horse. We had a most heavenly day, yester-

day
; but to-day, it has rained incessantly ; we were not,

however, wet, being well provided with coats, so that

I am in no danger of dying this trip. Baron's Court

to-day is dulness personified. Lady Abercorn received

a shocking account of Lady Aberdeen from Mrs. Kemble;
and though I know how very little such accounts are

worth minding, yet her tears are infectious, and I can-

not help feeling alarmed and out of spirits. Receiving,

as I do , daily marks of their kindness and good will,

I cannot avoid sympathising with them in their worst

of all domestic calamities. Yet, true to human nature^

I am selfish enough to think much of the effect a fatal

termination of this disease would have on us and our

comforts. I trust that I am not laying up for you a

winter's residence in the house of mourning— whatever

the Apostles may say, / infinitely prefer the house of

rejoicing. But to return to a more grateful theme, how
Lady Monjan's Memoirs. II. "
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is my best beloved after her journey? I hope to-morrow

to bear a good account of you, and tbat you found

your father and sister better than you expected.

Have you been gadding about much? Have you
seen many people? Are you happy and comfortable?

or are you, like me, looking forward anxiously to the

happy time that will unite us for ever? Dearest Glor-

vina, love me as I adore you. How often I kiss the

little gold bottle, and think of the sweeter roses on

somebody s lips. Shorten time, by every means, that

separates us, if you value the happiness of

Your ever devoted,

T. C. M.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Monday, October 7.

Dearest, dear Love,
Will you, can you pardon my ravings? How angry

I am with myself! I have at last got a sweet, charm-

ing, affectionate letter from you, and half my miseries

are over. If my two last letters gave you pain, think

what misery (well or ill-founded), what horrid depres-

sion must have been mine to inspire them. Your rea-

sonings are all very fine and very conclusive; but, alas,

I parted with reason to a certain little coquette, and I

can attend to and feel no language but that of the

heart. Still, however, I must insist upon my distinc-

tion, that while I am ready to give up everything to

your lovely, amiable family feelings, I can ill brook

your associating any unpleasant idea with that of re-

turning to 7ne. If I know my heart, neither solitude,

sickness, nor slavery would be unpalatable, if it gave

me back to Glorvina. I would seek her amidst the
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plague, ill an African ship, or, if such a place existed,

in her own fatlicrs dominions. I have but one object

in life, and it is yon; and so little can I bear the idea

of your preferring anything to me, that I have been

angry with Olivia when she has had too much of your

attention. Indeed, indeed it is because I love, that I

cannot suppose it possible any feeling of disgust, or

ennui, can associate itself with your return to me, and,

I would fain hope, happiness. You cannot think so

meanly of me as to supjjose the dimity chamber could,

urge me to draw you from your duti'is. Trust me,
love, you never win me more than when I see you, in

imagination, discharging them 5 but when I picture to

myself the thoughtless, heartless Glorvina, trifling with

her friend, jesting at his sufferings, and flirting with

every man she meets; when I imagine her more in

love with the vanities of this wicked luorlcl than with

me, I feel not sure of her. Do not think me cruel in

reminding you that you have lost one husband by flirt-

ing, and that that makes me feel it is just possible you
may drive another mad. I cannot, give you to the

amusements of Dublin. God knows (if he takes the

trouble to know) this "pile" is "dreary" enough with-

out you; but it makes me curse the hour I threw away
my love on one so incapable of returning it, when I

see you looking forward to a solitary winter in it; trust

me, dearest, a little natural pJtilosophy will make time

pass pleasantly enough, never fear.

I read part of your letter to Miss B , relative

to "Almighty Tact," and she laughed tout son saoul.

She says, if there is one human being more thoroughly

destitute of tact than another, it is Glorvina— and , in-

deed, I think so. In the instance of myself you have
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failed utterly. If you knew me
,
you would not combat

my feelings by your affected stoicism; you would flatter

my vanity with the idea of the separation being as

painful to you as to me; you would soothe me with

tenderness and not shock me with badinage. If you
knew how much eloquence there was in the magic —

;

if you knew the pleasure I felt in touching the paper

that had touched your lips! Oh, Glor.! Glor.! have
you been all this while studying me to so little pur-

pose? In reply to your orders^ know that I have not

opened my lips to say more than — "a bit more,"

"very good," and "no more, thank you, my lord,"
since you have been gone. Lady Abercorn swears she

heard me sing, "II mio ben quando vena," and says

I am Nina Pazza. In good truth, I believe she is

right, for surely nothing but madness would distress

itself, and what it loves more than itself, as / do. I

assure you I have made myself quite ill, and others

present; my calmness is acquired, unnatural, and de-

ceitful. I am sorry, very sorry, for your poor dear

dad; but hope he is not seriously worse; say every-

thing that is kind to him from me, and tell him I hope

we shall spend many a pleasant day together yet. Do
you know you shock my tenderness by the ease with

which you talk of Miss Butler. Surely we must adopt

two terms to express our different loves, one word can-

not imply such different affections. I will think and

speak of nothing but you. As to my commissions, do

not, best and dearest, put yourself to any inconvenience

about them; when done you may send them by the

mail, the pleasure of receiving anything from you is

worth the carriage, though it even amounted to gold.

There is, however, but one commission about which I
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am anxious^ and that is to love me as I do you, exclu-

sively; to prefer me to every other good; to think of

me, speak of me, write to me, and to look forward to

our union as the completion of every wish, for so do

I by you. Do this, and though you grow as ''''ugly''''

as Sycorax, you will never lose in me the fondest,

most doating, affectionate of husbands. Glorvina, I

was born for tenderness; my business in life is to love.

Cultivate, then, the latent feelings of the hearty learn

to distrust the imagination^ and to despise and quit the

world, before the world leaves you. How, dearest, will

you otherwise bear the hour when no longer young,

lovely, and agaqante^ you will see the great ones lay

aside their plaything and forget their companion who
can no longer give them pleasure; where, but in the

arms of affection, will you then find consolation? Fly,

then, to me by times. You have much wisdom to

acquire yet, with respect to happiness; and believe me,

the dimity chamber is a school worth all the Portico's in

the world, Mrs. Stoic. There nature reigns, and you
will hear none but the language of truth. Do you re-

collect folding up a piece of blotting-paper with one of

your letters? I preserve it as the apple of my eye,

and kiss it, as I would you, all to pieces.

My sweetest life, I do not mean an atom of acri-

mony towards you in all this; but misery will be que-

rulous. I determine to pass over my sufferings in

silence; but find I cannot. Do not say I am selfish;

if I were, I should have pressed you to marriage when
I could have done it effectually. I should have opposed

your leaving me; and now I should give up all to you
for comfort. I flatter myself, that latherto every sacri-
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fice lias been on my part. My only comfort is, that

my wishes have given place to yours.

I do not wish you to cut any one; but I think

Parkhurst, too particular in his attentions; besides,

how can I bear that anybody can have the pleasure of

talking to you and gazing on you when I cannot. I

should be sorry you offended a friend on account of

any whim of mine; you can be civil to him without

encouraging his daily visits. Strangely as I show it,

I am obliged and grateful for your every attention, and
in this instance in particular; but indeed I do not wish

it. I have not so mean an opinion of myself to be

jealous of anybody's alienating your mind from me by
exciting a preference, et pour toute la reste fen sais

assez.

I have kissed your dear hair again and again, as

I do the bottle, twenty times an hour; do not judge of

my temper by this instance, for, believe me, I am not

always, nor ever was in my married life, in the hor-

rible state of mind I now am. You know I think ill

of life in general, and kick against calamity as if I re-

ceived an affront as well as an injury in it from fate.

But trust me, no chance of life can reach me to wound
as I am now wounded; when reposed on your dear

bosom then my spirits will be calmed, my irritability

soothed. If I thought there was the remotest chance

of my giving you the uneasiness I know I now do,

when once you are mine, I would release you from

your engagement au coup d^ pistolct. No, no, my be-

loved, I hope, after all, we may be enabled to say, in

our age, c''est un monde passable^ at least it shall be so

to you, if I can make it so. God bless you, my own
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dear, sweet, darling girl; don't, don't be angry with

me, for I am very wretched without that. Mr. Eliot is

come at last, and I must go dress and acquire steadi-

ness for '"'' representation.''''

Adieu ma belle, ma chere Glor.

Mortimer.

9 o'clock.

Pity and forgive a wretch Avliom nothing but your

presence can console. God, God bless you, dear

Glorvina.

T. C. Morgan to 31iss Owenson.

Du Chemin de Cerbeke a la Porte d'Enper.
Manli, Oclober iSlh, iSii.

Faut-il que je m'egaye toujours? Combieu cela est

triste! Mais, soyons heureux c'est encore bien plus

difficile. Egayons nous pourtant. Pourquoi? — La
reine le vent!

The Clitheroes are just gone with Bowen for the

Giant's Causeway, the latter returns in the middle of

next week; the former promise to repeat their visit

soon. Oglander and the Major are gone shooting; and

the little tail of nobility. Miss Butler and I, are going

to ride if the weather permit. I really was glad you

were not with us last night. We played magical music,

"What's my Thought like?" and many other games

eqnalhj amusing., for three or four hours; you would

have been bored to death, as was almost your poor

JMortimer. They made Lord Abercorn go out frequently,

and though he was bored as bad as man could be, he

did it with an ease and grace that was very pleasing;
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he certainly is thoroughly a gentleman on those points.

Miss Butler seems thoroughly determined to go to

Dublin, and then what will become of us? Che faro

senza mio ben^ we shall be given up to melancholy.

What will become of me? io moriro — ahi! ben mio^

how happy should I be could I behold thee and be

near thee, and see thee with thy dear family, but what

useless wishes, I love thee dearest! my wife, I love

thee! and for thee I will do and endure anything,

everything! adieu, my love, adieu!

Farewell, dearest Glorvina,

Your own, own
Mortimer.

Miss Oicenson to T. C. Morgan.

October, 18H.

"Do the P—s and Castlereaghs go to you at

Christmas? when does the Butler come to town, and

when do the Carberys leave you?" — answer all. I

don't send you a kiss to-day, I am tired of the diurnal

act^ but I lay my head upon your bosom in a wife-like

way, and suffer you to press me gently to your heart,

which is more than you deserve! I am glad you

changed your pen — I hate poesy —
"When this you see,

Remember me."

"His mouth was Primmer,
A lesson I took

,
•

I swore it was pretty,

And then kiss'd the book."

that is the text, vide "Peeping Tom;" but I did not

intend to make so free with you this three months, for
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you have behaved very ill indeed lately, and talked

like a fool very often. Livy does not know what to

make of you! but I forgive — lay by your nervous-

ness, and get some common sense.

S. OWENSON.

Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

October 31st, 1811.

I am not half such a little rascal as you suppose;

the best feelings only have detained ine from you; and

feelings better than the best will bring me back to you.

I must be more or less than woman to resist tender-

ness, goodness, excellence, like yours, and I am simply

woman, aye, dear, "every inch a woman." I feel a

little kind of tingling about the heart, at once more
feeling myself nestled in yours; do you remember —
well, dear, if you don't, I will soon revive your re-

collection — I said I would not write to you to-day,

but I could not resist it, and I am now going off to a

man of business, and about Lady Abercorn's books, in

the midst of the snow and pinched with cold. God
bless you, love.

S. 0.

Your song is charming; you are a clever wretch,

and I love you more for your talents than your virtues,

you thing of the luorld. What put it into your stupid

head that I would not return at Christmas? did I ever

say so, blockhead?

Well, I have only the old story to tell^ no more
than yourself —

"And I lovs you, and you loves me, .

And oh 1 how happy we shall be."
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Take care of the ivldskers — mind they are not to

grow thus — but thus. — [Here follows in the letter

a couple of droll portraits of Morgan, with the whiskers

grown and trimmed in the two fashions then in

favour.]

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Thursday, November, 1811.

You are a pretty pair of Paddies, you and your

sister. Only see how you enclosed your letter for me,

to Lord Abercorn, without seal and without direction.

Your second letter came at the nsual time; but judge

my consternation, when Lord Abercorn gave me your

/i7'st at breakfast, pvemishig he had read three sides of

it., under the supposition it was for him, till he came

quite at the end, to "my dear Morgan," which rather

surprised him. In good truth, the letter is so much
like the Epistle General of St. Jude, that it will do for

a?iy church. Well, "the gods take care of Cato.'"

There was not a word of his frolics, of the stupidity

of B. C— , of Livy's not coming, or anything one

would much care about his reading; but I was in a

special fright till I could get an opportunity of reading

it and convincing myself; for Heaven's sake be more

careful. I think he must have laughed at your jealous

suspicions^ though I don't believe he has a very high

opinion of my Josephism. I wish I had something to

confess^ just to satisfy you; but, ah, alas! you have the

best security in the world for my fidelity, the want of

opportunity for me to go astray. For unless I made
love to a young diablesse or an old witch, and became

the papa of an incubus, the devil a chance have I of

doing wrong. I should like to know the "when and
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tlie who" of your thoughts; perhaps it would give me
an idea. Seriously, my best love, if you doubt me,

come and claim your own, for / am yours and only

yours.

Dearest girl, how much I wish I could say any-

thing satisfactory to you about your father. I cannot

jndje accurately, but all your accounts of him have

given me an unfavourable impression of his chance of

ultimate recovery. I should think the whiskey had

for him; at least, if not rendered necessary by circum-

stances, it must be injurious. Your low spirits distress

me very, very much. Would to God I could be with

you to soothe and comfort you! I am, however, not

less so than yourself, as you must see by my awkward
attempts at humour. I am very irritable at these times,

and do not know whether to laugh or cry.

My yesterday's letter (written in this mood) was
particularly dull and fade; I am very much pleased,

flattered, delighted by your second letter; it is so de-

cisive a mark of your tenderness and affection. Dearest

Glorvina, I liave no love for any but you; you have

my li'hole^ whole hearty and if my letters vary, it is be-

cause my spirits vary, and with them my tone of

thinking. When, when will the day come that shall

make me yours for ever. Glorvina, we have both

suffered much on each other's account; I feel, how-

ever, conscious we shall both be ultimately happy in

each other. God, God bless you! I am writing

myself into dreadful spirits; I believe catching your
tone.

You give a horrid picture of poor dad! He must
have been very ill indeed to require so much blistering.

I find you are quite in raptures with Dublin. Four
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dinners beside evening parties in one week; that is

]3retty well for a person who went there merely to

enjoy the society of her family for a few weeks. How-
ever, if you are amused, I am content. You must want

occasional distraction^ and to be candid, I should be

all the better for it, if it were in my reach. Only love

me, and write good-humouredly. You do not mention

the Butler; she is, I suppose, as happy as the day is

long; give my love to her, and tell her I miss her

very much — da Vamantissimo vero sposo.

T. C. Morcian to Miss Oivenson.

Baron's Court,
Wednesday , % o'clock, Nov. i4th.

Dearest and Best,

3Ie void de retour^ and I have just read your dear

letter. Great God! how little able am I to bear any

crosses in which you are concerned. I cannot free

my mind from the idea of your having been seriously

ilL You say you are better, and I must believe you.

But once for all I implore and beseech you, in no in-

stance conceal from me the full extent of any sickness

or calamity that may reach ijou or yours. It is only

the entire confidence that communications are made,

and that nothing would be hid that might happen ill,

by which absence is rendered supportable. An anxious,

fretful and Eousseauish disposition (like mine) will let

the imagination so much get the start of reason, that,

when once deceived, I should never feel happy by any

communication however pleasant its nature. I should

fancy ten millions of accidents, kept from me for my

good. I hope and trust you have acted sincerely by
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me in this instance, and are as well in liealtb and

about one- eighth part as happy as if you really were

'•''on my Jmrfi." What an image! how lovely! My
bosom swelled in reading it, and the obtrusive drops,

for oner harbingers of pleasure, danced trembling on

my eyelids; hless you, bless you, dearest love! I do

kiss you with my whole heart, and pat your dear caen

dhu [black head]; and I, too, in my turn, ask your

pardon for worrying you in my last but one, and for

the two short hasty scrawls of Sunday and yesterday.

In each case, however, I really Avas compelled to be

so brief; I should not have written, but, judging by
myself, I thought a short letter infinitely preferable to

no letter at all; I have just received your parcel, but

have had no time to examine anything. You have

forgotten my lavender water, of which I am in great

want — mais n^importc. The ring does famoiis-ly. I

kiss it every instant {now) and now and now-w-w-w.
Pray take care of the mourning ring you took as a

pattern, as I value it much. Lady Abercorn played

me an arch trick about it. By mistake, she opened

the muslin and found the ring; she and Miss Butler

abstracted it. I missed the expected delight, and flew

(a la vioi) all over scarlet^ up to her to inquire if it

was amongst her parcels, and very soon discovered by
her joking how the land lay. Oh! I am a great fool,

and it's all along of yon, you thing you! God bless

dear you, though, for all that. Lady Abercorn will be

obliged by the Irish extract from Ossian; her coun-

tenance quite brightened when I mentioned it. At this

moment my imagination is wandering in delight. I

kiss and press you in idea, and I am all fire, and pas-

sion and tenderness; the sensations are rather too
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nervous and will leave a horrible depression; but for

one such "five minutes" — perish an eternity! This

morning, in bed, at Sir John's, I read part of The

Way to Keep Him^ and I see now you take the widow
for your model-, but it won't do, for though I love you
in every mood, it is only when you are true to Nature,
passionate and tender, that / adore you. You never are

less interesting to me than when you hr'dlez in a large

party: "C'est dans un tete-a-tete, dans la Chambre de

Basin que vous est vraimeut deesse, mais rZ/es.se-FEMME."

Apropos de la deesse^ your Paphian orders are not from

Paphos, they are from the coldest chambers of your

ice-house imagination. Venus disdains them, and Cupid

trembles and averts his arrows, fearful of blunting

their points: "Je n'ai qu'une seule occupation pour

tous les jours, et presque pour toutes les nuits, et c'est

do penser de Glorvina." I can neither read nor work,

and the weather is horribly bad; how the time passes

I can't say, for except writing to you, curse me if I

can tell you any one thing I do from morning to

night.

The ivhisl'ers thrive, and so, too, does the hair,

but you really!

I cannot write another letter, and yet I cannot bear

to part for two days in anger. Imagine all that is

harsh and suspicious in this letter unsaid — / knoiu

you love me, however paradoxical your conduct, and I

will try to be content; I cannot bear to give you pain;

God bless my dearest love.
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T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

November, 181 f.

I am very tired and it is late, so I shall write but

a short letter to-day, and that is the better for you,

dear, as I am thoroughly disf)leased with you and your
cold, calculating, most truly unamiable epistle. As for

favours, whatever this tremendous favour that you
dread to ask, be, I suppose it will be granted — //' it

can. I have never yet been in the habit of refusing

you the sacrifice of every one of my feelings and pre-

judices. In every instance you have done exactly

what you pleased, and nothing else; and my wishes,

right or wrong, have been held tolerably cheap by
you; but this, I suppose, is to break me into an obe-

dient husband by times. I could, however, better

away with that, than the manner in which you have
trifled with me in the business of delay. Why could

you not at once have told me, when you first eon-

chived the idea in September., as I remember by a con-

versation we had, that you did not mean to return

till Christmas. You would have saved yourself some
little trouble and me very much pain, besides freeing

yourself from the necessity of stooping to something
more than evasion. But I do not mean to reproach

you. I know this is but a specimen of the round-

about policy of all your countrywomen. How strange

is it that you, who are in the general great beyond
every woman I know, philosophical, magnanimous —
should, in detail., be so often ill-judging, wrong, and
(shall I say) little. Ah, dearest Glorvina, you know
not how I adore you; and what pain it gives me that

you think so meanly of me as to imagine this little
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trickery necr-.^sarij. Am I not worthy of your confi-

dence? am I not always ready to live or die for your

happiness? and though I may complain when I think

your affections cold, and your views merely pruden-

tial, yet to your seriously-urged wishes I shall ever

attend. Do not write harshly to me, nor go over again

the worn-out theme of your last. It is mortification

enough that you can be so dead to feelings that agitate

me^ almost to madness, that you can wish to stay from

me! You do not mention how the letter missed, or

whether you have gotten all mine regularly since.

Dearest, I know I am cross; but it is because I feel

strongly, and, perhaps, not always correctly. Believe,

however, that none can be more truly devoted to you
than your own, own

T. M.

Je voiis donne mille mille baisers.

Miss Oweuson to T. C. Morgan.

Wednesday, November, iSii.

'"''Tout homme riest jias mmtre de sa propre r/e," if he

has, by all the arts in his power, made that life indis-

pensably necessary to the happiness of another — this

you have done. Your life and love are necessary to

my happiness. I did not seek to associate myself with

either-, it was you involved me, and you must abide

by it. Y"ou must live to love me, and to be loved by
me. Gracious God ! how your letters harrow up my
soul! I would not willingly, purposely, give you one

pang for the best joy of my existence, and yet I,

too, am cruel, unavoidably so. The various feelings

by which I am eternally agitated and distracted, throw
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me into various tempers, and I pass from one strong

emotion to another, almost insensible to their succes-

sive influence. I am the victim of the moment, and

moments, and days and weeks, are to me but various

seasons of suffering, each, in their way, too acute to

be long sustained.

The gaieties I mix in, are unparticipated by others.

You mistake me totally if you suppose I am the light,

volatile, inconsequent wretch you paint me. Much
as I am, and ougJd to he^ flattered by the attention

and kindness of a very large circle of respectable and

distinguished friends-, intimately associated as are all

my feelings, and habits, and social pursuits with my
sentiments for them, still, it is not they nor the fes-

tivals they give me, that could have a moment's in-

fluence with me. Oh, no, it is a far deeper feeling.

Yes, Morgan, I will be yours, I hope, I trust; God
give me strength to go through with it I I mean to

leave this house clandestinely, Clarke only in my
secret My 2:)oor father I I am very ill — obliged to

assist Livy, last night, with a heavy heart. The fa-

tigue, added to a bad cold and a settled cough, has

produced a horrible state of exhaustion and nervous

lowness. I scarce know what I write; your letters

have overpowered me; my head is disordered and wild.

You distrust me, and whether I marry or reject you,

my misery is certain. Still I love you, oh! more

than tenderly. I lean my aching head upon your

heart, my sole asylum, my best and dearest friend. I

must cease to write. The physique carries it. To-

morrow I shall be in better health. Adieu.

Yours,

S. 0.

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II.
•
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T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

November Ulh, 1811.

Dearest Life,

After three days of painful, miserable discussion,

welcome, welcome to the holy Sabbath., and to pure,

iinmLved love. I know not why, but I enjoy to-day a

triste sort of calmness in regard to you, to myself, and
to all that life can give, which is ease and happiness

when compared with the eternal flow and ebb of hope
with which I am usually agitated. I will take ad-

vantage of it (while it lasts) in writing to you, con-

trary to my previous intention, and I do so, because I

can avoid at all touching on your affairs.

I should much like to have been present at your

disputation on the influence of mental cidtivation on

human happiness. You knew my opinion, as I had
so lately mentioned it, though in a cursory way, in

one of my letters. I believe it is not very different

from your own. There can be no doubt, as far as

the sciences go, with which Davy is more particularly

acquainted, their happy influence on human life is

considerable, not only in the aggregate by "bettering

the condition" (that is the fashionable phrase) of

man, and multiplying his comforts, but individuaJly.,

in a way not at first sight very visible. The physical

sciences all consist in facts and reasoning on facts,

totally unconnected with morals., and, as Chamfort says,

"Le monde physique parait Touvrage d'un etre par-

fait et bon, mais le monde moral parait etre le produit

des caprices d'un diable devenu fou." The mind,

then, perpetually abstracted from the contemplation

of this influence, stimulated by brilliant discoveries,
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and absorbed in the consideration of beautiful, well-

arran_o:ed and constant laws, is enlarged to pleamirable

emotion^ at the same time that it rejoices in the con-

sciousness of its increased powers over the natural

world. Those pursuits, on the contrary, which have

been supposed the most to influence happiness and to

tame the tiger in our nature, — the moral and meta-

physical sciences, holies Ipttrfs^ and the fine arts, are, in

my opinion, of much more doubtful efficacy. Though
their influence, when opposed to the passions, is really

as nothing (indeed, they too often but co-operate with

them in corrupting the heart) yet they cast a sort of

splendour about vice by the refinement they create;

and render man, if not a better animal, yet certainly

a less horrible animal. As to the question whether

humanity is bettered by the muUiplying Avants, and

thereby drawing tighter the social bonds and making

us more dependent on each other, on police and on Go-

vernment, we cannot decide^ — the advantages and dis-

advantages of each state are so little comparable; most

probably what is lost on the side of liberty, is gained

in security and tlie petty enjoyments which, by their

repetition become important, so that, on the whole, one

age is nearly on a par with another in this respect.

As for the influence of these pursuits on the culti-

vator of them, there can, in my opinion, be hardly a

dispute; he is to all intents and purposes a victim

immolated for the public for which he labours. In

morality, the mind always bent upon a gloomy and

shaded system of things, is either tortured in making
stubborn fact bend to graduate with j-elif/ious preju-

dices^ or if forced to abandon these^ lost in seas of end-

less speculation; consciously feeling actually existing

7*
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evil^ and perfectly sceptical to future r/ood. These
scienoes, too, generally are connected with a cultivated

imagination, the greatest curse in itself to its unfortu-

nate possessor. Imagination, always at variance with

reason and truth, delights in exaggeration and dwells

most constantly on what most affects the passions.

Its food, its occupation is pai?i; then, again, how con-

stant is that sickly squeamishness of taste which finds

nothing to admire, nothing to approve; that sees the

paucity of our conceptions and the endless repetition

of them. In point of fact, I have rarely seen poets,

painters, or musicians (I mean composers), happy men.

Fretful, irritable, impatient; guided by enthusiasm

(another word for false conception). [End missing.]

Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

" And if I answered you ' I know not what ,'

It shows the name of love."

Give me, my dear philosopher, ten thousand more
such letters, that I may have ten thousand more ex-

cuses for loving you still better than I do. I glory

in my own inferiority when you give that exalted

mind of yours fair play. I triumph in my conscious

littleness; I say, ""and this creature loves w?^." Yes,

dearest of all the dears, this is a proud conscious-

ness. I think precisely with you, and argued on the

same grounds; but not with the same eloquence that

you have done. Davy (Sir Humphry), apres tout, is

a borne man. I dined with him on Saturday last, and
he lectured, tolerably, till every one yawned; I said

twenty times in the course of the evening, to Miss

Butler, "how much better Morgan would have spoken;"
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and so you would, dearest. Nothing- takes a woman
like mind in man; before that, everything sinl's. When
you talk en itl^Hosophe to me (even the Philosophy of

Love) I adore you. When you make bad puns, and

are "put in mind," I hate you. So, as you see, my
love is a relative^ not a po.^'itiue^ quality. You will

know how to manage me, and I wish you every suc-

cess, dear.

I shall not write much to you, to-day, because I

am writing a long, long, letter to— to — the — Lord
Mayor!!! Aye, and going to send it to the Free-

man's Journal!! Don't look frightened to death, you
quiz! I always have something to talk to the chief

magistrate about, at this season of the year, and now
it is about poor children; but I will send you the

paper, and that will best inform you. Just before I

sat down to write to you, yesterday, Livy and I had
four naked little wretches at the fire warming and
feeding , and , to tell the truth , their sufferings added

to my nervousness; and you, joking and dissipation,

had an equal share in the wretched spirits in which I

addressed the dearest and the best. "Oh! Father

Abraham, what these L'ish be!" but so it is, — it is

next to impossible to follow the quick transitions of

our feelings. Just as I had got thus far, enter Pro-

fessor Higgins — our Professor of Chemistry. He
came to arrange a collection of mineralogy for Livy,

which Clarke bought her with a cabinet, and now,

here we are, in the midst of spars, quartz, ores, madre-

pores, and petrifactions. I know the whole thing now,

at my fingers' ends, and all in half-an-hour! ! ! The
Professor says, I am a clever little soul! I have got

a little collection, myself, which, with a harp, tripod,
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fifty volumes, and some music, constitutes all my
liouseliold furniture — funny enough! Now, coiite

qui coute^ no more dolorous letters; a qiioi hoii^ if I

were not to marry you, it would be because I loved

you too well to involve you in difficulties and in dis-

tress. If I do marry you (and, like Solus, "I'm pretty

sure I shall be married'') I will make you the dearest,

best, and funniest little wife in the world. Meantime,

I prefer you to your whole sex, and so, dearest of all

philosophers,

Adio^

Glorvina.

PS. — I shall not write to you to-morrow, love,

because I am going out about business for poor papa,

who is very poorly; but still, if not better, he is not

worse. Here is a trait of poor human nature. When
his head was blistered, he would only suffer the aize

of tlie hJisUr to be shaved; but when the pain came to

the front of his head, he was obliged to have it all

shaven. Yesterday he said to me, "Tell Morgan, my
dear, that I have made a great sacrifice to health; that

I have lost the finest head of hair that ever man had,

and that I prided myself on, because I should like to

prepare him for see'nirj me in a u'ig!''''

I wish you would accustom yourself to write a little

every day in mere authorship. I mean we shall write

a novel together. Your name shall go down to pos-

terity with mine, you wretch. The snow very deep,

and the cold insupportable.

Sydney O.

In the next note from Morgan to Miss Owenson,
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Mr. Parkliurst is again alluded to Avitli bitterness.

How far Miss Owenson went in her flirtations witli this

gentleman, it is hard to say, for when Lady Morgan,

after her marriage, made a collection of the love letters

of her old sweethearts, and presented it to Sir Charles,

under the title of Youth ^ Love and FoUy, she included

none of Parkhurst's, if indeed she had any to include.

Parkhurst had excited Orrasby's jealousy long before

he disturbed Morgan's peace of mind. But there Avas

nothing serious between them; at least, they never

quarrelled and made each other miserable, as people

in love usually do.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Oicenson.

My darling, injured Love, Thursday.

I have behaved most ungenerously, most unjustly

to you, and I am a beast. Do not despise, do not hate

me, and I ivlll endeavour to amend. I have sat build-

ing odious castles in the air about you till I fancied

my speculations were realities. Do me, however, the

justice to believe, that you have been a little the cause

of my irritability. When you reflect that you told me
* ^' * was coming to Baron's Court onhj on your ac-

cowit, and that I found you were not shocked at the

indelicacy of his attentions — when you add to this

that I found his name mentioned in every one of the

first few letters you wrote, do you not think that a

man icho really and truly loved, might, nay must, feel

anxious and uneasy. Never, for a moment, did I doubt

your preference for me, nor dread his influence over

your mind; but I was angry that you should indulge

your vanity at the expense of my feelings and your
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reputation. I ivas hurt that you mentioned to Lady
Abercorn his calling on you with so much apparent

delight. But no more of this distressing subject. For
God Almighty's sake, for mine and your own, do not

again, while you live, seek to hide a feeling or a thought

from me; let us sacrifice together on the altar of

truth, and communicate with unbounded confidence.

Have you, indeed, been suffering and wretched, and

have I added to that suffering by my conduct? You
thought by hiding your grief to diminish mine, and

you have overwhelmed me by your a})parent indiffer-

ence; the badinage and frivolity of tone in your let-

ters (excuse me, dearest), have overcome me with a

conviction of your indifference towards me, no kind-

ness of individual expression could confute. Had you
at first told me the extent of your wishes about ab-

sence, hard as they were, I must have yielded to you.

But the little preaching of delay upon delay, has im-

pressed me with the idea, that you wished that delay

should terminate in separailon. Tell me, tell me,

dearest, even what you wish and all you wish, and I

will, at any risk, gratify you if I can. Do not wrap
yourself in stoicism, nor "disdain" to open your bosom

to one whose privilege it is to share your griefs and to

sootlie your sorrows. When you will look to me for

support, you shall find me a man capable of strong

exertion, of self-command to act and to suffer for you.

It is your indifference, your reserve, with which I

cannot contend. I confess / cannot see any adequate

reason for your dread of Baron's Court. They will

not return to England till late in the next summer.

Do you wish, do you really wish to delay my happi

ness so long? I do not think you can avoid coming
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here, without positively affronting the Abercorns, nor

cau you long delay it. But, as far as / am concerned,

do whatever will contribute to your own happiness,

and leave viine to its chance. You know I had set my
heart upon our being well and intimately known to

each other by marriage, before the necessity of domestic

arrangements should interfere with our enjoyments.

When we go to England we shall have much to do

and something to suffer. I was in hopes that by the

cultivation of every tender feeling, we should have
prepared each other to go through this with cheerfulness.

But do as you will.

Sydney Oweufion to T. C. Morgan.

November 18H.

I told you I would not write to you to-day, dear,

yet down I sat, determined on sending you a long let-

ter when I had finished Lady L.'s; but, lo! a parcel of

people (the Cahirs) and their carriage seen at the door,

others were obliged to be admitted, and one moment
till this (iive o'clock) I could not get, to tell you I love

you the more I thi)ik of you, so take it for granted,

my life is yours, and should be devoted to your hap-

piness. God bless you! "Je t'embrasse tendrement

a la hate.'''' Tell Lady L. that whatever Miss Butler

may have written her— Lady Manners seem."^^ at least,

in too good spirits for anything very serious to be
impending. S. 0.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Baron's Court,
Wednesdwj Morning, yov.27lh, 1811.

And God bless you^ my dear love, notwithstanding
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your shabby apologies for notes. Well, well, yon are

amused— e basta cosi — only, when you are at leisure,

write me a dear, good letter, to make amends for your

last week's slender diet. Your views of life are so dif-

ferent from mine, that at first they gave me great pain

and uneasiness; use, however, reconciles to many things

and I have already lost the uneasiness; perhaps the

pain will soon follow, at least I feel a satisfaction in

submitting my will to your's, which already diminishes

it. Nonubstant, I wish you Avere more independent in

your pleasures, and did not receive the bright lights in

your picture of life so much by reflection from the ivorld.

For myself, I am not without a large portion of per-

sonal vanity, and am as pleased with incense^ when
offered, as others, but it is not a want of habit with

me; and, on the whole, I had rather be loved, than

admired.^ and, I fear also, rather than esteemed. This

you will say, is weakness, "le bonheur n'est pour {moi)

ni sur la meme route, ni de la meme espece, que celui

des autres hommes ; ils ne cherchent que la puissance et

les regards cVautun; il ne {me) faut que la tcndresse et

la pake, ne suis je pas un vrai St. Preux?" and so

much the Avorse for me, if I am; a slight touch of am-

bition would pepper life; and truly, at little more than

thirty., it is rather hard to find all "vanity and vexation

of spirit." I am as convinced as of any mathematical

fact, that the whole life can give is included in the

four magical letters home. The affections are the only

inlets to real satisfaction; and they, alas! are so often

chilled, thwarted, or, by death and separation, anni-

hilated , that I repeat, most sincerely, "o/' happiness I

despair.'''' Ah, Grlorvina! you, you have roused me
from that enviable state of apathy, in which the world



BETWEEN CUP AND LIP. 107

passed as a panorama, — a dream; you have called

forth the violent passions into action, which, I had
hoped, slumbered for ever with the dead. I am again

the sport of Itopes and fears ^ and you are at once their

cause, object and end. Dearest love, you have much
in your power; oh! be merciful, be merciful! nor think

it beneath your genius to strew some flowers in the

path of him who lives but to adore you! But to descend

to the common-place of life. Lady Abercorn has received

another parcel of the books, and now finds she has got

a copy of them already. She wishes, therefore, to

know if the man will take them back, giving her some-

thing else in return? she will not seiul them till she

gets your answer. The major is again returned from

his military duties. How much more palpable his

PECULIARITIES are after a little absence. Have you

burned, the letters yet? Why will you not put me at

rest on that point? You complain of my temper some-

times, but you should afford the same pardon to sickness

of mind as to bodily infirmity; your absence is the cause

of it all.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

November ^9lh, 1S1L

How is this Glorvina? twice, already, you have

failed writing. Is it so very painful to bestow five

minutes recollection on me? though, in truth, I know
not whether your silence is not less painful than your

letters. How cold — how indifferent — what ill-timed

levity, and ill-timed animadversion! I am, and have

been, very, very ill ; and you are the cause of it. I am
sure neither health nor reason could long withstand the
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agonies I suffered on your account for these last twenty-

four hours. I have not slept, and am now obliged to

put myself under Bowen's care. The whole of yesterday

was spent in answering your letter; but / will not pain

you hy that exhibition of my lacerated mind; I have

already destroyed it. On the subject of delay ^ however,

one word for all. As long as your presence is neces-

sary to your family, so long (be it a month or a year)

I freely consent to your absence from me; hut not one

hour longer; you have no right to demand it, and if you

knew what love was, it is impossible you could wish it.

But I fear you are a stranger to love, except as it

affects the fancy. You may understand its picturesque

effects; but of the anxious, agonizing alternations of doubt

and confidence, joy and despair— of all that is tender,

of all that is heart in it, I fear you are utterly ignorant.

For what purpose can you wish a protracted stay? Your

plea about a "respected guest and a part of the establish-

ment," is too childish for a moment's consideration. If

you do not love me sufficiently to master such fancies

— if my affection is so little esteemed, and my hap-

piness so little valued, why have you led me into this

fools' Paradise? You know you will not be able to

refuse invitations to go out; for them^ therefore, for your

Farkhursts and Ornishys (the devil take them) and not

for your family, you will leave me in all the miseries

of widowhood and solitude. I repeat it, this is not love.

You say, before you knew me you were free as air;

and I, too, was free; but you cannot give me back my
former self, my "pleased alacrity and cheer of mind."

Seek not, then, to torture me with your coldness and

carelessness. Remember that, attachment means bondage.,

and that we are mutually bound to promote each other's



BETWEEN CUP AND LIP. 109

liappiness by every means in our power. Eemember,
that savage freedom is incompatible with the social

affections^ and that you have no right to render a being-

miserable, who lives and breathes only in your love.

You cannot imagine the grief of heart, the tears, this

early avowal of your wish to lengthen our separation

has cost me. By heavens, there is no place so vile, so

infectious, that I would not inhabit it with you-, and
you object to share my love in a place to which another

and a more worthless passion— vanity, has chained you
for nearly a year at once, with every circumstance that

should have driven you away! How every unkind

word, every doubtful expression with regard to your
future conduct towards me, recurs to my recollection!

If you really do not mean to marry me^ your trifling

with a passion like mine is worse than cruelty. For
God's sake, be candid, and let me know the horrid

truth at once.

Another thing—why do you keep secrets from me?
Why suffer me to learn from others circumstances

which so materially affect your interest? — as those of

your father's health. For my sake, for your own, let

there be no mystery between us, no separation of inter-

ests. Trust me, I was rejoiced to learn that he was
better again, and that you were the cause of it — that

is the true balm, the only balm you can pour upon
the wounds made by your absence — it gratifies and
consoles me.

Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

December, iSH.

Great God! is there to be 7io end of this? is every

idle^ every mischievous person to change your senti-
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ments towards me, and to destroy your confidence?

what have I done, what have I said? to bring down this

tirade of abuse and reproach? Your letter has distracted

me. I thought myself so assured of your esteem, your

confidence! I cannot write on the subject. If it is Miss

Butler who has done this, I will never speak to her

again.

Never mind what I said about the hond^ no matter

about that, or anything else. Your answer shall de-

termine the moment of my departure. I will throw

myself into the mail the night of the day I receive it,

if you command it — hy all that is sacred — at the ex-

pense of health and Z//>, I will do as you desire. Livy

goes to a certa/nty, except some misfortune happens,

and means to leave this on the morning of the 2nd, so

that she will, of course, be at Baron's Court on the

night of the 3rd. If I have, indeed, been the cause of

much pain to you, what remains of my life shall be

devoted to your happiness. How different do we feel

towards each other! I am all confidence, all esteem, all

admiration, you are in love and nothing else. Any
woman may inspire all that I have inspired — passion

accompanied by distrust and suspicion— still I embrace

you, my beloved, as tenderly as ever.

I am far from well. I have a most painful sore

throat and oppression on my chest, with some remains

of my cough; this is owing to my having gone into a

bath at 105 degrees, when there was a hard frost; but

the country will soon, I trust, put to flight every symp-

tom of delicacy. God bless you! may your next bring

me some comfort.

S. 0.
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Miss Owenson to T. C. Moj'ga?i.

December .5", iSii.

My dearest Dear,
The horrible struggle of feeling I sought to forget

in every species of dissipation of mind, is over —
friends, relatives, country, all are now resigned, and I

am yours for ever — from this moment be it. The study

of my life to deserve your love, and to expiate those

errors of conduct which had their source in the long-

cherished affections of the heart, by a life devoted ex-

clusively to you. Oh, my dearest friend, passionately

as you love me, you do not yet justly appreciate me,

and know not all I am capable of when imperiously

called on by feeling and by honour.

I have gained my point in putting of our marriage

for three months, by which I have gratified the inde-

pendent spirit of my character in avoiding any addi-

tion of obligation to those on whom we are already too

dependent. I have satisfied the feelings of my heart by
fulfilling the tender duties they dictate, to my father

and my family. I have obtained a more thorough

knowledge of your character from the development of

your feelings in your letters; and I have satisfied my
woman's delicacy, and the bien.^e'ance of the world, by
avoiding the appearance of rashness in uniting myself

for life to one whom I knew but a month, which, had
I listened to you, would have been the case. I have

now done with the little world, here, and shall go out

no more; all that remains of my absence from you
must be exclusively devoted to my family. I have in-

formed them of my resolution with great firmness; it

was received in silence and in tears; but no opposition
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was made, tlie eifort is over, and I think we are all

calmer, and even happier, than during the late interval

of horrible suspense. I will return to you soon after

Christmas-day, as we can decide upon a safe mode of

travelling. Meantime, mj heart and soul are with you,

and as for the little body, that will come soon enough.

Every moment I can spare from my poor suffering

father, I am devoting to collecting everything on Irish

story that can be had here. I have made out a most

exquisite subject matter for an Irish novel which will

help to furnish our London hahy-house. Well, dear, we
are now where we ought to be, and long, long may we
remain so. Pray tell Lady Abercorn you are satisfied

with me.

Here is one of my ivifc-like demands. Will you

send to London for six yards of black velvet for me?
Mrs. Morgan will get it, at Grafton House ^ for half-a

guinea a yard, and your friend of Pall Mall, will frank

it over. This, dear, is no extravagance. S. O.

Miss Owenson to T. C. Alorgan.

Thursday, H o'clock, [181-1].

I perceive it is easier to command your obedience

than to endure it. You have taken me now, an pied de

la lettre. Three weeks back you would have made
another commentary on the text and tortured it into

any sense but that in which you have now taken it.

However, I submit uncomplaining, though not un-

repining. Ah! my dear Morgan, les ahsens ont toujour

s

tort., and that passion which, a month past, I feared

might urge on its disappointment to exile, or even per-

haps to worse, has now flown lightly over, like a sum-
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mer gale, wliicli leaves on the air scarce a trace of its

fleeting fragrance. Well, " Thou canst not say Hums I
did ity The inequalities, the inconsistency of my man-
ner and my letters, the quick alternation from tender-

ness to reproach, from affection to indifference, the suc-

cessive glow of hope and chill of despair, the brilliant

playfulness of one moment, the gloomy affliction of the

next — these were accessory, but not final, causes of

your alienation, for your love, like your religion, is a

tangible creed; faith alone will not nourish it, you
must have the Real Presence; you must touch to be-

lieve, you must enjoy to adore, and in the absence of

the goddess you will erect the golden calf^ sooner than

waste your homage upon an invisible object. Dearest, I

have divined you well.

You will say, "My sweetest Glorvina, I would love

you if I could; but how am I to find you? catch, if I

can the Cynthia of the moment." And, dearest Mor-

gan, you say true; but am I to blame if I am un-

happy? "Who would be a wretch for ever?" and if

you know the objects and the interests that alternately

tear my heart, you would much less blame than pity

me. In the morning, when I come down to breakfast,

the dear faces I have so long looked on, turned on me
with such smiles of tenderness, the family kiss, the

little gossip that refers to the social pleasures of the

former evening, — my whole heart is theirs, — I say,

"no, I will not, cannot, part from you for ever." Then
all disperse; your letter comes, your reproaches, your

suspicion! divided between tenderness and resentment;

wanting to give you force ^ but overcome by my own
weakness — I know not what I write. My feelings

struggle and combat, and I sink under it. Again —
Lady Morgan's Memuirs. II. 8
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perhaps I go out — the brilliant assembly, where every

member is my friend or my acquaintance, every smile

pointed to me, every hand is stretched out to me, and
where all is the perfect intelligence of old acquaintance-

ship, mingled with Irish wit and Irish cordiality. The
reverse of the picture— the dreary country, the stately,

cold magnificence, and the imposed silence; the ex-

pected affliction, and where 1 too often find ridicule

substituted for that admiration now too necessary to me.

Again you rush on me, and all is forgotten. Your true,

disinterested love! your passionate feelings! your pa-

tience! your long endurance of all my faults! your

generous and noble feelings! your talents, your exclu-

sive devotion to me! then, my ivJioIe soid is yours!

Father, sister, home, friends, country, all are forgot-

ten, and I enter again upon life with you; I struggle

again for subsistence; I resign ease and comfort, and
share with you a doubtful existence. I give up my
career of pleasure and vanity to sink into privacy and
oblivion; and the ambition of the authoress and the

woman is lost in the feelings of the mistress and the wife.

It was thus I felt yesterday^ five minutes after my
cold letter to you. After dinner I threw myself on

the couch and heard the clock strike seven, and I was
transported into the little angular room! To surprise

us all, the door opened, and, carried in between two

old servants, appeared the dear father — papa! Hot
cake ordered for tea, and a boiled chicken for supper.

We tuned the harp and piano, and Clarke icoidd play

his flute in such time and tune as it pleased God!
There never was such a family picture. In the midst

of it all, papa said, "I am thinking, my dears, that if

God ever restores me the use of my hands, I will write
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a treatise on Irish music for Morgan!!" Again, when
he was going back to his room, he leaned on my
shouklers to walk to the door, — "you are my support

NOW, my little darling," and he burst into tears. Such
dearest, are the feelings alternately awakened in a heart

so vitally alive to impressions of tenderness and affec-

tion, that in its struggles between contending emotions

it is sometimes ready to burst. Oh, then, pity me, and
forgive me; bear with me, examine the source and

cause of my faults, and you will see them in that sen-

sibility which makes a part of my physical structure,

and which time and circumstances have fatally fed and

nourished. You do not expect, do not deserve, perhaps

do not wish to be bored ^ with this letter, yet I shall

send it-, keep it by you, and when you are angry with

me, read, and forgive!

When the postman knocked, I said, "Ah! the ras-

cal, after all his impertinent, icy Strabane letter, he has

written." I flew to meet it — burst it open with a

smile of triumph. It was from Lord Abercorn! the

smile disappeared, and, with a sigh I sat down to

write this; while you, perhaps, without one thought of

the Glorvina, are writing verses on the charms of

Lady Carberry.

Poor dear papa! The consequence of his little

frolic last night are, that he is confined to his bed to-

day, and symptoms of gout in his head. I am going

to see him. God bless you. S. 0.

Lord Abercorn to Miss Owenson.

[Extract.]

You are not worth writing to, little fool, for though

your words are fair, they are few and probably false.

8*
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Have you really the presumption to think I will

condescend to write to her, who instead of writing two

or three for one, thinks I am going to put up with a

miserable cover of another letter?

As to "Livy," alas! I thought better of her. I

thought better of her. I "give her courage by a ten-

der line!" why was not one more tender than she de-

served in my very last to you? But I see too well,

that your calumnies (as I thought them) against her,

are truths; and that she beguiled only to deceive me.

The jackal, too, has been sneaking into the forest

where the lion only should have stalked. Alas! alas!

what has she to say to me for herself? and when will

she say it?

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Dearest Love,

I do pity while I hlame you. But your great in-

stability, whatever be the cause of it, is equally cruel

in you and equally unbearable to me. It is absolutely

necessary for you to exert some firmness of nerve.

Review your own conduct to me and think how very

unnecessarily you have tortured with repeated promises,

all evaded; while each letter has been a direct contra-

diction of the last. It is not the lapse of time I so

much regret; and in whatever way our loves may ter-

minate, / leg you to carry that in your remembraiice.

The same effort of self-denial, which gave you one

month, would have given you tJu^ee, had you asked it

seriously and firmly. It is the eternal fiddling upon
nerves untuned by love (perhaps too romantic) for you,

that I cannot bear the repeated frustration of hope.
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The evident preference you give to (jeneral sociefi/ over

mine — your very dread of this place, — the insta-

bility of your affections as depicted in your letters^ are all

sources of agony greater than I can endure, and it

must have an end. To finish this business, then, at once
— of yonr own mere motion within this last week, you
have fixed with me and ivith your sister too, to leave

Dublin at Christmas, a7id that much I give to nature

and to amusement. If you can then return to me freely

and voluntarily (for I will be no restraint upon you)

say so, and stick to your promise. If not, we had better

(great Heaven! and is it come to this!) we had better

never meet again. The love I require is no ordinary

affection. The woman who marries me must be iden-

tified with me. I must have a large bank of tender,

ness to draw upon. I must have frequent profession-

and frequent demonstration of it. Woman's love is all

in all to me; it stands in place of honours and riches,

and, what is yet more, in place of tranquillity of mind
and ease; without it there is a void in existence that

deprives me of all control of myself, and leads me to

headlong dissipation, as a refuge from reflection. If,

then, your love for me is not sufficiently ardent to bring

' you freely to me at the end of a three months' absence

for your own happiness' sake, by Heaven! more dear to

me than my own, do not let us risk a life of endless

regret and disappointment. Deliberate; make up your
mind; and, having done so, have the honesty to abide

by your determination, and not again trifle with feel-

ings so agonized as your unfortunate friend's.

As to your two chapters on story-telling, / am in-

dignant enough at them, but my mind is too much
occupied to dwell on that subject — only this; you
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assume too high a tone on these occasions. / set up no

tyrannical pretensions to man's superiority, and have

besides a personal respect for yow intellect over other

women's. I know too, that in the present instance,

you are right. But I never will submit to an assumed

control on the woman's side; we must be equals; and
ridicule or command will meet with but little success

and little quarter from me.

Oh, God! oh, God! my poor lacerated mind! but

the horrid task is over, and now, dearest woman (for

such you are and ever will be to me), take me to you,

your own ardent lover; let me throw myself on your

bosom, and give vent to my burdened heart; let me
feel your gentle pressure, the warmth of your breath,

and your still warmer tear on my cheek. Think, love,

of those delicious moments! when all created things

but our two selves were forgotten; of those instants

wherein we lived eternities.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Wednesday, December.

My dearest Love,

I am indeed a wretch to inflict pain on so much
excellence; but, alas! what can wretchedness do but i

complain! Recollect how often my hoj)es in you have

been delayed a few days, the return of a post, a week,

a month for you to go to town — three weeks' delay

in your departure added to this. And now, by every

means in your power, you would delay them still fur-

ther for an indefinite time. Recollect, too, the things

you have said of yourself, your " exaggeration of your

faults," the array of lovers you have dressed out; the

times you have been on the point of matrimony and
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broken it off, and think what I must suffer with a

mind making food for irritation even out of mere pos-

sibilities. Indeed, I was cut to the very heart of

heart, when you first hinted at your dislike of this

place being- a sufficient motive for keeping' from me.

But when you renewed this plea, ere the first pang of

parting had ceased to vibrate in my bosom, when
you talked of happiness without me too great for com-

parison, can you wonder that I was horror-stricken

and overwhelmed with misery. I doubt not, Glorvina,

if I had duties to discharge incompatible with our

meeting for some time, like you, I should discharge

them, but I should feel the sacrifice, I should count

the hours till we met, and should be, as I now am, a

very wretch till that time arrived. I little thought

wh€n we parted at Omagh, that you meditated to

leave me for a longer time than was originally fixed.

I confess to you, I should have entreated you (on my
knees I should) to have married me before you went.

I should have then borne your absence with less un-

easiness. Xow, I have a sad presentiment we shall

never meet again. I read and re-read your letter to

feed upon your kind expressions, but all will not do.

I sink into a despondence almost too great to bear-, life

is hateful to me, and the possibility of a good agent in

creation scarcely admissible. For God's sake give me
some idea when you think of returning. What hopes

do the medical people give you of your father^s re-

covering his limbs? Your last letter told me you
feared he never would. If I had never been buoyed
up with hopes of our speedy union, I could have better

borne your absence. I am in so horrid a state that I

have already burned two sheets full written, lest I
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should annoy you; and here I am writing worse than

ever. Oh, God! oh, God! can I ever bear it? Can
you forgive it? Lady Asgill too', how that woman
frightens me! She is possessed of the only weapon
you cannot resist — ridicule. You will never endure

the object of her constant raillery. Really I do not

see how she can affect you, now your father is ill. I

did not part with every earthly happiness, with peace,

with everything, that you might furnish out her dinner-

tables. If you can dine out, you can come to me. I

sent you home to nurse ^ and every hour taken from

your duty to your father is a double fraud to me. In-

deed, if I hear of your being gay, I shall go quite

mad! — Glorvina, /cannot be gay.

Sydney Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

Saturday, 10 o'clock, December H, 1811.

If you are not, you ought to he, very indignant at

ray last chapter upon lo7ig stories, for I certainly treated

the subject rather pertly; but you know my way of

preferring any one of the deadly sins, to the respect-

able dulness of worthy lores; and if there is any one

thing on earth more insupportably provoking than an-

other, it is to see a man like yourself full of that stuff

which people call ^''natural talent,'''' cultivated by a

superior education, enlightened by science, and re-

fined by philosophy, concealing his native treasures,

and borne away by the bad ton of a bad style of so-

ciety, substituting, in their stead, the "leather and

prunella" of false taste. It is thus the Irish peasant

plants potatoes on the surface of those mountains whose
bosoms teem with gold! I have seen the best and the
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worst of English society, I have dined at the table

of a city trader, taken tea with the family of &. London
merchant, and supped at Devonshire House, all in one

day, and I must say, that if there is a people upon
earth that understand the science of conversation less

than another, it is the English. The quickness, the

variety, the rapidity of perception and impression, which

is indispensable to render conversation delightful, is

constitutionally denied to them; like all people of slowly

operating mental faculties, and of business pursuits,

they depend upon memory more than upon spontaneous

thought. When the power of, and time for, cultivating

that retentive faculty is denied, they are then hehete

and tiresome, and when it is granted (as among the

higher circles) the omnipotence of ton is so great that

every one fears to risk himself. In Ireland it is quite

different; our physique, which renders us ardent, rest-

less, and fond of change, bids defiance to the cultiva-

tion of memory; and, therefore, though we produce men
of genius, we never have boasted of any man of learning—

• and so we excel in conversation, because, of neces-

sity we are obliged to do the honours of the amour
propre of others; we are obliged to give and take,

for thrown upon excitement, we only respond in pro-

portion to the quantity of stimulus received. In Eng-
land, conversation is a game of chess — the result of

judgment, memory, and deliberation; with us, it is a

game of battledore, and our ideas, like our shuttle-

cocks, are thrown lightly one to the other, bounding

and rebounding, played more for amusement than

conquest, and leaving the j)layers equally animated by
the game, and careless of its results.

There is a term in England applied to persons po-
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pular in society, which illustrates what I have said;

it is "/^c (or she) is very amusing^''' that is, they tell

stories of a ghost., or an actor. They recite ve7'ses^ or

they play tricks., all 'of which must exclude conver-

sation, and it is, in my opinion, the very bane of good

society. An Englishman will declaim., or he will nar-

rate., or he will he silent; but it is very difficult to get

him to converse, especially if he is supreme hon ton., or

labours under the reputation of being a rising man;
but even all this, dull as it is, is better than a man
who, struck by some fatal analogy in what he is saying,

immediately chimes in with the eternal ""that puts me
in mincl.,^'' and then gives you, not an anecdote, but an

absolute history of something his uncle did, or his

grandfather said, and then, by some lucky association,

goes on with stories which have his own obscure friends

for his heroes and heroines, but have neither point,

hut., humour, nor even moral (usually tagged to the

end of old ballads). Oh, save me from this, good

heaven, and I will sustain all else beside!

Dad's bedroom , 10 o'clock, letter arrived.

Ah, dearest love, what a querulous letter. While
I, waiting impatiently for the post, was scribble,

scribble, scribble, and would have gone on till night

in the same idle way, had not your letter cut me short;

— dearest, suspicious Morgan, you wrong me, indeed,

you do, if you think me capable of evasion or deceit.

When I left you, I had no plan, no object in view,

but to gratify imperious feelings which still tyrannise

and lead me on from day to day. It is not / who
entreat permission to prolong my residence here, it is

a father whom I shall never see again — it is a sister,
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whom I may never see again. It is friends I love, and

who love me, who solicit you to leave me yet a little

longer among them — you who are about to pos.^^cfis me

for evfvl My best friend, if after all I should be

miserable, would you not blame yourself for having

put a force upon my inclinations? If I come voluntarily

and self-devoted to you, then the penalty lies upon my
own head, and I must abide the issue. I will tell you
honestly, and I have often told you so, you call it

caprice or weakness if you will; but / shudder at the

place! You will understand me, I know the suscepti-

bility of my spirits, and I know the train of gloomy
impressions which await them. I am sui'e of you! I

am only delaying a good which may be mine when-
ever I please, and avoiding evils which are certain^

and which once there, I cannot escape. Still, how-

ever, I am not the unworthy wretch you think. I am
always more to be pitied than blamed.

God bless you dearest, ever. S. 0.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Oicenson.

Baron's Court,
December [U], 1811.

My yesterday's letter will be a sufficient answer to

yours of this morning. I can only repeat, that I will

no more consent to delay and trifling, and that I con-

sider your fulfilment of your sacred promise as the

touchstone of your affection, and the only means of

regaining my confidence, at present, I confess, some-

what in abeyance. I do not mean to accuse you of

deceit, as you have so often said, but while your wishes

extend in proportion to my facility in complying with
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tliem — while your love of pleasure (now no longer

disguised) exceeds your love for me, and your regard

for your own honour and pledged word — while your

letters alternately breathe hot and cold as to marrying

at all., you cannot wonder that I think you th'ed of

your bargain^ and I am anxious to reduce to certainty

my hopes and fears on points so entirely involving

my complete life. Professions of love are easily made

;

but if you really have that regard for me which I sup-

pose, 2^^*^^'^ cannot make so much difference. Your

hatred of this place is an insult which any, less fool-

ishly-fond than myself, would seriously resent. You
complain of my irritable feelings; they are your own
creation; from the very first hour of our intimacy,

either from luant of tact, or from disregard of it, you

have kept them afloat, and when the cup is full you

cannot wonder if a drop makes it run over.

[End wanting.]

T. C. Morgan to Miss Oioenson.

Saturday, December i6th.

Ah, dearest, what have I done? positively nothing,

but what I was always prepared to do, what I always

felt bound to do — given up to yourself, — and con-

sidered you entirely your own mistress, to act as you

pleased; free as air, iwpromise-bound — to the very

last moment of your approach to the altar; and yet,

though our relative situation is not altered, I am fret-

ful and uneasy, that you should deliberate. Perhaps I

am mortified that deliberation should yet be necessary;

whatever it be, I have not the courage to look the

possibility of losing you in the face. Surely, surely,
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it has not been a presentiment of trutli^ that lias uni-

formly haunted me with the idea that you would not

ultimately be mine. Do not say I am mranJ// siL^pi-

cious^ or that I have anj^ /i.ved notion of your intending

me unfairly, it is but the restless anxiety of a mind,

naturally too susceptible of painful impressions, acted

upon by circumstances very peeidiar^ and which (when

once we are married) can never recur. "Je ne doute

pas votre sincerite; votre amour meme n'est plus un

mystere pour moi, mais j'apprehende quelques revolu-

tions-, quelles, et d'oii peuvent elles venir? Je n'en

scais rien — je crois que je puis dire; je crains

parceque faimey This is exactly my state; ah, my God!
you deliberate!! and under what circumstances? sur-

rounded by objects all acting forcibly on your senses

and imagination, all opposed to my interests in you.

Bored eternally by acquaintance who wish to retain

you they know not why, — and no one by to take

my part, to support my cause and plead with you for

me. Alas! the paper can indeed carry my complaints^

can show you the variety of my feelings, but it shows

only the desagre'mens of the passion, but the incon-

venience to which (perhaps an ill regulated) love ap-

piears to threaten you. Little can it express the

warmth, the tenderness of the feeling, still less can it

convey the hss^ the sigh, the tear, the look which

speak at once to the heart, and "outstrip the pauser

reason;" ah! les ahsens ont tort en verite\ in this case.

It is vain that the cold line is traced, without the ex-

pression that should accompany its delivery, the rhe-

toric of the eye is dumb and the heart cannot submit

to mere calculation and debate. Dearest, dearest girl,

I have a friend, an eloquent friend in your bosom; call
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liiin often to council; he will tell you far, far more
than ivords can express; he will remind you of mo-

ments, blissful as they were transitory, moments when
the world was but as nothing, compared to the pas-

sion, the tender self-abandonment of your friend; he

will whisper of instants when father, sister, all were

forgotten, or remembered only as less capable of con-

ferring happiness than he who now addresses you.

You have had, I admit, but a bad specimen of my
temper'. Irritable feelings but too idly indulged ; but

consider the unusual situation in which I am placed.

You had always assumed a volatile, inconsequent air,

and before I could be assured of your love, you left

me. Honestly and fervently, I believed you no trifling

good, and the lueight of the loss has always pressed on

me more than the jjvoh ability , that I should lose you.

I was uneasy because I was not absolutely and entirely

certain of you.

Do you understand this ? If I at all know myself,

and can judge by my three years of married life, I am
above suspicion and jealousy. I do not know that I

ever felt one uneasy moment on that head. But while

fate can snatch you from me, while you are anything

short of my married icife, I cannot help taking alarm

— I know not why — and from circumstances that

won't bear analysis. Cannot you comprehend a sen-

sation of uneasiness that crossed me (for instance)

when I read your friends^ satirical account of this

place. It appears as if every body were trying to de-

tain you and to picture your prospects in as dark co-

lours as possible. Such have, however, been the bout

of every anecdote you have written me of Dublin con-

versation. Ah, my own sweet love, you cannot think

I
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how mucli more than they ought ^ such tri/les prey upon
a bosom agitated like mine. I should, indeed, be

ashamed to confess this, if I did not feel it was naiure^

and a necessary part of a devoted affection. Our
weather, contrary to your supposition, is fine, and
Baron's Court (in my eyes) as lovely as ever. Were
ijou out of the question, I could live here for ever.

London and its gaieties would be forgotten.

Miss Owenson to T. C. ]\[organ.

December iSlh, 18 tt.

My dear Friend,

Your letter to-day [of the 16th] came very oppor-

tunely. Your dreadful epistle yesterday [of the I4th]

totally overthreiv me, — it found me ill and low spirited,

and left me in a high fever; in my life I never re-

ceived such a shock — its severity, its cruelty, its suspi-

cion. Oh, what a frightful futurity opened to my
view! I went to bed almost immediately to hide my
feelings from my family, but never closed my eyes all

night; I am now languid and stupefied; my cold is

very oppressive, it is an influenza going; my throat,

however, is better.

From the style of your letter to-day, I suppose, I

may stay to accompany my sister on the 2nd, that is,

next Thursday, the day luceh on ivhich you icill receive

this. Still I will go the moment your mandate ar-

rives, whether I am better or not, and whether my life

is at stake or no. It would be much better to die than

to suffer what I did yesterday, I don't care a fig about

being popular or unpopular. I am sick of that stuff

and intend to be more savagely independent than ever.
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I am so very uuwell, particularly in my head and
throat, that I cannot write much to you. I have been
obliged to give up extracting.''''

PS. — Write me word how my la7'ge trunk can be

conveyed to Baron's Court, as I would send it off

directly. My dearest, do not think of coming to meet

us — we both particularly intreat you will not. "We

shall be quite full inside the carriage and cannot admit

you {niaid inside) , and what use your riding beside

the carriage? I entreat most earnestly you will let

our first meeting be in your own little room. I will

fly there the moment I arrive — but no human being

must be present. My cold is better. If Livy does

not set of at daylight on Thursday morning, no hu-

man power shall prevent me setting off in the evening

without. She will decidedly go, and on that day, and

so, for once, have confidence and believe. Who could

invent such a lie, that I did not mean to go to Baron's

Court till the middle of January? The idea never

suggested itself to me; the 3rd was the most distant

day I ever thought of. I suspect that wretched G.,

for reasons I have. God bless you, dearest and most

beloved. S. 0.

I will write to-moiTOw if the post leaves this , but

I fear it does not.

Mr. Oivenson to T. C. Morgan.

Dublin, December %3, 1811.

"Not know you? by the Lord I do, as well as he

that made you, Hal;" why, I wouldn't be acquainted
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with any man that I didn't find out in speaking two

sentences, or reading a couple of paragraphs of his

letter. Well, then, although I know you these fifty

years ^ I am at a loss whether to believe the tcJiole, or

the half of what I hear of you; to save you a blush

(for I suppose you've learned to blush since you came
to this immaculate country), I shall believe but halfy

and if you are but the tenth part of that half, by the

Lord you are too good for a son-in-law of mine, who
have been, however, half the while, little better than

one of the wicked. Well, all's one for that; heaven's

above all, and as we in the south say, "there's worse

in the north.'''' The cause of this saying arose from the

hatred the southerns (especially the lower orders) had

to the northerns, looking upon them as marauders and
common robbers; and it was a common thing with

nurses to frighten the children to sleep, by threatening

them to call an Ulsterman. I remember this very well,

myself. Now, if one man is speaking ill of another to

a third person, that man will probably say, "Well,

well, he is bad enough; but there's worse in the

north."

"But hear, you yadward^^ here's a little bit of a

thing here, that runs out in your praise as if you were

"the god of her idolatry;" by-the-bye, you've had a

good deal of patience with her lately; don't let her ride

the hold filly too much; and if she won't go quietly in

a snaffle, get a good hit and curb for her. But I have

nothing to say to it; "among you be it, blind harpers."

For myself, here I am, "a poor old man, more
sinned against than sinning." Instead of being the

"fine, gay, bold-faced vil — " no, I'll change the word
to fellow., I was wont to be — the very head and front

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. 9
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of every jollificatiou — I am dwindled into the ^''slip-

pered pantaloon^ witli my hose a world too large for my
shrunk shanks." I deny this, for my feet and legs

swell so in the course of the day, that I can scarcely

get hose large enough to lit me; but this swelling goes

off in the night. "Canst thou not minister to a leg

diseased? if thou canst not, throw physic to the dogs,

ril none on't;" time however, is drawing near, when
it will be "sans eyes, sans teeth, sans everything."

With me, however, although "I owe heaven a debt, I

would not wish to pay it before it's due;" therefore, if

I could get these legs Avell, and the cursed teasing pain

in my head somewhat banished, I should not fear lilt-

ing up one of Carolwi's planxtirs^ in such a style as to

be heard from this to the Monterlomy mountains with

the wind full in my teeth; for the old trunk is as

sound as a roast, and never once in the course of a ten

months' illness, Avas in the least affected, therefore,

"who is afraid."

Sir Arthur and I will be left all alone and moody
in a few days, as our ladies mean to set off immediately

to the hospitable mansion of Baron's Court, where,

as I am informed, the good things of this world are

only to he had ; so , commending you to God's holy

keeping, and Avishing you neighbour's share of plum-

pudding, this gormandizing season, I remain, then, in

truth and in spirit,

Robert Owenson.

PS. You have worked a miracle— for eight months

back, I never could take a pen in my hand! I really

am astonished at myself now, bad as it is.
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Sydney Oicenson to T. C. Morgan.

December 2ith.

I told you yesterday, dearest, tliat you sliould have

a long letter to-day, and liere comes one as sliort as

myself. The reason is, that a good old Irishman has

sent me 20,000 volumes of old Irish books to make
extracts from, and I am to return them directly, and
here I am in poor Dad's room just after binding up his

poor blistered head, and I am just going to work pell

mell, looking like a little conjuror, with all my black-

lettered books about me. I am extracting from Edmund
Spenser, who loved Ireland taut soit pen; dearest, your

letters are delicious, 'tis such a sweet feeling to create

happiness for those we love; if we have but cJe quoi

vivre in a nutshell house in London, I shall be satisfied,

and you shall be made as happy as Irish love, Irish

talent, and Irfsh fun can make a grave, cold^ shy

Englishman. Your song is divine. Here is Livy just

come in and insists on saying so; but first I must tell

you that poor, dear papa continues very ill and so low

spirited, that it is heart-breaking to listen to him.

SVDNEY.

Postscript from Livy.

Dear Charles,

I like and thank you for your pretty song, — it is

quite in the style of Italian composition, and is the

very thing for my weak natural voice, and I shall sing

it with the Spanish guitar to great advantage. I sup-

pose I may thank Madam Glo.'s loving epistles for

your little billet doux.

I am yours, en tout cas^

Olivia.

9*
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December 24.

Irish books are pouring in on all sides — anony-

mously, too, which is very singular, and mostly "7?e-

bdly''^ books as you English would call them. Has
Lady Abercorn Taafs Impartial History of Ireland'^

I hear it is beautifully written, and full of eloquence.

I think, to-morrow, Livy will have talked over her

journey with Clarke, and something will decidedly be

settled. Till then, and now, ever and ever yours in

every way,

Glorvina.

I write, as usual, in a hurry. There is a puff in the

Irish papers to-day, so like Stockdale, that I could

siuear he sent it over for insertion. I'll try and get it

for you before I send this.

In the next letter it will be seen that Lady Aber-

corn speaks of her physician as Sir Charles. He was

not yet knighted, but Lady Abercorn had always pro-

posed that when the Wild Irish Girl married she should

have a title, and His Grace of Richmond was ready to

lay the sword on Morgan's reluctant shoulders when-

ever her ladyship pleased.

Lady Abercorn to Miss Owenson.

December^ i8H,

Dear Glorvina,

I own I think if you are not here by Christmas,

you use Sir Charles very ill indeed; let me give you a

piece of advice, which I know, from a long knowledge

of the world, that it is very unwise for a woman, when
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she intends to marry a man, to let him for a moment
suppose he is not her first object; for after marriage,

people have more time to reflect, and sometimes it might

so happen that a man might recollect that though he

was accepted of for a husband, that past conduct

proved it was more par convenance than from attachment;

now I know you will say, that as Sir Charles is not a

very great match, he cannot ever imagine you married

him for ought but himself; but that will not be so

considered, and I recommend you to play no longer

with his feelings. I am sure Lady Clarke will be of

my opinion ; I leave her to decide, trusting that she has

a wiser head than you have. Tell Lady Clarke I do

hope she will be here before Christmas; I am sure she

will not be the person to put off coming.

I should be sorry to offend Mr. Mason; I am very

sensible of his great goodness to me, and if there was
a chance of his taking it ill my not wanting the MS.,

pray have it done. My objection to it is, that it has

been so long about, that Lady Charlotte Campbell will

have forgotten all about it; if, however, the School-

master is come up to do it, let it be done, and, above

all, express to Mr. Mason my gratitude. I only want
the bookseller to change the books for others — they

are damaged, and I have a set of them, here. He
might let me have No. 62, which is about the same
price.

What is the cabinet? tell me. What is become of

Miss Butler? bid her write to me.

Yours, dear Glorvina, sincerely,

A. J. A.
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Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

DecemJier, '2.6, 1S11.

Lady Caliir has just sent me a magnificent edition

of the Pacata Hibernica^ to be returned this evening,

by Miss Butler, who drinks tea with me, and I am
extracting till I am black in the face, and I have

scarce a moment to say how do you do? I had made
up my mind before Lady Abercorn's letter, as you
must have known by three letters you had previously

received; but I thought it would please her to give

her a little credit, &c., &c. I have written a very civil

little billet to Mrs. Morgan, merely inclosing the ad-

dress for Skinner, as it will save six days' delay. Are
you angry? God bless you, which is all I have time

to say.

Ever your own,

Glorvina.

Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

December, 27th, iSii.

"And the last 7iote is shorter than the first." I

totally despair of ever writing you a legitimate letter

again, and you have met with a more formidable rival

in O'Donnel, of Tirconnel, than all your jealous brain

ever fancied in Generals, Aids-de-Camps, and Dublin

Lawyers. I have not yet got through the Pacata,

and have obtained permission to keep it another day.

I delight in my story, and my hero, and shall give

myself a tete haissee this winter to the best of passions

— Love and Fame. Heaven send the latter do not

find its extinction in the former., and depend upon it,
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dear, had I asked your leave to stay in Duhlin three

mont !/.'•
,
you would have knocked me down. I will do

all you desire on the subject of odious business, and
I shall write to you (barring O'Donnel) to-morrow,

fully on it, and it I do not^ believe, as Sappho says,

"the less my icords^ the more my love appears."

Dearest friend, protector, guardian, guide, — every day
draws me closer to you by ties (I trust) which Death
only can break. There was so much of force in the

commencement of this business , that my heart was
frightened Lack from the course it would naturalhj have

taken. I have now had time to reflect myself into love

for you— how much deeper and fonder than that mere
engouement which first possessed me; do not fear me,

my dear friend, once decided upon rational grounds, I

am immoveable, and I am as much yours as if the Arch-

bishop of Canterbury had given his blessing to the

contract-, by your wishing to ^ai all business out of

the way, I suppose I am to be met at the door by Mr.
BoiL-fVi'^ with his prayer-book in one hand and you in

the other, and "will you, Sydney, take this man," &c., &c.

Heavens, what a horror! but you really cannot mean to

take me, shattered and shaken after a long, dislocating

journey! Let me at least, like other innocent victims,

be fed before I am offered.

Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

December iSth.

Why, I'm coming you wretch!* Do you think I can

borrow Friar Bacon's Hying chair or Fortunatus' wish-

ing cap? Would I could; and at eight o'clock this

* Lady Abercorn's chaplain.
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evening in the old arm-cbair in the angular room— ah,

you rascal! —
"Have you no bowels
For my poor relations?

"

No, you are merciless as a vulture, and I am worse

off than
"the maiden all forlorn,

Who was tossed by the cow
With the crumplty horn."

Well, no matter. I go on loving ad libitum — and

without my "vanity and ambition," literary and personal,

I cannot get on. As to our plans of travelling, they can

be determined on in an hour. I do not think Livy could

set off before the 5th of January.

Now^ Stupid the First, read the following paragraph

to the best of all possible marchionesses: —
"The injured Glorvina can read and put together

as well as other people, and with respect to No. 9,

acted with her accustomed wisdom — she bought neither

edition until she described both to the Marchioness.

The difference lies in this— the dear one is dear because

it is a rare one, done upon much larger paper than the

cheap; the engravings much finer by the execution, —
and the binding splendid morocco and gold; the cheap

one would be deemed a very fine book if not seen

beside the other. The engravings are coarser, but

the work, in Glorvina's opinion, equally good. The
scarcity of the fine edition is its value. Mr. Mason is

gone this day to look at both. I bought none till

further orders." S. 0.
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T. C. Morgan to Miss Owenson.

Saturday, i o'clock, p.m.,
December's, 1811.

A thousand thousand blessings upon my soul's best

hope for her dear letters. Oh! how welcome was the

stranger joy to my heart, yet it ivas a stranger, and its

first approach, almost pain. I grew sick as I read,

and trembled violently — tears flowed, welcome, hea-

venly drops; dear as the first showers in April, when
the cold east wind has long parched the fields. My
beloved Glorvina, you ivill come, then! you icill be

here at Christmas? and no longer leave me to pine

at your absence, and doubt your love. Yet tell me
so again; tell me your arrangements; as yet I dare

not trust myself with this promise of better days. I

have had a long and dreary dream, and fear has not

yet quitted me. How weak, how inadequate are words

to express all that I would say to you on this event!

the ideas crowd upon my mind, and in vain seek for

utterance. I would tell you of my love, my devotion,

my gratitude. I would do homage to your virtues^

to your tenderness., your affection., by heaven more
welcome to me than fortune's proudest gifts, her fore-

most places; but it must not be. Your imagination

must befriend me; think me at your feet, my long

frozen bosom thawed and melting into all that is ten-

der, all that is afi'ectionate. "What an age of misery I

have suffered! — the pain, the grief of heart to think

hardly of you! Yet so it has been; you have suffered

in my estimation more than I dare tell; and though I

feel now that I wronged you, yet was I not unjust;

but thank God, thank God, all is again peace, and I
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have nothing to regret , but tlie lingering flight of

slow-winged time. My sweet love, why do you not

take care of your health? Why do you suffer that

odious cough to remain? be more thoughtful of your-

self, for my sake; how much too happy should I be

was it possible to bear your sorrows and your sick-

ness for you — what a proud satisfaction in the en-

durance! The bell has just rung, and I must bid

you a hasty farewell. Give my love to Livy, and tell

her, if I can manage a hillct doux for her to-morrow

I will write.

Mille metti teneri amori.

Marino.

T. C. Morgan to Miss Oivenson.

Saturday, December f9th.

I could almost fancy, my dearest life, that there

was something more than chance in your having in-

closed the billet doiieeii reuse; that /, too, might have

something pleasant to peruse to-day, and so sympathise

with you in the delight with which you are now
reading my letter of Thursday last. Ten thousand

thanks for it! How little do you know my temper;

that small note has a power over my mind beyond

comparison greater than your grave, sententious epis-

tles; you will never scold me into yielding a point;

but coax me, out of whatever you will, though it be

my heart's blood. I cannot think of your stupid Irish

post without vexation. Two whole days of torment

added to your sufferings, and to my repentance. But

I have sinned^ and must bear your anger till the re-

turn of post on Monday relieves me. When I look
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back at my senseless irritability, I am more than

ashamed. It was the excess of love; but I am sure

2ui pen plus iVindiffevcncc^ would have been more ex-

cusable. However, at last you have gained a triumph,

and I bow submissive at your feet. Eiijoy your

victory with moderation , and as you are stout , be

merciful. You may partly guess what the sacrifice has

cost me. You have not only vanquished love, and
ardent, passionate, yet tender anxiety to possess you;

but you have overcome my fixed principles of conduct

and compelled me (according to my ideas) to risk

our happiness, by protracting courtship; the whims

and caprices I mean are those little peculiarities of

habit, which can only be known to us by the close

contact of matrimony. All the courtship in the world

will never teach them. What the conquest has cost

Tjou^ you do not know. If love had a triumph over

reason, reason has, in its turn, gained the advantage

of love. I love you certainly less than I did. It is

more T. C. M. and Miss 0., and less Mortimer and
Glorvina. Yet I hope I have stock enough on hand,

to carry us through the vcde of years. '"'Such as you

are,'^ you are necessary to my happiness, so I must

e'en marry you, your ""sensible mm'' and all. I hope

and trust all unpleasant discussion is over between us.

Burn my "eloquence" that it may not rise in judgment
against me, and if you can^ forget the ungenerous

reveries in which I have indulged. You must, I hope
feel, that in spite of my nonsense., I am ready to sacri-

fice every feeling of self to your happiness. I do not

wish me faire valoir^ but you cannot conceive the con-

vulsive throes of my mind, even now, at trustinr/ my
hopes into your possession. If you had asked Clarke,
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he would have told you in what funds my little all

lies. My long annuity stands in my own name; my
wife's settlement is vested in the Three per Cents., in

the names (I think) of George Hammond, Anthony
H. John Buckshaw and Francis Const, the trustees to

the settlement. So ma'am you are accountable to no

one on earth but me. Oh, that I could now hiss my
thanks to you for the sweet avowal-, prepare to find

in me a rigid accountant^ demanding the long arrear of

love you owe me, and one who will not let you off

"till you have paid the uttermost farthing." Thank
your sister for her note, she^ too, shall love me; kiss

her for me, "mais pas a louche ouverte, ce n'est pas

encore le temps."

Miss Owenson to T. C. Morgan.

Great George's Street, Dublin,
December, %9, 18H.

Packing to be off, you quiz ! Don't grumble at this

scrap , but down on your knees and thank God you get

a line. I am all hurry and confusion, and my spirits

sad, sad, and sometimes hysterically high; how much
I must love you to act as I am acting! I shall write

to-morrow; but not after. Oh, Morgan! give me all

your love, tenderness, comfort and support — in five

short days I am yours for ever. My poor father — do

write to him — flatter him beyond everything on the

score of his little

S. 0.
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CHAPTER IX.

LADY MORGAN.

Lady Clarke's health was not strong enough to

bear the journey to Baron's Court at such an inclement

period of the year, and Miss Owenson had to go back

and encounter her fate alone. In narrating this part of

her history, she admitted that she felt rather doubtful

of her reception. The carriage was in waiting for her;

but quite empty. On her arrival, the Marquis was

stately, and the Marchioness stiff, in their welcome;

but Sir Charles, who had been knighted by the Lord

Lieutenant, was too enchanted by her return to be able

to recollect that he had ever been displeased, and in

the course of a quarter of an hour, she quite convinced

him that he had been in the wrong, altogether, and that

her own conduct had been, not only right, but admir-

able. She was soon reinstated in all her former favour.

The following letter from Miss Butler to Lady Clarke

shows how matters stood ten days afterwards. It was

an act of courtesy on the part of his Grace the Duke
of Richmond to Lord Abercorn to confer knighthood on

his family physician, who had done nothing to deserve

it on public grounds. Morgan, himself, cared nothing

about it; but to please Miss Owenson he would have

been content to pass under any denomination.

Miss Butlev to Lady Clarke.

Baron's Court,
January i8/2.

My dear Lady Clarke,

The vice-regal party are here, and are all running
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after the grouse, at this moment. The Duke is to make
Dr. Morgan (of the Linnean Society, and Fellow of the

Royal College of Physicians in Loudon) a Knight. The
ceremony is to take place in a few hours. The coquette

has behaved very well, for these ten days past; she

really seems now attached to him. She is afraid Lady
Asgill has quizzed Sir diaries Morgan to you; for a

reason Miss Owenson has, she thinks every body would
rather Jiave the mate. He is in as great a frenzy as ever

about her. He left me, last night most suddenly, in

the midst of an Italian duett, before the whole Courts

to go and listen to what his love said to Jlr. Parkhurst.

I was rather offended at being so publicly disgraced

and deserted, considering that he thinks me the first of

u'Oiacn.^ and that I have greoA capabilities. However,

I must tell you, Glorvina is minding her P. P. P.'s

and Q. Q. Q.'s.

Yours, sincerely,

J. Butler.

Lady Morgan used to tell, very comically, of her

dismay at finding herself fairly caught in the toils.

Any romance she had felt about Sir Charles, was

frightened out of her for the time being, and she said

she would have given anything to be able to run away
again. Neither was much delay accorded to her. On
a cold morning in January, she was sitting in the

library, by the fire, in her morning wrapper, when
Lady Abercorn opened the door, and said, "Glorvina,

come up stairs directly, and be married; there must be

no more trifiins;!"

Her ladyship took Miss Owenson's arm, and led

her up stairs into her dressing-room, where a table was
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arranged for the ceremony — the family chaplain,

standing in full canonicals, with his book open, and
Sir Charles ready to receive her. There was no escape

left. The ceremony proceeded, and the Wild Irish

Girl was married past redemption.

The event had at last come upon her by surprise.

No one of the many visitors in the house knew of it

coming on thus suddenly; nor was the fact itself an-

nounced till some days afterwards, when Lord Aber-
corn, after dinner, filled his glass and drank to the

health of "Sir Charles and Lady Morgan."

CHAPTER X.

FIRST YEAR OF MARRIED LIFE.

Having with difficulty won his wife, Sir Charles

Morgan had to encounter the greater difficulty ofmaking
their married life answer the ardent promises and pro-

testations with which he had invoked it. His was a

more than ordinary hazardous choice. His wife, ac-

customed to unlimited flattery, general admiration and
entire independence of action, to say nothing of the

deference with which she was treated by every member
of her own family circle, was very imperfectly prepared
for the subordination and restraint of marriage. Her
strong will and great determination of character had
hitherto been virtues; henceforth, they bade fair to

become inconveniences in her domestic life, whilst her

entire control over her own resources withdrew from
her husband that power of the purse, which, in govern-
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ments and in private life, is the most effective instru-

ment of control. It required a rare mellowness of

character and a remarkable combination of qualities to

extract quiet domestic happiness from such perilous

materials. Sir Charles had been a very ardent lover,

but the probabilities seemed many, that he would be

a disenchanted husband. The result, however, proved

that there is no infallible judgment except that which

is formed after the event! The marriage proved in

all respects a remarkably happy one. Sir Charles was

a man of a sweet and noble nature, generous, high-

minded, entirely free from all meanness or littleness,

tender-hearted and affectionate, with a vehement and

passionate temper, excessively jealous of his, wife's

affection, but not in the least jealous of her genius and

success. He was the most enthusiastic of her admirers,

the most devout believer in her powers of mind, ac-

quirements and genius ; but he was also a man of great

firmness of character, strength of mind, and integrity

of principle. There was nothing weak about his love

for her; indeed, he was greatly her sujDerior in solidity

of character and soundness of judgment. He was

rather indolent, had no ambition, and as little vanity

or self-love as a man could have, — and be mortal.

He had every quality in private life to ensure a wo-

man's respect; being upright, truthful, straightforward,

reserved, and reticent. His very faults, and most of

all, his sharp temper, gave him an advantage over his

wife. Lady Morgan held him in unbounded respect,

and at the bottom was rather afraid of him; he had the

qualities which rule a woman, and which all women
love to find in a man. She could depend upon him
for guidance and control, and that to a woman is more
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even tlian affection. He was not a man of genius, but

he was a great deal wiser than his wife. Nevertheless,

her strong individuality asserted itself; she had much
influence with him, and whenever there was a conflict

of inclination between them, she always got her own
way. She loved society, — distractions, — to be in

constant movement, — to see everything — to hear

everything — to have incessant change of scene. Pos-

sessed of an unfailing flow of spirits, and constitution-

ally cheerful; she had an extremely good temper which,

however, did not hinder her from being sometimes

wilful and provoking. The result was, that their op-

posite qualities, working upon each other, and con-

trolled by mutual good sense, produced the most agree-

able effect. If she did not change his nature, she

modified his tastes and his habits, so that they never

went anywhere without each other, and as she could

not live, except in society, he went into it with her;

she could always succeed in getting him to do what-

ever she wished, or to go wherever she liked, though

not without some grumbling and occasional protest.

He kept her steady, and she kept him from stagnating

into indolent repose.

The first year was very stormy, not without seasons

of fine weather, but not "set fair." Afterwards, the

domestic atmosphere cleared, their mutual qualities

adjusted themselves, and, like the people in the wind-

ing up of a fairy tale, "they lived happily ever after."

The works she wrote after her marriage take a dif-

ferent rank to those she wrote previously, and bear

the impress of her constant intercourse with her hus-

band's sterling and highly cultivated mind. It has

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. 10
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fallen to the lot of very few distinguislied women to be

so happily mated.

Miss Owenson did not come to her husband portion-

less; she had saved about five thousand pounds, the

proceeds of her writings; this sum was settled upon

herself, and it was stipulated in the marriage settle-

ment that she was to have the sole and independent

control over her own earnings, whilst the reversion of

Sir Charles Morgan's fortune was settled upon the

daughter of his first marriage.

The following letters to Mrs. Lefanu, give an ac-

count of her early married life at Baron's Court.

Lady Morgan to Mrs. Lefanu.

Baron's Court,
February, -181%.

You, who have followed me through the four acts

of ray comedy, seem to cut me dead at the fifth, and

leave me to the enjoyment of my own catastrophe

without sympathy or participation; not a single couplet

to celebrate the grand event^ not even one line of prose

to say "I wish you joy." It is quite clear, that like

all heroines, I no longer interest when I gain a hus-

band.

Since you will not even ask me how I am, I will

volunteer the information of my being as happy as

being "loved up to my bent" (aye, and almost beyond

it) can make me, and, indeed, so much is it true, "the

same to-day, to-morrow, and for ever," that I can give

you no other notice of my existence than that mira-

culous one of a man being desperately in love with his

own wife, and she "nothing loath."
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Thougli living in a palace, we Lave all the comfort

and independence of home; besides bed-rooms and
dressing-rooms, Morgan's study has been fitted up with

all the luxury of a joli houdoir by Lady Abercorn
(who neither spared her taste nor purse on the occa-

sion.) It is stored with books, music, and everything

that can contribute to our use and amusement. Here
"the world forgotten, and by the world forgot," we
live all day, and do not join the family till dinner time,

and as vhacun a son goiit is the order here, when we
are weary of argand lamps and a gallery a hundred
feet long in the evening — we retire to our own snug-

gery, where, very often, some of the others come to

drink coffee with us. As to me, I am every inch a ivife,

and so ends that brilliant thing that was Glorvina.

N.B. — I intend to write a book to explode the

vulgar idea of matrimony being the tomb of love.

Matrimony is the real thing and all before but "leather

and prunella."

This chapter I dedicate to Bess. Sir Charles desires

me to assure you of his highest consideration: an en-

thusiast in everything^ he is a zealot as to talent, and
one of your old letters has roused all his fanaticism in

your favour; he longs as much to know you as I do to

see you, et c^est hemicoup dire! for that, I fear, for a

long: time there is no chance.

Lady Morgan to Mrs. Lefami.

Baron's Codrt.

I have just learned from Olivia that you are ill ; it

is quite too had that you, who are so much to so

many, should be so often laid up, while those who are

10*
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notlimg to nobody, are going about with health and

spirits sufficient to bore and annoy all their acquaint-

ances;* but so it is in this best of all possible worlds!

My little billet crossed your kind and delightful letter,

which I have not answered just because I had nothing

to say worth the trouble of poring your poor eyes

over my illegible scribble; and next, because I keep

writing to you in store, as children do their honne

bouchesj — the best thing for the last.

A chance (studiously sought for) threw it in my
way to speak of dear Tom to the Chancellor. He is

himself a good old Christian, upon the good old plan,

and the little sketch I gave of Tom as a primitive

minister of a primitive religion, as one whose vocation

seemed to have "come from above," and yet as one

"more skilled to raise the wretched than to rise,"

seemed to please him. Shortly after, he asked me if

he had not married a daughter of Dr. Dobbins!

I merely mention this to you, because the Chancel-

lor has the disposal of the patronage of the Archbishop

of Dublin, and that he is to be entirely guided by

the fitness of persons to fill their stations, and not by

interest or influence. He is a most excellent church-

man, and not at all a man to rehuter any application

made to him on just grounds. "On this hint" you

may act.

Colonel Gore is your ^^ slave and blackamoor.'''' The

day he arrived here, in the midst of a dinner, silent

and solemn as the dulness of bon ton could make it, he

cried out, " Lady Morgan, I am under more obligations

to your friend than to all the world besides." "What
friend?" "Why Mrs. Lefanu to be sure; she taught

my Phillip to read Milton." &c., &c.
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I long to hear from you; by this I hope you have

seen my dear Olivia; she is England mad, would lue

ivere all settled there. Here or there, pavtout oh voiis

etes^ et iiartont ok je suis^ I must always be among the

number of those who respect you most and love you

dearest.

God bless you ever,

S. Morgan.

PS. — Poor, dear, excellent Bess is, I suppose, as

usual, your nurse and companion. She is, indeed, the

inestimable daughter of an inimitable mother, and in

my opinion, her whole life has been active, useful,

and of practical excellence. She is one of the sinners

who devote themselves to the "nothingness of good

works."

The tone of the following letter is very much soft-

ened and subdued from the "saucy Arethusa" style of

former times.

It will be seen that all the kindness and luxury

with which she was surrounded did not prevent Lady
Morgan from wishing to have an independent home of

her own.

Lady Morgan to Lady Stanley.

Baron's Court, Newtown-Stewakt,
A])ril S8, ISn.

I never answer your dear, kind, welcome, and

clever letters at the moment I wish to answer them
(which is the moment they are read) both for your

sake and my own, because I wish to delay the mo-
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merit of hove to you, and to keep in view a pleasure

for myself To hold intercourse with you of whatever

description, has always been to me a positive enjoy-

ment since the first moment I saw you , and that was
not the least happy moment of my life. I was then

"Pleine de ces esprits qui fournissent les esperances."

I was then beckoned on by a thousand bright illusions,

and it was a delicious event to meet half-way in my
career such a creature as yourself. In short, my dear

friend, our physical capabilities for receiving pleasure

wear out rapidly in proportion to their own intensity,

and those who, like me, see life through the dazzling

prism of imagination long before they are permitted to

enter it, must, like me, find the original infinitely in-

ferior to the fiction; still I have no reason to complain.

I have associated myself to one who feels and thinks

as I do, and this is, or ought to be, the first of human
blessings; but his thoughts and feelings are still of a

higher tone — they are not qualified by that light

vanity which brings my character down to the general

level of humanity. In love he is Sheridan's Falkland,

and in his views of things there is a melange of cynicism

and sentiment that will never suffer him to be as

happy as the inferior million that move about him.

Marriage has taken nothing from the romance of his

passion for me; and by bringing a sense of property

with it, it has rendered him more exigent and nervous

about me than before. All 'this is flattering and de-

lightful, and yet I do not say with Richelieu, "C'est

etre bien a charge, que d'etre trop aime," yet, for his

sake, I would be almost contented to be less loved,

because I should see him more happy. He admires

the picture I have drawn of you, and often says "Of
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all the persons you have mentioned to me, Lady
Stanley is the only woman I wish to know."

You will laugh at this wife-like letter; but provided

you do laugh, I am satisfied. Could you take a peep

out of your secluded Eden at the vicissitudes and
miseries of those who live in the world, you would hug
yourself in your own '''' Jtome-felt certainty^^ of peace,

comfort, and competency. The ^vorst of all human
evils you never can have known — poverty I As Ninon
says upon a gayer subject, "On pent se rapporter a

moi." I am, however, for the present, living upon
fifty thousand pounds a year, and shall do so for

another year // / choose; but although our noble hosts

are everything that is kind and charming, we prefer a

home of our oicn , be it ever so tiny. Since I wrote to

you , we have lost the beautiful Countess of Aberdeen,

Lord Abercorn's favourite daughter. It was a heavy

Mow.
I am delighted your winter has been cheered by the

society of your new son-in-law, and the amiable Emma.
My dearest Olivia comes here in June., if her health

permits., and after that I must settle in England and
she in Ireland. I am at work again-, but with the

sole view of making some money to furnish a bit of a

house in London, which, coute qui coiite., we must have.

My book will be a genuine Irish romance of Elizabeth's

day, founded on historic facts. I would not write

another line, to add the fame of Sappho to my own
little quota of reputation, did not necessity guide my
worn out stump of a goose-quill. My imagination is

exhausted, and those hopes and views which in the first

era of life give such spring to mind, and such energy

to thought, are all dead and gone. At present nothing
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would give me more pleasure tlian to meet you in Lon-

don when we go there. We are daily expecting the

arrival of Lord Aberdeen and his little daughters, and

Lady Marian Hamilton, and shortly Lord and Lady
Hamilton and their family, so we shall have a house

full; but people are mistaken as to the pleasures of a

large society in great houses — there is an inevitaUUty

about it that is a dead hore.

I long to hear how the dear little farm is going on,

and all the improvements. Is pig alive? is Poll as

brilliant as ever, and Mrs. Jones wedded to her senti-

mental lover? And you'^ Do you walk about with the

little black silk apron and feed the pets? Pray wi'ite

to me, and soon — directly, this I ask in the honesty

of earnest wishes. Sir Charles requests I will say

something for him. What can I say, but that he is

prepared to like you as much as he has already learnt

to admire you, and so I am, as ever,

Yours, affectionately,

Sydney Owenson Morgan.

The genuine L*ish romance that was to furnish the

little house of our own in London was the O^Donnel.

Lady Morgan happily changed her plan. Instead of

an historical novel of the days of Queen Bess, founded

on facts, she wrote a delightful sketch of the Ireland

she knew so well.
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CHAPTER XI.

DEATH OF MR. OWENSON.

The first heavy sorrow of lier life came upon Lady-

Morgan a few moutlis after her marriage. Her father,

whose health had long been breaking, died in the early

spring. He lived to witness the happiness and prosperity

of both his children, and he died at the house of

Lady Clarke, surrounded by every care and kindness

that affection could bestow. The following letters tell

of Lady Morgan's grief. The natural position between

a parent and child had, in their case, been reversed.

Ever since her mother's death she had felt that it was

for her to take care of her father, instead of her father

taking care of her; but this did not interfere with her

own romantic admiration for him, nor the affectionate

respect with which she regarded him.

Lady Morgan to Sir A. Clarice.

Mail 2-^.' ^^/2.

My DEAREST Clarke,

'Tis an excess of selfishness in me to write to you
under my present feelings, as, except to detail my own
misery, I have little else to say. To express my sense

of your benevolence, of your affectionate attention to

our dear, dear father, I cannot. I have been saved no-

thing in not being with you; I have not only strongly

imagined every scene and moment of misery and sad-

ness, but I have added to it all the horrors of suspense
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and anxiety. I have lived on from post to post, always
hoping the best, fearing the worst, and not knowing
what part to take or how to act. Still I thought this

shock would prove like the last, though Morgan gave
me no encouragement; but I believed, as he knew not

the constitution the disease had to contend with, that

he might have been mistaken. In short, it appeared to

me impossible that my own dear father, who was my
child as well as my father, could die — nor I don't be-

lieve it yet! it is to me as if a curtain dropped before

life. I can look neither to the past nor to the future

without connecting everything with him, and the pre-

sent is all, all him. The tie which existed between us

was not the common tie of father and child. He was
the object for which I laboured, and wrote, and lived,

and nothing can fill up to me the place he held in my
heart. My dearest Clarke, forgive me, but my tears,

the first I have freely shed, are falling faster than I can

write, and I scarcely know what I say. God knows, I

want not to add to your sadness. Every body here is

very good to me, and my dear husband supports, com-

forts, and devotes himself to me; but he could not

know how endearing poor papa was, or how much out

of the ordinary run of fathers. You knew him, and
loved him, and were his child. I am very weak and
ought not to write so.

They allow me to breakfast and dine in my own
sitting-room, which is a great comfort, and I have not

seen a creature since my misfortune, but Lady Aber-

corn, who is all affection and pity. They want me to

drive to Derry, or somewhere, with Morgan; but where
can I go that the image of my dead, dear papa, will

not follow me? What trouble, what expeuce, what
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suffering and sadness you must have had? God bless

you, for all ; but goodness is of no avail. If my dearest,

suffering Livy will not come to me, I will go to her,

and this scene would be a change and a benefit to her.

My dearest Clarke, I remember buying or paying

for a watch last summer, for poor, dear papa,— I wish

you would wear it! I have just had a petition from a

starving English actor and his family, travelling through

here, that almost reconciled me to an event that put

the object I loved beyond the reach of poverty or care.

I am so altered in the course of three days you would

not know me. Livy was such a blessing to the last to

her poor father. Has Mrs. Doyle, the Lefanus, or any

of her friendly friends been with her? Morgan, who
is all tenderness, and goodness, and generosity, is bent

on re-uniting me to Livy at any sacrifice. This busi-

ness has fallen like a thunderbolt on me. I knew not

what step to take. It is odd, that when Livy wrote

word of papa's talking of going to the theatre, ^Morgan

said it was the worst symptom that had appeared yet,

and when I laughed at him, he said we all deceived

ourselves. I have not courage to ask you any particu-

lars. I know all that could be done was done. God
bless you for it. My eyes are so inflamed Morgan
won't allow me to write any more.

God bless and preserve you,

S. 0. M.

P.S. hy Sir Charles.

PS. — Dear Livy, she is in no condition to write

to you, and would only increase your sufferings, nor

can I say more than that the sight of her wild and

tearless eyes almost distracts me; however, you must

both give only a short season to sorrow. I would not
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say to you do not lament, but bear in mind, my dearest
'

Livy, that after all this is a most merciful dispensation

of Providence, especially to the object of our lamenta-

tion. What is more now to the purpose, come down
and see what a good husband I am, and what an af-

fectionate brother you have; change of scene and of

air will be of the greatest use to you, and if the most

perfect sympathy have any consolation, you will find it

in stopping with Syd. and your affectionate Morgy.

Lady Morgan to Mrs. Lefanu.

June 26th, 1812.

Your message to Sir Charles would have insured

you an immediate answer to your letter, if there were

no other inducement to write to you; and that you have

not heard from me before arises from some mistake

about being detained here or in Dublin; I have only

this morning received it. Sir Charles desires me to say

that, from all he hears and knows of you, he is become
too much interested in your life not to feel anxious for

its preservation and comfort, and that, as far as his

knowledge and ability can contribute to either, they are

devoted to your service. He says, however, that you
have given too vague an account of your symptoms for

him to form a correct judgment. He dare not risk an

opinion without being more master of the subject. He
wishes he was near you, and would be happy to do

anything for you. He is very sensible of, and grateful

for, the tenderness you express towards me, thus ad-

mitting him to the circle of your friends; and I believe

you have had few more zealous candidates for the

honour.
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Everytliing that you say about Dublin is very se-

ductive, but we really are in a pitiable state of hesita-

tion at present. They have not the remotest idea that

we can or will leave them as long as they remain in

Ireland, and yet they talk of that being a year or two.

If we {luli.at they ivoiild call) desert them, we shall risk

the loss of their friendship, which would indeed be

a loss; but if we remain we lose time, and it is quite

fit that Morgan should establish himself soon some-

where. Add to this that they, I believe, have a real

afiPection for us; but we are dying to be in our own
little shabby house, and are tired of solitary splen-

dours, and of the eternal representation of high life,

and you will then believe that we are rather in a

puzzle. Morgan, in the end, will be solely guided by
honour (leaving interest, and inclination, and even hap-

piness out of the question), which he strains to a point

of romantic refinement. We expect Lord and Lady
Hamilton (another invalid). I showed Lord Aberdeen
your critique on noble authors; he said, "had you
judged differently, he would have formed a different

judgment of you, from what he was inclined to do."

Arbuthnot, who is coming over as secretary, I know
intimately; but I am sick of the idea of place-hunting

or place-asking. I suppose, by this, you are at your

Sabine Farm, at Glasnevin: would I were with you
for a week! Mais pour cvler a Corinth le desir ne

suffit jjas; but I should like to have you alone, that

is, in the midst of your own family, for if you don't

patronize my Lords and Ladies Fiddle Faddle, I will

vote your Miss Macguffins, and the rest of your two-

penny Misses and Masters , and some few of your good

Mistresses this, and worthy Misters t'others, dead bores!
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I, at least, have something for my pride ^ but the

^^Damji nigger you get for your money'' is quite below

purchase! Native worth and native genius (like your

own) must always hold the ascendant in whatever circle

it is to be found, and if you find not these amongst a

certain class, you find something else with people of

rank; you get the next best thing, education^ which,

with English people of fashion of the present day, you

never fail to find. The young people of this family

(including the son-in-law, Lord Aberdeen) have more
acquirements and accomplishments, more literary and

general savoir than (with the almost single exception

of your own family) , all the youth of Dublin put to-

gether. The women not only speak French and

Italian as well as English, but are good Latin scholars,

and unquestionably the best musicians I know; and

yet I never heard the Ladies Hamilton particularly

distinguished for their education above other girls of

fashion. I never mean to say that the first class of

society have more genius or more happiness than

any other, I only insist that they have the neM
best tilings^ and as I find it easier to get at a coun-

tess or a marchioness than at a Mrs. Lefanu, faute

de mieiLv, I put up with their ladyships, cutting dead

the Miss Macguffins and the Mistresses O'Shaugh-

nessey's, for whom («. la distance) I have a great re-

spect. The fact is, a dull worthy is not the less dull

to me for being a worthy and not an earl! Lords or

commons, a bore is a bore, and I think you will agree

with me that a vulgar one is worse than a polished

one, as an Lish diamond, though "a lustre-looking

thing," is best after it has received a little working.

You who are a real brilliant, I am sure, I should
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always have discovered your "original brightness" in

whatever setting I should have found it. I know your

intrinsic value, and prize it at its worth; meantime,

let me prefer the rose diamonds of my Lord and Lady
Fiddle Faddle to the Kerry stones of the Miss Mac-

guffins; one, at least, has a polished surface, the other

retains the "laste taste in life" of the clay! I liave

not left myself room to say Je vous aivie de tout mon
coeur. Love to all, Joe included.

S. 0. M.

Lady Morgan to Afrs. Lefanu.

Baron's Court,
June 7th, i8i2.

My dearest Friend,

"To each his suffering;" you have had your por-

tion, and it would have been unfair and unjust to have

^vl'itten to you under the influence of my sadness, and

have drawn from you an unavailing sympathy at the

moment you have been so actively and beneficially

engaged in soothing and comforting my dear Olivia,

who feels your goodness in her "heart of hearts."

You are a true friend, — I have always thought so,

— I have always said so, and every year of our

friendship has given me fresh reason to confirm my
opinion. The dearest and strongest tie, which time,

nature, habit, and acts of reciprocal affection can form,

has been wrenched from my heart; I ought long since

to have been, and yet was not, prepared for it. It

was a dreadful break up to the feelings; it is so much
of life broken off. A host of dearly remembered
events, feelings, and associations, are necessarily gone

with it. Were it possible I could ever again love any-
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thing so well, I can never again love anything so long.

The best point of existence with me is over, and new
ties and new affections must be light in their hold,

and feeble in their influence, compared to those "which
grew with the growth and strengthened with the years."

My dear husband, Olivia, yourself, and one or two

more objects are still left me, to whom I will cling.

It is my intention to sacrifice for the rest of my life to

the HEART, and to live in Ireland, if those I love

cannot live with me in England, where interest and

ambition equally call Morgan and myself; he has no

wish, scarcely any ivill^ but mine^ and is ready to make
my country his^ ''''my people his people." As yet, our

views are very misty; Lord and Lady Abercorn are

very desirous we should remain with them, as long as

they stay in Ireland, at least if not after; but as that

will probably be for a year or two, it would be impos-

sihle. We have not, however, said so.

We have lately added to our party,

"The travelled Thane, Athenian Aberdeen,"

As Lord Byron calls him. He is reckoned among the

"rising young men" of England, and is one of the vir-

tuosi who purchased a farm at Athens, where he resided

for some time. He was the husband of Lord Aber-

corn's lately deceased and beautiful daughter. The
meeting was very afflicting, and for some time threw

a shadow over our circle.

What think you of the state of public affairs? our

letters to-day, from England, say that the opposition

still hold out, though offered six places out of twelve

in the Cabinet, or seven out of fourteen. What a

houleversement in the state of things when stars and
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garters go a begging!! and commoner's misses refuse

to become princesses!!^'* The Cabinet remains empty

because no one thinks it worth their while to accept a

place in it, and yet all this we have lived to see! If

the opposition permit themselves in their condescension

to be prevailed upon to govern an empire, your brother

will find his own level, and you will have your levees

and coucJie'es, and we shall find with Louis the Four-

teenth's courtiers that Cujff Street "est fait pour n'etre

comparee a rien" (which, by-the-bye, and with defe-

rence to Mr. Lefanu, is more true than of the Louvre)

and that "il ne plait pas a Glasnevin." In the midst

of all this political toarbillon, people still submit to be

pleased and amused, and run after your comedy as

they would have done in the prosperous and Augustan

days of Queen Anne. Lady Abercorn tells me she

has had great accounts of its success from all sides.

As she knows your bonne fortune is mine, she indulges

me with hearing of the good tidings. Livy says you
think she could write a comedy, I think so too, she

has an immense fund of true comedy in her own
character, but writing is such a distinct thing from our-

selves that no inference can be drawn from thence.

Lord Byron, the author of delightful Cldlde Harold

(which has more force ^
fire^ and thought than anything

I have read for an age) is cold, silent, and reserved in

his manners, — pi'ay read it if you have not. When
I was in London, Lord G. Greville read me a poem of

his own to the same subject as Childe Harold. The
rival lords published their poems the same day; the

* Alluding to the gossip of the day that the Duke of Clarence had been

refused by Miss Tilney Long, the luckless "great heiress" of the period.

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. H
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one is cried up to the skies, the other, alas, is cried

down to —

!

We expect Livy here, bat she seems either unwill-

ing or unable to leave home. We have no chance of

going ourselves to Dublin till winter; by that time,

every one that I have known and lived with (save

yourself, the Atkinsons, and the Mason's) will have left

it; indeed they are almost all gone already. It is

astonishing the changes that have taken place in the

little circle of my intimacy within a few years, either

by death or departure to England. Among my literary

friends, dear Psyche (Mrs. Tighe), Cooper, Walker,

and Kirwin are no more!

Sir Charles's desire to know you increases daily.

Shall we ever all meet again and all be happy to-

gether? At least write to me, and under all changes

and circumstances, believe I love you tenderly and

sincerely.

S. 0. M.

There is no letter or memorandum to show the

exact time when Sir Charles and Lady Morgan cjuitted

the family of Lord Abercorn, to begin housekeeping

for themselves, nor the immediate occasion that gave

rise to it. The splendid slavery of her life was a

position Lady Morgan found untenable, and it is pro-

bable that after her marriage she felt less inclined to

tolerate the fine ladyism of the Marchioness than when
she was in the position of a young lady. The separa-

tion took place, however, without any break in their

friendly relations, though the intimacy gradually sub-

sided. Lady Morgan was always anxious that Sir

Charles should exert himself and not settle down into
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indolent comfort. For herself, activity and independ-

ence of mind and body were indispensable, and there

is no doubt she exerted all her influence over Sir

Charles to induce him to give up his connection with

the Marquis, and took advantage of the first opportunity

to break away.

They went to stay with Sir Arthur and Lady Clarke,

until they found a house to suit them. Eventually

they found a house in Kildare Street — not large, but

pleasant, and with some pretensions to a handsome
appearance. Lady Morgan had the pleasure of fitting

up her library after the fahion she had imagined and
described in her Novice of St. Dominic^ years ago, —
the story that was begun when she and her sister were
with their fiither in Kilkenny.

The prospects of Sir Charles and Lady Morgan
were tolerable, but not brilliant, as Sir Charles had his

practice entirely to establish. But this change from
a courtly to a city life was the best event that had
ever befallen him. The constant intercourse with the

brilliant, active mind of his wife, quickened his faculties,

and called out the capabilities which had lain dormant
or had fallen into disuse. He obtained the appoint-

ment of physician to the Marshalsea, and succeeded,

in a reasonably short time, in establishing a tolerable

practice.

A few years after his marriage. Sir Charles published

a work called Outlines of the Fliysiology of Life^ setting

forth psychological opinions, boldly averred, and dis-

tinctly stated, instead of being put forward as hypo-
thesis or left to inference. It was not an age of philo-

sophic tolerance. Science was expected to be strictly

orthodox in its theology. The work provoked a storm

11*
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of opposition and censure, both religious and secular;

the result was, that Sir Charles retired from general

practice, though he retained his appointment to the

Marshalsea. He devoted himself to literary labour,

and joined with Lady Morgan in efforts to extend the

knowledge of the condition of Ireland, to spread liberal

opinions in politics, and to create a Public Conscience

to which Irish wrongs and Irish difficulties might ap-

peal. To these objects they both devoted themselves;

especially they were staunch advocates of Catholic

emancipation, when advocates were an abused minority,

and their exertions were recognised when that much
vexed and agitated question was at last set at rest.

But this is anticipating Lady Morgan's story.

CHAPTER XIL

KILDARE STREET.

Another letter from Dr. Jenner to Sir Charles;

they did not often write to each other, but they knew
that whilst they lived they each possessed a friend,

and it is this consciousness of possession that makes

us rich, not the act of "counting out our money," like

the king in the nursery rhyme.

Berkeley,
March U, 1813.

My dear Friend,

My epistolatory sins multiply upon me at such a

rate, I am almost ashamed to face a correspondent of

any description, and quite so to appear before you.

Where are my congratulatory replies to your Dublin



KILDARE STREET 1813. 165

letter, announcing your marriage? Literally hi iiuhihus.

I say Utevnlly^ for scores of them passed through my
brain in forms so airy, that they flew aloft before I

could catch one to fix upon paper. The sober truth

is, procrastination, that thief of comfort as well as time,

took an early possession of me , and it is in vain now
to attempt an ejectment. Let me tell you one thing,

by the way, that when they flew ?/;.?, they carried with

them my best wishes for you and yours.

I have not been in town since the summer of 1811,

nor much at Cheltenham, preferring, whenever I am
permitted, the enjoyment of my cottage, in this my
native village. But don't think I spend my time in

idleness. My pursuit has lately been, when uninter-

rupted by vaccination , the morbid changes in the

structure of the livers of brutes, which has led me to

some conclusions respecting the same changes in the

human. 'Tis hard, methinks, that the poor animal

that is content with what the meadows afford for his

daily bill of fare, and whose cellar is the pond or the

brook, should perish from the same diseases as the

drunkard ; but so it is. There are plants which,

somehow or another, are capable of throwing the

state of the liver into that sort of confusion which

calls hydatids into existence. These do not continue

long in their native state, but produce a great variety

of tubera, cartilaginous, bony masses, &c. In other

instances, the disease originates in the biliary ducts,

which become astonishingly enlarged , and thickened

in every part of the liver, and finally destroy it in

various ways. This is the outline of my research.

The hydatid I can call into existence in the rabbit in

about a fortnight.
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I most heartily wish well to the scheme you have in

view, and shall use my best endeavours to promote it.

I know but little of the locality of Dublin; but it is

my intention to spend a good deal of the ensuing

season at Cheltenham, where I shall probably see

many Irish families of respectability, then, be assured,

I shall think of you, and be enabled, I trust, to do

something more than merely think. Don't let me red-

den your cheeks beyond the point to which nature has

brought them, but I must conscientiously say, that if

your merits meet with their reward, your fingers^ ends

will grow sore with professional exercise. Let me ad-

vise you to take up some scientific pursuit, which will

admit of an exhibition — why not mineralogy? You
are quite at home there. I have a medical frien^ who
has long ranked as the first physician in one of the

largest cities in these realms, and whose fossils were

the stepping stones that led him into the wide fields of

practice.

If you can bear to write to such a correspondent,

pray let me hear from you ere long, and believe me,

with every friendly wish to you and yours

Your much attached

Edward Jenner.

The next letter is from Lady Morgan to Lady
Stanley. It gives a pleasant picture of herself in her

new home, and the skilful ease with which she took up

her position as mistress of a house. Lady Morgan was
very practical and prided herself upon her good house-

keeping. She possessed a natural gift of being com-

fortable, and making her house so to herself and to all

her friends.
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Lady Morgan to Lady Stanley.

35, KiLDARE Street, Dublin,
Monday, Man ^^-

Vous voil{\ aux abois, ma cli^re dame!! You see I

am not to be distanced; retreat as you will, I still

pursue. When I am within a mile of you, you will

not see me; when I write you will not answer; and

still here I am at your feet, because / will not he rehutee;

nor (throw me off as you may) will I ever give you
up until I find something that resembles you, some-

thing to fill up the place you have so long occupied;

the fact is, my dear Lady Stanley, it is pure selfishness

that ties me to you. / do not like women, I cannot

get on with them! and except the excessive tenderness

which I have always felt for my sister be called friend-

ship, you (and one or two more, par parenthese !) are

the only woman to whom I could ever Her myself

for a week together. Se devancer de son sexe^ is as

dangerous as De se devancer de son Steele^ it was no

effort, no icilUng of mine that has given me a little the

start of the major part of them; dear little souls! who,

as Ninon says, "le trouvent plus commode d'etre jolie."

The principle was there; active and restless^ the spur

was given, and ojf I icent^ happy in the result that my
comparative superiority obtained me one such friend as

yourself — that is, as you ivere; but I fear you now
cut me dead.

We have at last got into a home of our own; we
found an old, dirty, dismantled house, and we have

turned our piggery into a decent sort of hut enough;

we have made it clean and comfortable, which is all

our moderate circumstances will admit of, save one
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little bit of a room, whicli is a real bijou, and it is about

four inches by three, and, therefore, one could afford to

ornament it a little; it is fitted up in tlie gothic, and I

have collected into it tlie best part of a very good
cabinet of natural history of Sir Charles, eight or nine

hundred volumes of choice books, in French, English,

Italian, and German; some little miscellaneous curiosi-

ties, and a few scraps of old china, so that with muslin

draperies, &c, &c., I have made no contemptible set out.

1 ivas thinking, that may he Susette could enrich my
store in the old china way, if she has any refuse of

that sort which you may have thrown her in with your

cast-off wardrobe — a broken cup , a bottomless bowl,

a spoutless teapot, — in a word, anything old and

shattered, that is china, and of no value to you, will

be of use and ornament to me, and Captain Skinner

has promised to bring it over for me.

With respect to authorship, I fear it is over; I have

been making chair-covers instead of periods; hanging

curtains instead of raising systems, and cheapening

pots and pans instead of selling sentiment and philo-

sophy. Meantime, my husband is, as usual, deep in

study, and if his popularity here may be deemed a fa-

vourable omen, will, I trust, soon be deep in j^ractice.

Well, always dear friend; any chance of a line in

answer to my three pages of verbiage? Just make the \

effort of taking up the pen, and if you only write " Glor-

vina, I am well, and love you still," I will be con-

tented. Under all circumstances,

Yours affectionately,

S. Morgan.

Sir Charles Morgan's step-mother had married, for

1
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her second husband, William Bingley, the animal bio-

grapher-, here is a letter from him about his literary

undertakings.

William Bingley to Sir Charles Morgan.

Christchurch , Hants ,

June -iO, IS 13.

Dear Morgan,
You will think me, as you have no doubt long ago

thought me, a very miserable correspondent; but the

fact is, that of late my time has, in a most unusual

manner, been occupied. The History of Hampshire has

not merely been at sixes and sevens, but at sixteens

and seventeens. A certain flowery-named gentleman,

as I conceive, has by no means fulfilled his engage-

ments with me, which I intend very shortly to jDrove.

I mean to call for a full investigation into my whole
conduct relating to it, which I hope the trustees will

not refuse to enter into. Lord Malmesbury was with

me some time on the subject about three weeks ago,

and I firmly believe is my friend-, at all events, I shall

not let the matter rest until I have a full arrangement

of the business. My evidence on the subject is indis-

putable; and I have a letter promising a compensation

in case of a failure in obtaining the requisite number
of subscriptions. It is really too bad that I should be

a loser by a work which I was positively invited, and,

contrary to my own inclination, to undertake. If all at

last goes on well, I hope to complete it in the course

of about a year and a-half. This is no trifling concern

to me, and has cost me much anxiety. When things

go on somewhat more smoothly, I hope to become a

better correspondent than I hitherto have been.



170 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

You, I presume, are by this time comfortably settled

in your new residence, and, as I should conceive, find

domestic pleasures infinitely to be preferred to those

of pomp and bustle in a house not your own. This is

peculiarly the case with me. Since I have been in

Christchurch this time, I believe I have only dined

from home about four times, nor do I ever wish to be

from my own premises. Mrs. Bingley has been most

lamentably unwell ever since our arrival. She has three

times only been out of the house, nor do I at present

see any immediate prospect of her recovery. It will

indeed greatly rejoice me when she is again able to go
abroad.

When you next write you must inform me how
many patients you have got. I presume that your

knocker must, by this time, be almost worn out. I

am glad your packages arrived safely; but I must con-

fess, when I was jDutting your chattels together, I did

not conceive that I was doing it for a voyage to a

foreign country.

The new edition of the Animal Biography has been

published about three months; and Longman and Co.

have just written to request that I would prepare a new
edition of the Welsh Tour. This is what I scarcely

expected, as two or three years ago I had been in-

formed that the copies were going off" very slowly. It

is my present intention to throw the work into a some-

what different form, and print it in one volume instead

of two.

By the way, I have been employed, during the

evenings, in preparing a little introductory work on

Zoology, the first sheet of which is printed. This, at

present, is unknown I believe to any except the book-
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seller and my family. The plan is nearly the same as

that of Animal Biography^ and it has been prepared

chiefly for the purpose of affording a popular view of

the Linnean system. I am very anxious for its suc-

cess, although I have sold the copyright. It will be

in one duodecimo volume, and it is my intention to

follow it up with another on the subject of Botany and

Mineralogy.

Mrs. Biugley unites with me in kindest remem-

brances to yourself and Lady Morgan.

I am, dear Morgan,

Most truly yours,

William Bingley.

PS. — Little Susan and Tom are going on wonder-

fully well-, their progress is more rapid than I could

have conceived it possible, but their capacities are

greater far than those of any children I have ever yet

seen.

The next letter is from Emily Lady Cahir, Countess

of Glengall; and relates to an enquiry Lady Morgan
had made about a man whose adventures seemed to

offer a type for the hero of the novel {O^DonneT)^ on

which she was then engaged. Lady Cahir was herself

the model for Lady Singleton, in the same story. One
almost wonders that some of the fine ladies whom Lady
Morgan produced in her works, etching them in aqua-

fortis and colouring them to the life, did not assassinate

her by way of return, especially as she invariably in-

troduced a sketch of herself in one corner of all her

pictures, taking up all the wisdom and common sense

going, as well as being the most agreeable character

in the story!
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November 6, 1813.

My dear Lady Morgan,
You see that I do not lose a moment in obeying

your orders, and be assured that you ought to give

me some credit, as I am in general but a bad corre-

spondent. Your inquiries as to whether you are to make
Mr. Shee your hero, has amused me considerably. The
Evening Post inserted a long list of lies upon his sub-

ject, at which I laughed heartily at the time. You
certainly could not have applied to a better person than

myself for information with respect to him, as I know
his birth, parentage and adventures, perfectly. He is

of a low family. One of his sisters was bound to a

milliner, at Kilkenny, and used to bring ribbons,

gauzes, &c., to the Miss Eensfords, when their father

was Bishop of Ossory. Another of his sisters was

married to a coachmaker. His brother was foreman to

the said coachmaker, and is now elevated to the rank

of ganger in the excise by Lord Cahir's interest. The
hero was in the L'ish brigade at St. Domingo; but as

to his prodigies of valour, I never heard anything of

them. He came to London starving. Lord Cahir fed

him with money till he was rather tired of so doing,

and offered to get him a commission in the army, which

he declined, unless the Duke of York would give him

a majority at once. Lord Cahir was induced to present

a memorial to this effect, and the answer was, that it

was then unheard of in the service, but that a cornetcy

was at Lord Cahir's command. Shee declined it. He
then married the daughter of a button maker, by whom
he expected to get some cash. Being also disappointed

in this, and fighting considerably with the lady and her
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buttons, he packed np bis portmanteau and set off to

France, where he entered the French service, and be-

came aid-de-camp to General Clark, who is a distant

relation of his. He has since been made a lieutenant-

colonel of a regiment, and was mentioned in some of

the French generals' despatches in Spain, as having

eaten up the English army. By some extraordinary

accident, however, Lord Wellington has "lived to fight

another day," and should the hero Shee be taken,

which is by no means impossible, he will swing on

Tyburn tree. Nothing, in my mind, can justify a man
in fighting against his own country, — not even your

seducing pen can make it palatable to my old English

prejudices, particularly when he had a very reasonable

sufficiency in this country; for I have forgotten to state

that Lord Cahir gave him a farm near Cahir, out of

which he at this moment receives a very handsome
profit rent. Had he chosen to have gone into our ser-

vice. Lord Cahir would have pushed him forward; as

it is now fourteen years since he was offered a com-

mission, he might have been as high in the English as

he is now in the French service, without the stigma

of being a traitor, and without the certainty of being

hanged, if taken. Lord Cahir did push on another

brother to the rank of major in our army, in which

rank he died. So much for our hero. And now I have

only to request you to burn this letter, as I have no

inclination to be quoted in anything that concerns him.

Excuse me now, if from being over anxious for the

fate of a work, which, coming from your pen, will, I

am sure, have so much to recommend it, I venture an

opinion. Do not mix anything of religious or poli-

tical opinions in a work intended only to amuse, — it
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will lay you open to animadversion, and party may in-

fluence opinion.

Yours truly, E. Cahir.

This was very sage advice, but felt to be impossible

by the Wild Irish Girl. An Irish story, without re-

ligion or politics!

During the whole of the first year of her resi-

dence in Ivildare Street, Lady Morgan was busy upon
0''Donnel^ a national tale, for which it may be remem-
bered she gathered the materials on her visit to Dublin,

before her marriage. It was published by Colburn,

early in 1814, and dedicated to the Duke of Devon-
shire. She received five hundred and fifty pounds for

the copyright. The first edition consisted of two

thousand copies, and a second edition was printed in

February 1815. It is an immense improvement upon
all her previous works, being written in a natural

style, without the high-flown rhetoric or pedantic allu-

sions which disfigured and overlaid her earlier stories.

Her own words and opinions are embodied in the

Duchess of Belmont,— a sort of feminine Puss in Boots,

clever, witty, sensible, and worldly, with a sufficiently

good heart to make the reader take an interest in her.

In the beginning she appears as a neglected governess,

in the family of Lady Singleton, who is the type of

Lady Cahir, whose letter has just been quoted. She
is admirably drawn. The governess, by some sleight

of novel-writing, becomes Duchess of Belmont, the

wife of an old peer, having declined to be his mistress.]

He dies (off" the stage), and she re-appears on the]

scene as a rich and brilliant widow with a magnificent
j

title. She is the same in all her qualities as when she

:
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was Miss O'Haggerty, the governess; but every word
she utters in her new character is picked up like pearls

and diamonds, and every caprice admired. Lady
Morgan delighted to pay any outstanding debts of in-

solence, slight or absurdity she might hold against the

real great ladies whom she met with; and the trans-

formation of Miss O'Haggerty, the governess, to the

Duchess of Belmont, is very amusing and well man-
aged. The hero is not a traitor, but a very charming

Irish gentleman pur sang, whose fortunes had fallen

below his merits, and the Duchess is his good angel,

who incites him "to be not afraid to take his fortune

up." After much romantic incident, in the course of

which he narrowly escapes being hanged, he marries

the Duchess, regains the estate of his ancestors, and
all ends happily. In the first sketch of her novel,

O'Donnel was actually hanged, and Lady Morgan
wrote such a mo\^ng account of the execution, that

it drew tears from her own eyes. An old friend to

whom she read it, said, wiping her eyes, "Yes, my
dear, it is very beautiful, but I will never open the

book again, it makes me too miserable. Don't hang
him." Lady Morgan profited by the advice, and every

reader of the novel will rejoice that she changed his fate.

O'Donnel retains its freshness to the present day.

Any one wishing to read a novel which shall produce

that delightful feeling of dissipation which is supposed

to make novel reading so dangerous (but which, alas,

so few novels now-a-days succeed in inspiring), should

read O'Donnel. The scope and design of the work
are admirable. The Irish social questions of the day
are very ably treated; and what was then more to the

purpose, they were presented in an efi'ective dramatic
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shape, so as to be intelligible to tlie most careless

reader.

O^Bonnel bad a success exceeding tbat of The Wild

Irish Girl. The Qnavterly reviewed it as bitterly as it

bad reviewed Ida of Athens
.,

being exceedingly in-

dignant at tbe audacity of the social and political truths

contained in it. Tbe reader who remembers the inci-

dent of tbe white satin shoes will be amused at tbe

ceremonious assurance of bis high consideration with

which Lord Hartington, now become Duke of Devon-

shire, acknowledges the dedication of O'Donnel.

The Duke of Devonshire to Lady Morgan.

Devonshire House,
Fehruary 17, iSli.

My dear Madam,
Your letter was sent after me into the country,

which must be my apology for my apparent delay in

answering it, and in assuring you how very much
gratified I am by your kind remembrance and attention

in dedicating your new work to me.

It will not, I hope, be long before I have the plea-

sure of reading it.

Believe me, my dear Madam,
Your Ladyship's sincere and

Obliged servant,

Devonshire.
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CHAPTEE XIII.

FIRST VISIT TO FRANCE — 1815-1816.

In the year after tlie publication of O'Donnel, the

continent being now open, Sir Charles and Lady Mor-

gan went to Paris to see the country under the restored

regime, and of course to write a book about it. They
took with them letters of introduction, and they were

admitted into Parisian society of every shade of poli-

tics. They saw all the most noted men of literature

and science, and the women whose beauty, fashion, or

talent for intrigue, had made them queens of society.

As a picture of the feelings and passions which were
struggling and seething underneath the restored order,

her work on France is vivid and true. She paints the

contradictions struggling to assert themselves — the

ill-suppressed minority — the ignorant and limited

prejudices of the Bourbon party; the oppressions, and
triumphs, and disgusts, are all exhibited as in a kaleido-

scope-, — for she went from Bourbon soirees, where
the company were singing "Vive le roi quand meme,"
to salons where the return of "Z'a?<ir<?" was still hoped
for and expected. She formed a friendship with Ma-
dame Patterson Bonaparte, with Madame de Genlis,

with Denon the famous Egyptologist, and with La-
fayette. Both she and Sir Charles were intimate with the

Comte de Segur; the Abbe deGregoire; with the Comte
de Tracy, the ideologiste; with Cuvier. The women
who made society as brilliant as the hues of the feathers

Lady ilorfjan's Memoirs. II. 1^
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on a pigeon's breast, or the glancing of diamond dust,

initiated her into the feminine coquetries and fascina-

tions of toilettes, and took her to see the trousseau of

the Duchesse de Berri. Lady Morgan was admired

and feted^ and received all the intoxicating homage of

a Parisian success. The notes and letters sent to her

Avould be invaluable as models of graceful phraseology

and precious as autographs,' and must have been de-

lightful to receive; but the mere printed transcript of

these airy trifles would not interest the general reader.

Very different, however, is the case with the corre-

spondence of Madame de Genlis and Madame Patter-

son Bonaparte. These women belong to history; they

lived with kings and princes, with philosophers and
artists; there is about them the light of courts and

palaces; a perpetual curiosity and romance.

Poor old Madame de Genlis! In her "grande"

solitude one wonders if it were in her own "Palace of

Truth;" but no, — if we recollect aright, that palace

Madame de Genlis declared to be uninhabitable for

mortals, and it was demolished to point the moral of

the tale ! One is glad to catch a glimpse of the mother

of Pamela for the sake of the tales with which she de-

lighted our youth. Pamela, as everybody knows, mar-

ried Lord Edward Fitzgerald, and Pamela's daughter

was the charming Lady Guy Campbell, a great friend

of Lady Morgan's , and still extant.

Madame de Genlis to Lady Morgan.

Convent of the Carmaelites,
Rue be Vaubegaed, Paris,

June 8, 4816.

The name of the author of such charming works is
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as well known to Madame de Genlis as it ought to

be; althougli she lives in a great solitude she will be

charmed to know personally her, the sentiments of

whose soul she already loves and adores. She will

have the honour to let her know if her health and

mode of life will permit her to pay a visit to Lady
Morgan. As Madame de Genlis is living in a religious

house, she cannot receive visitors in the evening. Any
way, she will not be at liberty on Wednesday next,

but would be very happy if Monday or Tuesday would

be convenient to Lady Morgan. It seems to Madame
de Genlis that Thursday is a very distant day. She

entreats Lady Morgan to accept her thanks. It is Ma-

dame de Genlis who would have been the first to solicit

the favour of seeing Lady Morgan, if she had known
she was in Paris.

One of the most remarkable of the acquaintances

made by Sir Charles and Lady Morgan during their

visit to France was with Madame Jerome Bonaparte,

the American wife of the Emperor's brother, whom he

had abandoned in a cruel and dastardly way. The
lady, however, was not of the pate out of which vic-

tims and martyrs are made; she was a woman of high

spirit, and held her difficult and painful position with

a scornful courage, that excites a deep pity for the

woman's nature so cruelly scathed and outraged. Her

letters to her friend will be read with interest. They

are clever, mordant^ and amusing; but the bitter sense

of wrong cannot be concealed.

12*
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Madame Patterson Bonaparte to Lady Morgan.

Paris
,

September %3, 1S16.

My dear Lady Morgan,
You have not written me a line since your depar-

ture. I liope you have not forgotten me, as I admire

and love you more than any one else. I have been to

see Denon and Madame D'Houchin; they are both

your adorers, and express the greatest affliction at

your departure. The most agreeable thing you could

do for your friends would be to return as quickly as

possible. The French admire you more than any one

who has appeared here since the Battle of Waterloo

in the form of an English woman. The Princess of

Beauveau has been to see me, and is very kind a mon
egard as well as very judicious in admiring and loving

you. Countess Rumford saw me at our minister's, in-

vited me to a soiree^ and came to see me. I get on

very well now, but my health has been very bad since

I have lost the pleasure of your society. I suffered for

two weeks more than I can express from the pain of

my teeth. Mrs. Marton is still in the figurative style.

Her imagination is as fertile as ever, and as I am
matter of fact, I avoid her society as much as possible.

A friend of hers told me you had treated her harshly;

I replied, "Lady Morgan has too much sense to be

imposed upon, and too much truth to encourage false-

hood in others; and as she had her choice of society

in Paris, it was unnecessary for her to pass over im-

pertinence in any one. That the Marton might derive

pleasure and instruction from your society, but that

you could gain nothing from hers." I have not seen
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her since, so suppose her frieucl related my observa-

tions. Gerard goes on as usual and talks a great deal

of you. I have been there once since your departure.

Denon has promised me an engraving of you. The
Esmenards say he has not done you justice.

Baron Humboldt was at IMadame Rumford's the

other night. I met Mrs. Popkins at a soiree at Mrs.

Curzon's, where was Lady Oxford who has been twice

to see me since. Fashions continue the same. Mrs.

Popkins was afraid to look at me, for reasons which

you know. Every one talks of the work which you
are to publish, and great expectations are formed from

it. I tell every one, that I do not know what will be

in it; but that I suppose it will be worthy of you.

They say you are devoid of all affectation or pedantry,

and that you assume less in society than any one ever

did who possessed so much reputation. In short, I can

assure you with truth, that I never heard any one so

eulogised as you are in Paris.

I meet Madame Suard every week at Madame
Rochefaucauld's. She does not condescend to take

great notice of me; I suppose because she thinks I

could not understand her wit, which, by the way is

rather obsolete. My friend Miss Clagston is coming

from Cheltenham to enliven my solitude this winter;

I am so often ill, and my spirits are so much affected

by the state of my health, that the presence of some

one who loves me would be a great source of comfort.

My dear Lady Morgan, you must write me sometimes

to let me know how you and Sir Charles are, and

what you are doing. I shall do myself the pleasure

of writing you de temps en temps ^ although I was afraid
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of writing to Miss Sweeney; my style not being re-

cherche enough for such a hel esprit as she is. Adieu.

Believe me ever,

Most affectionately yours,

E. Patterson.

My best love to Sir Charles. Madame La Eoche-

faucauld desires to be remembered to you. We had a

ball at Mrs. Gallatin's. I wish you had been there.

I shall give you all the news.

Madame Patterson Bonaparte to Lady Morgan.

Paris No. 14, Rue Caumartek,
November 28, 1816.

Dear Lady Morgan,
I have had the pleasure of receiving your agree-

able letter of the 29th of October, and have executed

all your commissions except that aiipres de Madame
de Genlis. I have been so unwell and occupied with

moving my lodgings and receiving my friend Miss

Clagston, that it has been quite impossible for me to

visit the penitent at the Carmelites, however, I shall

certainly go to her or write her, you may be assured.

Your fairy prince , the dearest little prince in the world,

has been enchanted at your recollection of him, and
charges me to tell you everything that is true and
agreeable for him. He means to go to Dublin in the

spring, and intends writing to you — bientot en atten-

dant ce qui arrivera d'ici an printemps. La princesse

m'a charge de vous remercier de ce que vous avez
ecrit a son egard a de la conserver dans votre souvenir.

In fact, if I were to write all that your admirers and
friends tell me, I should never put my pen down. Ma-
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dame D'Houchin, the Gerards, &c., desire me to talk

to you of them , and all think it quite absurd for you
to leave Paris. I meet the Beauveaus at Madame Eum-
ford's every week, when there is an assemblement of

gens cVesprit, not that I mean to call myself one of

them; hoAvever, people say I am very good, and that

is my passport to these re-unions. Madame Rochefau-
cauld sees company every Tuesday, when I meet Ma-
dame Suard, who is toute autre chose que honne. Madame
de Yillette begs to be remembered to you, and always
says, "pour cela, ma chere. Milady Morgan a beaucoup
d'esprit et beaucoup de naturel." I have been asking

after the Novice of St. Dominic, but it has not been seen

by any of your friends, yet. The ]\Iissionary every one
knows, 77a?' cmir. Your work on France is anxiously

expected, and if it is what every one supposes it will

be, as nothing mediocre can come from you, all those

who love you will be highly gratified. Your "Muse of

Fable" has gone from Paris to make mischief in some
other place, and to torment her Jerry Sneak comnie a

Vorclinaire. They say she throws her shoes at his head,

and tells him an old husband must bear every thing

from a young wife, particularly such a beauty and wit

as she is. Mrs. Marshall has another child; I told her

she was a great favourite of yours, and that the "Muse
of Fable" was unworthy her regard. Miss Clagston is

at present staying with me, which renders my time

more pleasant.

By the way, although I sent my love to Mr. North,

I was very angry Avith him; he wrote me once after I

saw him at Cheltenham , to which I very gooduaturedly
replied, and he never gave himself the trouble to ac-

knowledge the reception of my letter. Lady Falkener,
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a very bad person and a great intrigante^ wanted to

marry an old maiden sister to him, and fancied that

he liked me better, in consequence of which she tor-

mented me terribly. How is that delightful person,

Miss Bessey S.? your soi-disant friend, who fancied

that you preferred her society, and that Mr. North
was in love with her. I cannot forget her ugly face

and absurd pretensions , and never think of her without

laughing immoderately.

Dear Lady Morgan, I have been very ill and very

iriste^ tout ni'ennui dans ce monde et je ne scais pas

pourquoi^ unless it be the recollection of what I have
suffered. I think the best thing for me to do is to re-

turn to my dear child in the spring; I love him so en-

tirely, that perhaps seeing him may render my feelings

less disagreeable. I hate the srjour of America, and

the climate destroys the little health which has been

left me; but any inconveniences are more supportable

than being separated from one's children. How much
more we love our children than our husbands — the

latter are sometimes so selfish and cruel, and children

cannot separate their mothers from their affection.

I have seen all the persons who interest you since

the reception of your letter, except Monsieur Denon;
but Madame D'Houchin has seen what you have

written, and will tell him everything. Adieu; write

me sometimes, I entreat you, and believe me truly and

affectionately Yours, E. P.

PS. — I hope Sir Charles does not forget me, and

beg him to accept my best wishes and recollections. I

am going to Madame La Rochefaucauld's, with whom
you are so great a favourite, this evening.
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After her return from Paris to Kildare Street, and

while engaged in preparing her work on France, Lady
Morgan kept up a brief correspondence with many of

the political personages whom she had met. She sent

one of her books— most likely the O'Donnel— to La-

fayette, who was then living a patriarchal life amid

his children and grandchildren at his chateau La
Grange. He had seen so much in his time from the

first American war downwards, had been a courtier in

the brilliant society of the old regime^ a favourite with

Marie Antoinette, whom he had helped in her whim to

go to the hal cV Opera ^ had been mixed up in so many
great events, and he had rubbed against so many great

men, that in the latter days', one would have expected

him to be a master figure himself; wise both in old

experience, and with the wisdom that comes after

events; but he just missed being a great man. He was
thoroughly honest and good, but not of a sufficiently

large type to fill his space on the canvas.

M. Lafayette to Lady Morgan.

La Grange,
October 30, i8i6.

Your letter of the 21st September, dear Miladi, has

been received in our colony with a sentiment which

could only be surpassed by the happiness of receiving

yourself. I am equally proud and happy at your par-

tiality for our towers and for their inhabitants, whose

distant admiration foryouhas become tender and confiding.

Your short sojourn here has left an impression upon
us which makes us proud of corresponding with you,

and we hope to receive another visit soon; and we
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comfort ourselves with the pleasant thought that you
have made us a promise; already we are beginning

to look about to see what would please you when you
come.

We show less philosophy than you about the mis-

fortune for which we were already very sorry before

we knew how much worse it was. It is vexing to

think that the work which fulfilled so perfectly the ex-

pectations of your friends, should have been for you
alone the occasion of a disappointment. The copy you
had the goodness to send to me has not come to hand.

I expect it with great impatience.

I see that you have much amusement in retracing

the articles of the last royal ordinance upon the phy-

siognomies of your different friends. The party that

you have left pretty well united, finds itself cut in

two, like a polypus, and makes two distinct bodies,

which make grimaces at each other, en attendant^ the

moment to eat each other up. The friends of Legiti-

macy, however, must not confound themselves by
making part of a body of a different nature. Your
acquaintances of the salons will be able to tell you
that the ministerialists are the constitutionalists of '89;

it is a calumny to impute to them that they would use

force. The others do not share their moderation. It

is with the impartiality of a true patriot that I ought

to seek to render justice to all. There are, neverthe-

less, in the new chamber, some of my friends whom I

cannot speak of with so much catholicity. It is not

down in our country seats, it is in the salons that you
will hear the reports of this civil war. M. de Chateau-

briand is become the champion of Ultraism. Since the

publication of his last work he has grown ten feet



FIRST VISIT TO FRANCE 1815-1816. 187

higher. I rather like to see the Ultras making a re-

fuge for the ministers by putting forwards the liberal

principles which we have been preaching to them in

vain for the last thirty years. All these undulations

alter nothing of the depths of things; let us try to

turn everything to the profit of liberty. I am only

speaking now of the underminings and tracasseries of

the society of the salons. See! I am also doing a little

in politics myself! You know that very few of our

summer days have the inconvenience of heat, therefore

I pity you for your walk; the rains are dreadful here;

we are afraid we shall have great losses in our harvest.

The bread is bad and dear— a franc for a four pound

loaf. Our sheep suffer also from the damp herbage

this year. Mine, however, about which you are good

enough to inquire, have not suffered so much. You
see that we here have also complaints to make, besides

other misfortunes, the impression of which is too deep

to be complained about. The two last years of war

have taken away from our peasantry the provisions

which would have enabled them to meet this year of

dearth; but they have, in the coui'se of the revolution

made a provision of energy and good sense, which

makes them stronger and more enlightened under the

strokes of fortune than they would have been thirty

years ago. We sympathise with all our heart with the

misfortunes of your brave compatriots, so worthy of a

better fate. We must hope that their neighbours will

occupy themselves in finding out and developing the

good qualities they possess.

My daughters, my grandchildren and all the gene-

rations here desire to offer you the expression of their

gratitude and attachment, which sentiments animate all
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the inmates of La Grange. Believe me, my dear ladj,

I join with them in the renewal of the tender and re-

spectful homage with which I am
Your devoted,

Lafavette.

While the book on France was growing under Lady-

Morgan's hands, a very sharp battle was being fought

for it between author and publisher. Mr. Henry Col-

burn, a young man whose fortunes were still to be
made, had brought out CDomicl^ and had done very

well with it; that story was already in a third edition,

and Lady Morgan was pressing him very ardently for

a further share in the profits of her success. For
France he offered her seven hundred and fifty pounds.

She thought the sum too little, insisting on, at least, a

thousand pounds. In the fear of losing his bargain,

Colburn raised his price, as will be seen. In the next

letter, from the pen of this London bibliopole, occurs

the first notice of the establishment of the Literary

Gazette^ which was to form a new era in literature-, of

course the "new epoch" to him meant another vehicle

for announcing his own publications.

H. Colhurn to Lady Morgan.

London,
December 19, 1816.

Dear Madam,
I am just returned from the city, and have scarcely

time to save the post, and say that I really considered

the offer I made you handsome, and as liberal a one

as in common prudence could be made under the par-

ticular circumstances. Without seeing the contents,
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wliich certainly promised well, I naturally expected

the most interesting work on the subject that has ap-

peared; but however excellent and oriqinal^ you per-

haps have no idea how great a disadvantage to the

sale is the number of works on the same topic that has

already appeared.

I should indeed be sorry that you should be com-

pelled to arrange with any other bookseller, and what-

ever apparent advantage there may be in publishing

with any other, I am very confident, on a proper ha-

lancing^ of its being in my favour. No one bookseller,

I am certain, takes the tenth part the pains I do in

advertising, and in other respects I do not think any
one will in future^ cope with me, since, from January
next, I shall have under my sole control two journals^

viz., the New Monthly^ which flourishes as well as pos-

sible in England, and my new forthcoming weekly lite-

rary journal, which is to be sent free by the post in-

stantly all over the country like a newspaper^ and to

foreign parts. It is to be called The Literary Gazette

and Journal of the Belles Lettres. The publication will

form a new epoch in literature; it will please and

astonish the public by its novelty, and cut up the sale

of my rival reviews and journalists by the novelty of

its plan, the value of its contents, and the preferable

mode of publication — thirteen numbers for one of the

Quarterly! but more of this anon, in my prospectus.

To conclude at once, though at a really great risk,

I will consent to undertake to pay the one thousand

pounds, and on my honour if it succeed better than ex-

pected, I will consi'Ier myself accordingly your debtor^

BESIDES making up to you the other fifty jiounds on
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O'Donncl tliat you may no longer regret tlie third

edition.

That I may make an'angements accordingly, I will

beg your ultimatum by return of post. I am obliged

to conclude,

Being, dear madam,
Yours, very truly,

H. COLBURX.

Colburn's offer, as amended, was accepted, and the

work went on, with some delays and hitches in its

progress, the chief one of all being the illegibility of

Lady Morgan's MS., which Colburn plaintively men-

tions more than once. There was also great delay in

sending the proofs, as it is incidentally mentioned that

the post only went three times a week. Colburn spared

neither pains nor expense to make the work perfect,

employing a careful scholar to read Lady Morgan's

careless proofs, and to edit them.

Sir Charles Morgan contributed several chapters to

the work on France, embodying his observations on

the state of medical science, political economy, and

French jurisprudence, both as it existed in that day

and as it had been at the period of the Revolution.

These chapters are valuable, but somewhat too heavy

for the slighter and brighter portions of Lady Morgan's

own share of the work.
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CHAPTER XIV.

PUBLICATION OF FRANCE — 1817.

On the 17tli of June, 1817, Colburn wrote to Lady
Morgan announcing that France was published, and
that she was finely oflf, meaning on the swelling tide

of his best puffs and preliminary paragraphs. The
first edition was in two volumes, quarto; and Colburn

expressed his firm assurance of being able to sell the

whole of this first edition by the first of July.

The work on France made a great sensation. It

was so long since France had been open to the English,

that it was fresh ground to that generation; indeed, it

wore a new face to all the world; for the restored

France of 1816 was a different world to what had been
the France of the old regime^ or the France of the Con-
sulate and the Empire. Lady Morgan's work was
seized upon with avidity by readers of all classes, and
provoked criticism as diverse as there were shades of

opinion about Legitimacy, Bourbonism, Liberalism, and
the Orthodox anti-Jacobin Church and State true blue

intolerant Toryism.

The clamour of abuse was enough to have appalled

a very stout heart. The praise and admiration, though
quite as hearty, came from a less influential party.

Lady Morgan was so thoroughly sincere in her liberal

opinions that she did not at all realise the horror and
obloquy her opinions caused. She had also the support

and countenance of her husband, whom she both loved
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and reverenced ; this was a protection and shelter which

defended her from the storm to which she was exposed.

The party critics treated her opinions as synonymous

with all that was irreligious, unwomanly and de-

testable.

The work itself, which provoked all this clamour,

is extremely brilliant and clever; the sketches of man-
ners, opinions and people, are bright, vivid, and

touched in with a life and vigour that impresses the

reader with their truthfulness. The sketches of the

French peasantry are excellent and graphic; her own
experiences amongst the Irish peasants gave her a

practical insight into the general conditions of this

class. The notices of French society, both Royalist

and Bonapartean, are charming and sparkling. She
had keen perceptions, and admirable powers of nar-

rative; but in France^ her wit, for the first time in her

published works, touches on flippancy, and she allows

herself to expatiate, with more complacency than good

taste, on the compliments and attentions she received.

A Parisian succes cle suciete such as she had achieved,

was enough to turn the head of any woman, and es-

pecially of an Irish woman.
It was a pardonable vanity ; but it gave her enemies

a handle against her. It was easy to make "a hit, a

very palpable hit," at her careless self-revelations of

vanity; but the adverse party were blind and clumsy

in their abuse, and in their zeal outran all truth and

discretion. A more moderate style of abuse would

have done Lady Morgan more injury with her public,

though it might have been less injurious to herself.

She was fed on flattery and detraction; and she had to

receive both, without any of the mitigating influences
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which usually interpose between the giver and the re-

ceiver. If she were coarsely abused, she was as coarse-

ly flattered to her face; and those who in later life

observed her, could trace the scars of these long by-

gone years. Her notoriety was beyond what any other

woman has ever had to endure "who kept her fame."

That this notoriety had a scathing and deteriorating

influence, cannot be denied; but in the heat of so much
party scandal no aspersion was ever cast upon her per-

sonal character and jDrudent conduct as a woman.
The Quarterly assailed Lady Morgan in an article

which has become almost proverbial for its virulence

and bitterness. That article was eminently unjust; it

was far-fetched in its criticism and unfair in its con-

clusions.

Lady Morgan was rather proud than otherwise of

the commotion it made; and she amply avenged her-

self by putting John Wilson Croker, who had the

credit of writing it, into her next novel, Florence

Macarthj, — the novel being at least as likely to live

and circulate as the article.

The following jeu d'esprit from the pen of her sister,

Lady Clarke, is an amusing and not unfair version of

this once famous and formidable article.

The book we review is the work of a woman

,

A fact which we think will be guessed at by no man

,

Who notes the abuse which our virulent rage

Shall discharge on its author in every page.

And who is this wouian — no recent offender,

A Jacobin, Shanavest, Whiteboy defender.

She who published " 0"Donnel," which (take but our word)
Is a monstrous wild "tissue of all that's absurd" —
Indeed there's a something in all her romances,
Which , to tell our opinion, does not hit our fancies.

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. 13
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No ,
give lis a novel, whose pages unfold

The glories of that blessed era of old,

When Princes legitimate trod on the people

,

And the Church was so high that it out-topped the steeple:

No, give us some Methodist''s maudling confusion,

Religion in SEEMING, in pact, persecution;
Some strange Anti-Catholic orthodox whining,

At this age of apostacy wildly repining ! !

This WOMAN ! — we scarce could believe when we read,

Retorts all the charges we heaped on her head;

And leads to rebellion young authors, by shewing,

That calling hard names is by no means reviewing.

She boasts that we've not spoilt her market in marriage,

That vainly her morals and wit wo disparage;

But surely that man is the boldest in life,

Who , in spite of our ravings , could take her for wife

;

And therefore we now set him down without mercy
As the slave of enchantment ,

" the victim of Circe."

Now to come to the matter in hand — we advance
'Tis "an impudent lie," when she calls her book "France;"
A title that would not be characteristic.

Unless for a large Gazetteer or Statistic.

For we hold that it is not allow'd in a work

,

To form our opinions by Ex pede Here.

She ought to have visited Lyons, Bordeaux,
And peeped into Marseilles, and Strasburgh, and Meaux;
For though the design of the Congress miscarries.

And Jacobins kick against Louis — at Paris

,

Though Freedom lies bleeding and chain'd on the Seine,

And the emigrants there mould the state upon Spain,

hi the rest of the kingdom, for what she can tell

,

The impudent jade, things may go mighty well.

Next comes her arrangement! — (when this we denounce
We must eke out our charge with a bit of a bounce

;

And o'erlook the confusion which reigns in our head.
To charge it at once, on her book in the stead) —
Of this book, my good readers, in vain you may hope
An account of its merits, its plan or its scope;

For the tale slie relates does not chime with the view
Which we take of France in our loyal review.

And though we should rail till our paper were shrinking,
Alas! we should but set the people a Ihijiking.

On the list of errata 'twere better to seize,

For thence we may conjure what blunders we please.
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These mixed with the few, which the best author makes,
In a work of such length, and our own worse mistakes;

With some equivocation, and some "direct /j'<^s,"

Of abuse will provide our accustom'd supplies
;

Which largely diluted with loyalty rant.

With much hypocritical methodist cant,

Mis-quotations, mis-statements, distortions of phrase.

Will set the half-thinkers (we judge) in amaze.
And this "worm most audacious," this "woman so mad,"
This compound of all that's presumptuous and bad —
(Tho' we should not succeed in repressing her book,
And the youth of our land on its pages still look,)

Will perceive, with her friends, midst the people of fashion,

That the Quarterly scribe's in a desperate passion.

Postscriptum — we'd near made a foolish omission,
And forgotten a slur on her Second Edition.

Though perhaps , after all, she may have the last word,
And reply to our "wholesome" remarks — by a Third —
And thus , like a sly and insidious joker,

The malice defeat of an hireling Croker! !

Looking to the correspondence of Lady Morgan,

we pick our pleasant way through heaps of the friendly

and familiar letters which, in those days, softened the

warfare in which she was engaged with her enemies,

and particularly with the malignant countryman of

her own who had once been her friend, and had pos-

sibly aspired to become her husband. We pass over

many tempting notes — hearty, sympathetic, eloquent.

Here, however, is something to arrest the eye from

Alicia Lefanu, whose writings are ever welcome for

her brother s sake and for her own.

Poor, graceful, gracious Mrs. Lefanu! ill in body,

anxious in mind, and worried in addition with bad
jMemoirs of her brother, Richard Brinsley Sheridan!

13*
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Mrs. Lefanu to Lady Morgmi.

Ash Wednesday,
February 19, 1817.

Many thanks, dear Lady Morgan, for your frequent

and kind inquiries. I am very ill, and hopeless of

being better. My great anxiety about Joseph made me
forget and neglect myself until severe pain forced me
to resort to medical aid. A severe cold, caught on

Christmas day, and great uneasiness of mind, have put

me in a state of continual suffering.

I wish I was able to write any satisfactory account

of my brother. Watkins's history of him and my
family is a tissue of falsehood. What satisfaction could

it be to him to write the life of a man whom he evi-

dently hates and basely calumniates? Of my family

history he knows nothing: he must be a very imper-

tinent fellow to take the liberties he has done with a

family he could know nothing of.

But S. White did worse; for he fabricated letters

from my mother, &c., that she could not have written.

He was the natural son of an uncle of my mother,

who left him five hundred pounds, with which, and
my father's assistance, he set up a school; but he

never was acknowledged as our relation, — we never

were boarded with him or placed under his care, &c.,

&c., — all lies.

My mother's sketch of a comedy, unfinished, was
put into my brother Richard's hands by my father at

Bath, when we were resident there; but my father

never even hinted that he had made any use of it in

The Rivals. Of my own knowledge I can say nothing,

for I never read it.
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I hope your labours will soon be over and amply-

rewarded. Much is expected from you 5 and I trust

you will not disappoint expectation.

Believe me, affectionately yours,

Alicia Lefanu.

I beg my kind compliments to Sir Charles.

Our next letters are from Madame Patterson Bona-

parte. With her airy manner, her beauty and her wit,

she would have made an excellent princess, American
as she was. One wonders that Napoleon should have
been blind to her capabilities — he, whose motto was,

the "tools to him who can use them." Mr. Moore is,

of course, Tom Moore, the poet.

There is no need to draw attention to the passage

on "the loves of the Duke of Wellington." Madame
Bonaparte speaks of such things with the gaiety and

ease of a perfect Parisienne.

Madame Patterson Bonaparte to Lady Morgan.

Paris, May 8, i8i7.

My dear Lady Morgan,
Your kind letter by Mr. Moore reached me, and I

have been prevented replying to it by a variety of cir-

cumstances. My health has becomej^worse than it has

been, and they now say it is a disease of the liver,

added to debility of lungs. I know not wliat it is,

but I am very tired of suffering, and must make a

journey to procui-e present relief

All your friends are well and anxious about you as

ever. Madame Suard makes many inquiries of you
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and your work. I go once, par sem.aine^ to Madame
Eochefaucauld, where I find tlie same society you left.

It is impossible to see Madame D'Houchin, as the hours

generally appropriated to visits are spent by her in

sleep. She dines at half-past nine. M. Denon has

been good enough to see me sometimes, which I at-

tribute to the partiality with which you distinguished

me. I know nothing more flattering than your regard,

and am very grateful, I assure you.

Madame de Villette is to me what she has always

been, — a constant friend. She is equally faithful

in her admiration and love of you; and never speaks

of you but in the way every one who is not envious

must do.

France is the country you should reside in, because

you are so much admired and liked here. No English-

woman has received the same attentions since you. I

am dying to see your last publication. Public expec-

tation is as high as possible; and if you had kept it a

little longer, they would have purchased it at your

own price. How happy you must be at filling the

world with your name as you do! Madame de Stael

and Madame de G-enlis are forgotten; and if the love

of fame be of any weight with you, your excursion to

Paris was attended with brilliant success. I assure

you, and you know I am sincere, that you are more
spoken of than any other person of the present day.

Mr. Moore seldom sees me, — I did not take with him
at all. He called to show me the article of your letter

which mentions the report of the Duke of Wellington's

loves. I am not the Mrs. — the great man gives as a

successor to Grassini.

You would be surprised if you knew how great a
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fool she is, at tlie power she exercises over the Duke;
but I believe that he has no taste pouv Ics feniincs

cresprit; which is, however, no reason for going into

extremes, as in this case. He gave her an intro-

duction to the Prince Regent, and to every one of con-

sequence in London and Paris. She had, however, no
success in France, where her not speaking the language
of the country was a considerable advantage to her,

since it prevented her nonsense from being heard. Do
not tell what I have written to you of this affair, since

I should pass for malicious and unfriendly towards my
compatriot and relation. She T\T.'ites, too, all the

paragraphs you may have seen in the newspapers; and
might revenge herself by saying some spiteful things

of me through that channel.

The Prince de Beauveau asks me after you, and
has, I believe written you. They are all going to Spa
for the summer.

Madame de Genlis has had the daughter of the

Dake of Orleans confided to her care for the purpose

of education. I have heard this piece of intelligence,

for the authenticity of which I cannot, however,

vouch.

I know not a single syllable of the political news
of France or any other country, nor do I even read

the gazettes at present. My bad health and enmii

more than occupy me, and deprive me of all interest

in life.

Mr. Moore writes you everything you desire to

know of your friends here. He goes often to Mrs.

Bradshaw's. Have you seen the voyage of Madame
Clairvoyante?

Adieu, my dear Lady IMorgan. Do not forget me.



200 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

Write me sometimes, and believe me ever most af-

fectionately attached to you.

How is Sir Charles? Pray give my love to him,

and ask him what I must do to get well.

I shall write you a long letter when I am better.

I am confined to the house at present.

Mrs. the ''''Muse of Fahle^'' has come back after a

tour to the south of France. Did you know she was
in love with De C—e last summer, and that she at-

tended his levees very regularly for the purpose of

captivating him? I fancy, however, he scarcely knew
she was in his salon ^ or dreamed of the ravage he

made on her heart. His attentions did not flatter very

much, it appears, by her falling in love with another

person since. I seldom see her at present. Adieu once

more.

Yours truly,

E. Patterson.

Madame Patterson Bonaparte to Lady Morgan.

Paris,

August 11, 1817.

Dear Lady Morgan,
Sir Charles's letter of which you inquire through

Mr. Warden, was received by me a long time ago.

Since then I have the jDleasure of writing you a long

letter with all the news of Paris. Your work on
France has appeared through a French translation, in

which they have suppressed what they thought best,

and have arranged what they chose to give the public

in the way best suited to their own purposes. I read

it cursorily, in English, as the person who lent it me
could permit me to keep it only six hours. It ap-
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peared to me, like everything you write, full of genius

and taste. Its truths cannot at this moment be ad-

mitted here, but in all other countries it will have
complete success. The violent clamour of the editors

of the Paris gazettes proves that it is too well written;

were it an insignificant production they would say less

about it. They are iDublishing it in America, where
your fame has been as much extended as in Europe,

and where your talents are as justly appreciated.

I have not seen Madame D'Houchin and M. Denon
for a long time. My health obliged me to spend

some weeks in the country and Madame D'Houchin
you know, wakes when other persons sleep, which
renders it impossible to enjoy her society without

paying the price of a night's repose, and this to me is

very difficult since I have lost my health. Your old

friend and admirer, M. Suard, is dead of old age. I

met him two weeks previous, at a party, where he

enjoyed himself as much as any of us. His widow
gave a dinner the day week after, because she was
afraid of being triste, she said. Since then she re-

ceives as usual, and takes promenades on the Boule-

vards, because "bon ami m'a dit qu'il fallait vivre."

Her friends are encouraged to flatter themselves, that

her great sensibility will not kill her; at the same time

that it induces her to give them parties and attend

their reunions. She grieves in the most agreeable way
to all those who find her house convenient or her

society desirable.

Madame de Villette is exactly as you left her. Mi-.

Warden and herself are my neighbours for the present;

I shall bid them adieu in six weeks.

My desire to see my child is stronger than my taste
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for Paris. I really am of your opinion, the best thing

a woman can do is to marry. It appears to me that

even quan-els with one's husband are preferable to the

ninui of a solitary existence. There are so many hours

besides those appropriated to the world, that one does

not know how to ^Qt rid of (at least one like me has,

who have no useful occupation), that I have sometimes

wished to marry from ennui and tristesse. You never

felt ennui in any state, because, when absent from

society, you cultivate talents which will immortalize

you. I know no person so happy as yourself. Madame
de Stael died regretting a life, which she had contrived

to render very agreeable in every way. Her marriage

with Mr. Rocca is thought very superfluous. The
liberal system she pursued through life forbids us to

attribute other motives to her last matrimonial experi-

ment, — unless that of tranquillizing the conscience of

her young lover may be added. All her most intimate

friends were ignorant that a marriage existed, and

unless her Will had substantiated the fact, would have

treated her marriage ceremony as a calumny. ]\Iarry-

ing a man twenty years younger than herself, without

fortune or name, is a ridicule in France, pire qu'un

crime. Her son, by him, is called one of her post-

humous works. What think you of the Manuscript

of St. Helena being attributed to her and Benjamin

Constant? Is it possible to carry absurdity and the

desire of rendering her inconsistent further? I have

heard persons gravely assert that she wrote it.

Adieu, my dear Lady Morgan; do not forget me
when I shall be at a greater distance from you. Your
recollection accompanies me to the New World, where
I wish I may meet any one half as agreeable. My son
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is like you; they write me he is iietri cfesprit ^ and

promises to develope great talents. I believe difficile-

meiit that any good awaits me, because I am constantly

disappointed and distressed. Do you think it easy to

judge of the future capacity of a boy of twelve years?

I fear he may not justify what his teachers now predict

of him, and that after exciting my hopes he will be-

come like the generality of people, mediocre and tire-

some. I hope Sir Charles likes me always, and that

my most affectionate regards will be accepted with as

much pleasure as I offer them through you. How is

the bel esprit^ Bess Sweeney? She was a successful

impostor with many persons in Cheltenham, where she

passed herself for your friend, for a wit, and for the

object of Mr. North's preference, all at the same time.

She was a lofty pretender.

Yours, affeptionately and sincerely,

E. P.

PS. — Write me addressed to my banker here.

After my departure, Warden will send you my address,

dans Vautre monde.

The next letter is from Lady Charleville. The
letters of Madame Bonaparte and Lady Charleville are

in as great a contrast as the writers in their personal

appearance, characters and fortunes. Lady Charleville

was large, stately, and imposing, with magnilicent grey
eyes, a courtly, formal manner, and a deeply-toned

voice, which made her most trifling observations im-

pressive — rendered all the more so by her habit of

addressing every one as "Ma'am," or "Sir." Madame
Bonaparte was fair, dodu, and piquant, with particu-
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arly beautiful arms. She had been flattered and
spoiled — the idol and queen of her native city, Bal-

timore. She made a brilliant marriage with the brother

of the First Consul, then on the point of becoming

Emperor; but instead of sharing the rising fortunes of

her young husband, she had been subject to the bitter-

est insult and outrage that could be offered to a wo-

man. Her marriage was broken; her child made
illegitimate; her prospects in life killed; and she her-

self, stripped of her husband's protection when little

more than a girl, flung upon the world to sink or swim
as she could. It is no wonder that her letters bear

the impress of a life run to waste, and a heart turned

to bitterness. Napoleon trampled down many things

in his march through life, but the ravage made in the

hearts and souls of those whose interest stood in the

way of his plans, was more cruel and fatal in their

effects than the mere loss of life and limbs on his fields

of battle.

Lady Charleville's letters, like those of Madame
Bonaparte, contain some of the news going about

society, but none of the scandal of the period; there

is an absence of the cruel keenness and bitter dissatis-

faction— one might almost call it jealousy— that mark
similar topics in the letters of Madame Bonaparte.

Lady Charleville's life had been that of an invalid,

and, in other respects, not free from the ills that every

one born of woman is heir to in this world. When
she was a young woman — not more than thirty —
she lost the use of her limbs, and during the remainder

of lier life had to be carried or wheeled about in a

large chair. Never being seen, except sitting, she had
the appearance of a q^ueen upon her throne. It will
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be seen from the following letter, tliat her strictures

on men and morals were as dignified as her appear-

ance. Whatever personal news may come to light in

these old letters, is so old that it has now become
historical, and merely illustrates the spirit of the time.

If there be any survivors, we can only quote Lady
Teazle, and say, that "Scandal, like death, is common
to all."

Lady Charleville had been a steady protectress to

Lady Morgan when she needed friends, and was her

admirer now she had obtained a distinguished position

in the eyes of the world. Madame Bonaparte's friend-

ship for Lady Morgan was more for her own sake.

She found in her a friend with some substance of

character, and one who could sympathize with the

romantic discomforts of her position.

Lady Charledlle to Lady Morgan.

14, Teerace, Piccadilly,
November 2^, 1817.

I never was more pleased to hear from you, dear

Lady Morgan, than in the receipt of yours of 27th of

October, as the explanation you gave me of Perney's

name sliding (through natural confidence in a decent

man's catalogue) into your work, did away a cruel pro-

hibition of the higher powers, who, on their arrival at

Worthing, said they knew that author to have written

only indecent blasphemy! and that they who approved

of it could not be my correspondent. Thank God,

thank God, you did not do so; such a heart and such

talents as yours should not be exposed through the

idle vain-glory of seeming to have read everything, to
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SO dreadful an imputation; and it is in the fulness of

goodwill and admiration for your talent, which is superior

and improving every year^ that I rejoice all these stern

readers can now say is, that you relied too hastily on

the bland and decent manners of Frenchmen, and could

not conceive, with a pure and honest heart, that any

one could recommend an unvarnished tale of indecency

to your consideration. Lord Charleville says this

wicked man has never written but against religion and
decency, and that one line of his principal work contains

more shocking impiety than the folios of all the ency-

clopedists; he will not allow that Voltaire's Pucelle

(giving it up as a work too free, yet rather calculated

for the Romish abuses of religion than to impugn the

basis of all), or Chaucer's loose tales, should do away
their fame, since Voltaire's other works are highly

beneficial to mankind, and highly moral; and, at least,

old Geoffrey, though a libertine, is not an impious one!

The parallel, therefore, he thinks unjust, and yet he

would wish, in praising either Voltaire or Chaucer,

that a woman should mark something of disapproba-

tion of the loose parts of their writings. Such is the

result of all he said to me; and once more your letter

of the 27th has set all to right again, and I trust in

heaven that your warm and amiable feelings may no

more be tortured by the disapprobation of good and

stupid men, or the slanders of ruffians.

I received your letter of the 7th; you now know
why it remained unacknowledged. I knew before I

received it that Mr. Croker was the author of the

article, in which, some say, he was assisted by Mr.

Barrow, Secretary to the Admiralty; but of that I

doubt, as hitherto this gentleman has kept to the in-
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vestigation of science only. I am quite of your opi-

nion that Mr. Croker deserves all the reprobation of

candid, honourable men; but I don't think squibs will

touch him — his mail of brass, and his heart of

adamant secure him; and though I sincerely wish him
every mortification, I don't see what can afford it to

such a man. I sent the lines to Scotland '•^' to some
clever people, who think as I do, about the general

merits of France. I am sure all the newspaper mention

of it was in its favour, for people do love controversy.

I hope the next edition may, somehow or other, do

away with the mention of Perney's name! which is of

more import than you can well believe in respect to

society.

The Danish Ambassador, who speaks English as

well as we do, said to me the other day, "We, in

Denmark, cannot impeach Lady Morgan's politics as

being dazzled with Xapoleon!"

I agree in toto with your feelings of what true reli-

gion should be, "to visit the sorrower in affliction, and

keep one's self unspotted from the world;" this, with

a firm acknowledgment of the great truths of Chris-

tianity, would be the perfection of all doctrine! ! ! To
persecute is horrible, and every species of protection-

that law, and liberty, and property inviolable, can be-

stow, is the indefeasible right of a subject of these

realms; but what has that to do with the question of

giving legislative rights to Romish persons, insomuch

as their fatal superstition has established deism on the

continent in all thinking men. Whe should dread and

deplore to encourage a worship of such baleful effect;

nor e\er give them power to sap the foundations of a

» See ante, p. 193.
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pure and lioly form of worship, wliicli, allowing of tlie

finest system of ethics for our guide, requires no sacri-

fice of the understanding.
^ ^ ^ ijfi ^ i^

I have heard since I came into town yesterday,

that Walter Scott has given Bob Boy to the press as

his own, and says he has another novel ready. Sir

J. B. Burgess is publishing The Dragon Kniglit (a poem
epic). Mr. Ellis has disappointed all his friends by his

dull narrative about China.

Sir William Gell is gone back to the Princess of

Wales, and those anxious for her honour and security

are glad of it, as the wretches in whose hands she is,

have already contrived to load her with debt as well

as dishonour. — She, who in England (dearer than in

any other spot on the globe), did not leave a debt, and

refused an augmentation of income. Mr. Brougham
tried, but could not break the spell; but Gell has more

power with her, and equal goodwill.

M. Charleville.

Early in July, Colburn had sold the first edition

of France^ and, on July the 14th, wrote impatiently

for the new preface, that he might bring out the second

edition, which was to be in octavo. The preface was to

explain how the same errors were in that as in the first.

He says, "I have announced the work by numerous

paragraphs and advertisements, and it shall be well

advertised ex^ery where.'''' Colburn had always more faith

in his own advertisements for the success of a work
than in the genius of the author. Since furnishing the

work on France^ Lady Morgan had been busy, on a

new Irish novel which she had now three-parts finished.
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Sir Charles had also written a scientific work in his

own department. These they offered, in the first in-

stance, to Colburn, who declared he would be charmed
to publish them, as he considered "the solidity of Sir

Charles would qualify the airy lightness and badinage

of Lady Morgan;" but he wanted to have the MS. at

a bargain, and offered a thousand pounds for the two.

Lady Morgan resented the idea. She hated a bargain,

except when she drove it for herself, and she threatened

to go to some other publisher. Colburn complained

that it would be a bad return for all his exertions, and
there was a good deal of haggling, the result of which
was that he agreed to give one thousand two hundred

pounds for the two. This they accepted. Sir Charles's

work has not remained in memory; but the novel,

which Colburn called Florence Alacarthy , is still read

and admired.

It is not so romantic as O'Donnel; but it hits much
harder upon the social and political abuses in L'ish

Government. In this book. Lady Morgan embodies her

own views in the heroine, who is as wild, fascinating,

romantic and extravagant as ever trod the stage of

theatre or page of romance. Florence Macarthy appears

always in disguise and masquerade— flits about like a

will-of-the-wisp , mystifying everybody — setting the

wrong to rights, "confounding the politics and frustra-

ting the knavish tricks," of all who mean wrong to

Ireland. Like all Lady Morgan's heroines, she is

endowed with very little money, but no end of beauty,

good sense, wit, and the representative of a real onld

Irish noble family of decayed fortunes.

It is curious that whilst the story is wildly impro-

bable, the accessories are all true, not only in spirit,

Ladij yiortjan's Memoirs. II. I'i
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but in tlie letter. The heroine, Florence Macarthy, has

the mission, (self-imposed and followed, con amore) of

arousing a charming young* Irishman to a sense of what

he owes to his country, and to stimulate his indignation

against the oppressions and abuses especially crying

for redress.

The sketches of character, the pictures of fashion-

able society in Dublin, the English fine ladies and

dandies of the period, the Irish characters, both of the

good and of the despicable class — in short, all the

shades and varieties of the moral and social influences

at work in Ireland at the time, are given with a

subtlety and vividness which is wonderful; they are

dashed off with vigour; they live, and move, and bear

their truth to nature stamped upon them in every line.

Mr. Crawley, the Castle hack, and all his tribe, the

toadies and servile tools of Government, embody what

were then the worst evils of English rule in Ireland.

All the Crawley sketches are supreme and inimitable

for the racy humour, the genuine fun Lady Morgan has

thrown into their portraits. They aie etched with a

sarcasm that bites like aquafortis; but the humour
tempers and mellows the malice. In this family sketch

she paid her debt to Croker, who, rightly or wrongly,

had the credit of being the author, not only of the at-

tack on France^ but of all the other assaults upon her

in the Quarterly.

Lady Morgan was, before all things, an artist, and

she did not hate Croker too much to be able to make
him amusing to the general reader, who had no cause

of offence against him. There was nothing impotent in

her revenge; no wish to wound beyond her power to

strike; the strokes of her weapon were clear, keen,
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iscisive, and effectual. She got the laugh on her side;

she left her critic transfixed on the point of her dia-

mond pen, and she could afford to forgive him, for she

had, as children say, "paid him off," and kept a balance

in hand asrainst the future.

In the end, the conversion of the hero is rewarded

by marrying Florence Macarthy, whom he has loved

hopelessly all along, and who has been at once his

guardian angel, guide, philosopher, and friend. All

Lady Morgan's novels are characterised by the same
theatrical construction. Her theatrical descent and early

associations account for her use of stao:e effects and
melo-dramatic expedients. This love of mystery, dis-

guise, and rapid changes of scene (for the heroines are

all gifted, if not with ubiquity, at least with the power
of being in one place in a miraculously short space of

time, after having been seen in another, a long way
offj give an element of romance to Lady Morgan's

novels, Avliich remove them from real life or "the light

of common day." It perhaps enables readers to go
patiently through political discussions and statistical

details of the then existing state of things in Ireland,

which otherwise would not have been tolerated, but it

gives an air of trick and mannerism which, to say the

best, is meretricious; but in spite of criticism and sober

judgment, it makes them extremely entertaining.

14*
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CHAPTEK XV.

OUT OP ENGLAND INTO FRANCE — 1818.

Lady Morgan was still engaged in completing

Florence Macarthy^ when Colburn went to press with it

early in March, though it was not more than half

finished. He had his own reasons for pressing forwards

the publication. He had an idea. This idea was to

follow up the success he had had with the work on

France^ by producing another of a similar class upon

Italy.

In March, 1818, Colburn wrote to Sir Charles and

Lady Morgan, proposing they should pay a visit to

Italy that year, and write a work upon that country,

similar in scope and design to the one that had been

so successful on France 5 Lady Morgan to write the

observations and sketches on men, manners, and the

things worthy of note; Sir Charles contributing the

chapters on the state of the laws, the influence of poli-

tics, and the condition of science and education. He
offered them two thousand pounds for the copyright.

They closed with the offer, and he wrote to thank

them, declaring that their frank acceptance of his offer

had put him in fresh spirits. He urged them to come
to London immediately, to make their final arrange-

ments. Sir Charles and Lady Morgan left Dublin rather

earlier this year, bringing Florence Macarthy to be

finished amid the brilliant bustle and distraction of a

London season.
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On tlieir way to London Sir Charles and Lady-

Morgan remained one night at Holyliead, the spot she

had so often visited when going to her old friend, Lady
Stanley. The dear friend was dead, and here is Lady
Morgan's record of her visit to the empty shrine.

"This is the first time I arrived at Holyhead with-

out the hope of seeing dear Lady Stanley standing at

her own gate, with Sir John on one side and Susanne
on the other with her shawls and dog. The gates were
now closed, and all looked gloomy and desolate."

Colburn had engaged rooms for them in Conduit

Street, and they were soon surrounded by all the gaiety

of London. Colburn was in high good humour, and so

enchanted with Florence McCarthy ^ in reading the

proofs, that in the enthusiasm of the moment he rushed

out and bought a beautiful parure of amethysts, which
he presented to Lady Morgan, as a tribute of admira-

tion, and perhaps, with a little hope of keeping her in

good humour. The whole of their stay in London and
Paris, en route to Italy, has been minutely chronicled

in the Odd Volume,* and there is no further need to

allude to it. It was a pleasant season of visits and
friends, old and new, but Lady Morgan wrote to her

sister —
"You are not to suppose we spend all our time in

idleness, for we study hard in our different depart-

ments. I give an hour to Italian every morning, and

have began a course of history, ancient and modern, to

rub up my memory before touching classic ground."

« Published by Bentley, 1858.
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Italy was not then the accessible holiday tour it

has since becoDie. There was enough of difficulty and
adventure to give the journey a dash of the heroic to

Lady Morgan's imagination, which loved to set all

things in theatrical array.

Whilst in London she received the following letter

from Madame Jerome Bonaparte. Madame Bonaparte

had returned to America, where she must have found

her position more irksome than in Paris, if her wrongs

had not been too great to leave room for petty vexa-

tions.

Madame Jerome Bonaparte to Lady Morgan.

May So, iSi 8.

My dear Lady Morgan,
I have not received a line from you since my ar-

rival in America, which I regret more than I can ex-

press to you. I wrote you a very long letter describing

the effect your work on France produced on its trans-

atlantic readers. The demand was so great, that it went
through three editions with us. I assure you that your

reputation here is as familiar and as great as in Europe,

where you are so justly admired. I wish I could see

and listen to you once more; but this, like all my
desires, must be disappointed, and I am condemned to

vegetate for ever in a country where I am not happy.

My son is very intelligent, and very good, and very

handsome — all these advantages add to the regret 1

experience at the destiny which compels me to lose life

in this region of ennui. You have a great deal of

imagination, but it can give you no idea of the mode
of existence inflicted on us. The men are all merchants;

and commerce, although it may fill the purse, clogs the
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brain; beyond their counting bouses they possess not a

single idea — they never visit except when tbey wish

to marry. The women are all occupied in les details de

menage^ and nursing children — these are useful occu-

pations, but do not render people agreeable to their

neighbours. I am condemned to solitude, which I find

less insupportable than the dull reunions which I might

sometimes frequent in this city. The men being all

bent on marriage do not attend to me because they

fancy I am not inclined to change the evils of my
condition for those they could find me in another.

Sometimes, indeed, I have been thought so enmnjee as

to be induced to accept very respectable offers; but

I prefer remaining as I am to the horror of marry-

ing a person I am indifferent to. You are very happy,

in every respect, too much so, to conceive what I

suffer here.

I have letters from Paris which say De Caze, the

Minister of Police, is created a peer, and is to marry

one of the Princesses de Beauveau, whom you know.

Clu''en pensez vous ? It appears very strange to my
recollections of the state of political feeling of the par-

ties, but nothing is too surprising to believe of politi-

cians. He is very handsome, at least, which is not a

bad thing in a husband; they say, too, that he has

talents, and great sensibility — of the last two I cannot

judge, as I saw him only en passant.

Paris offers too many agremens^ too many agreeable

recollections — among the latter you are my greatest —
and I think with pain that I shall perhaps never see

you again.

Mais cela n'empeche pas que je vous prie de lui dire

— that I recollect him with pleasure and regret, and
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that I beg to be remembered to him. I suppose you
will return to Paris, M^here I hope you will be happy

and pleased; it is very easy to be pleased and happy
in your situation, because every one is pleased with

you, and you are loved whenever you choose to be so_

The French admire you so much, that you ought to

live with them. Suppose you were to come to this

country, it is becoming the fashion to travel here and

to know something of us, and I assure you that if you
would spend some time here you might find materials

for an interesting work — de toutes les mcmieres^ you
would make any country interesting that you wrote

about. I wish I could return to Europe; but it is im-

possible — a single woman is exposed to so many dis-

agreeable comments in a foreign country; her life, too,

is so solitary except when in public, which is not half

the day, that it is more prudent for me to remain here;

besides, I have at present only eleven hundred pounds

a-year to spend, Avhich you know make only twenty-

five thousand francs — not enough to support me out

of my own family, where I have nothing to spend in

eating, or in carriages, rent, &c. I wish I could send

my son to Europe for his education; I should prefer

Edinburgh, but I know no one there to whom I could

entrust him. I should write you more frequently

were there any incidents in this dull place which

might interest you, or any anecdotes that could amuse
— there are, alas, none. 1 embroider and read, pour

me defaire de mon temps — they are the only distrac-

tions left me. Do you remember the description Ma-
dame de Stael gives of the mode of life Corinna found

in a country town in England, and the subjects of con-

versation at Lady Edgermon's table, which were limited
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to birtlis, marriages, aod deaths? I am so tired of

hearing these three important events discussed, and

my opinion of them has been so long decided, that it

is a misery to be born and to be married, I have pain-

fully experienced, without lessening my dread of death
— so you may imagine how little relish I have for the

conversation on these tv'tste topics, and how gladly I

seek refuge from listening to it by retiring to my own
apartment.

Adieu, my dear Lady Morgan — il ne faut pas voiis

ennuyer cVavanPige. Make my best love acceptable to

Sir Charles, and ask him to think sometimes of me.

Write to me, I entreat you. J'ai plus que jamais be-

soin de vos lettres pour me consoler de tout ce que j'ai

perdu en vous quittant pour revenir dans mon triste

pays. Have you a good college in Dublin? I might

send my son there in two years, perhaps, as I cannot

send him to France, and do not wish him educated in

England, where his name would not recommend him
to much favour.

I remain, most affectionately yours,

Eliza Patterson.

A letter from Lady Morgan to her sister, written

on their route to Paris, is a curious picture of what

travelling was in comparatively modern times. We
seem to be divided by a great gulf from those days,

— as wide as that which separates us from the feudal

times.
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Lady Morgan to Lady Clarhe.

Calais
,

August %7, 1818.

Here we are, my dear love, after a tremendous ex-

pense at the hotel at Dover, where we slept last night,

and embarked at twelve o'clock this morning, in a

stormy sea. The captain remained behind to try and
get more passengers, and the result was, that we re-

mained tossing in the bay near two hours, almost to the

extinction of our existence. In my life I never suffered

so much. As to Morgan, he was a dead man. The
whole voyage we were equally bad; and the ship could

not be got into port, — so we were flung, more dead

than alive, into a wretched sail boat, and how we got

on shore I do not know. It rairfed in torrents all the

time; but the moment I touched French ground, and
breathed French air, I got well. We came to our old

auberge^ MM. Maurices, and the first place we got to

was the kitchen fire, for we were wet and cold; —
and really, in that kitchen I saw more beauty than

at many of our London parties. Madame Maurice

and her daughter, are both handsome women. We
were obliged to have bedrooms opposite to the auherge^

as it was quite full, but the house, Madame told us,

belongs to ''''mama'^ She is herself about fifty, so

you may guess what "mama" is. She is admirable —
a powdered head, three feet high, and souflet gauze

winker cap. Our chamber-maid is worth anything.

She is not one of the kitchen beauties, par excmple;

but here she is — an ugly woman of seventy, in her

chemise, with the simple addition of a red corset and
a petticoat, several gold chains, and an immense cross
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of shiny stones on her neck, with long gold earrings,

and with such a cap as I wore at a masquerade. With
all this, her name is Melanie; and Melanie has beauty

airs as well as beauty name. Whilst she was lighting

our wood fire (for it is severely cold) I asked her some
questions about the Mr. Maurice. You may guess

what a personage he is, for she said — "Ah pour notre

Mr. Maurice on ne parle que de lui — partout Madame
on ne s'occupe que de notre Mr. Maurice." So much
for Miss Melanie and hev Mr. Grundy. We dined at

the table cVliote. We had an Englishman and his wife,

and a Frenchman only, for our company. The Eng-
lishman was delightful. We had a capital table, with

everything good, and in profusion; but the English-

man sat scowling, and called for all sorts of Enxjllsli

sauces^ said the fish was infamous, and found fault

with everything, and said to the waiter — "What do

you mean by your confounded sour mustard?" The
poor waiter to all his remarks only answered in Eng-
lish, "How is dat, sar?" The Burgundy was "such

d d stuff." And the last remark, "Why, your

confounded room has not been papered these twenty

years," was too much for our good breeding; and

we and the Frenchman laughed outright. Is it not

funny to see our countrymen leave their own country

for the sole pleasure of being dissatisfied with every-

thing ?

We leave this early to-morrow, and shall be in Paris

the next day, please God. Lafayette is to come up
for us to take us to his chateau; until, therefore, I

learn the post town of La Granje^ direct to the Hotel

d'Orleans, where we shall go on our arrival in Paris.

I feel myself so gay here already, that I am sure my
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elements are all French. A tliousand loves, and French

and Irish kisses to the darlings.

S. M.

The travellers passed through Paris and Geneva
into Italy. In Florence, they met Tom Moore, then

troubled with his leg. In Lady Morgan's papers is a

little note which may be given for the sake of the

story that follows.

Sunday nigilt, Octvber.

My dear Morgan,
This leg of mine seems inclined to turn out rather

a serious concern, and the sooner I avail myself of

your skill, the better. Can you make it convenient

to call upon me soon after breakfast to-morrow

morning ?

Yours very faithfully,

Thomas Moore.

This "leg" had been an ill of long standing. Moore
refers to it in several of his letters to his mother in

the previous year.

Lady Morgan used to tell, in a very droll manner,

a story about a visit that Sir Charles paid to Moore
whilst he was laid up with the leg of which he com-

plains in the preceding note. Moore was a good Ca-

tholic, or at least very orthodox in his opinions; Sir

Charles was neither. On this occasion, after examin-

ing and prescribing for the leg, he sat down on the

bedside and entered into a physiological and metaphy-

sical discussion. Moore, for a time, sustained his part,

until he became somewhat hardly pressed, when he

exclaimed —



SOJOURN IN ITALY — 1819. 221

"Oh, Morgan, talk no more, — consider my im-

mortal soul!"

"Damn your soul!" said Sir Charles, impatiently —
"attend to my argument."

Argument was not the strong point in Moore.

Moore mentions this conversation; but does not

make a story of it.

CHAPTER XVI.

SOJOURN IN ITALY 1819.

The ground mentioned in these letters has been

constantly travelled over since; but there is a fresh-

ness and vitality in Lady Morgan's description which

give it a peculiar charm. It is curious to contrast

the changes that have come over travelling since those

days.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarice.

Milan, Alberto Reale,
Ihuj, 1819.

My dear Love,

By this I trust you have received my letter from

Geneva,* which we left with difficulty and infinite

regret. We had entreaties and invitations to remain

for months to come, and as a temptation to bring us

back, we have the offer of a house and garden on the

Lake as long as we please to occupy it. We were

loaded with books and little presents at our departure,

and letters and notes of adieu, with the most flattering

* Published in " Odd Volume." — Bentleij, 1858.
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testimonies of esteem and even of affection. They
were all astonishment at what they termed my simpli-

city^ as they expected to find me a learned lady at all

points. The day before we departed we dined with

the Prince or Hospodar of Wallachia, Avho is travelling

with his charming family of three generations, his

Prime Minister, and a number of his court! What I

would have given if you had seen us in the midst of

their turbans and beards! the Princesses and the sweet

little children speaking nothing but Greek, and con-

versing with me by signs, all dressed in Greek cos-

tume and the servants in the beautiful Albanian dress!

The men speak French like Parisians, and we have

made up a great intimacy with Mavrocordato, the mi-

nister, who is young, handsome, and pleasant. The
women had eyebrows jiainted like a horseshoe down to

the nose. They set out for Italy the day after us, and

overtook us on the road with a suite of five carriages.

Our first day's journey from Geneva was through the

lovely valleys of Savoy to Chambery — the capital.

There we had letters, and found green peas, straw-

berries, and kind and enlightened people. Accompa-
nied by learned librarians and professors, we visited

the public institutions, and what interested me more,

the town and country house of Madame de Warrens.

For the whole of our journey, so far, see Rousseau's

Confessions. Here we found my France better known
than in Ireland, for although it was mise sur Vlndex^

that is interdicted by the government with Madame de

Stael's last work, I was assured that it was to be found

in almost every house.

Having passed two or three days in Chambery,

which is not much larger than Drogheda, we proceeded
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the next day through scenes of romantic beauty that

defy all descri23tion. At a lovely Alpine village —
Aquibelle, we were so delighted, that we made a halt,

and made some delightful little excursions on foot,

where no carriage could penetrate. Here the snow
inoimtains rose closely on us. The next day's journey
all appearances of spring gradually faded into a perfect

winter, the horrible grandeurs of the Alps multiplied

around us, and fatigued in spirits and imagination, we
reached the dreary little village of Lanslebourg late in

the evening, where all presented a Lapland scene,

nothing but snow and ice, and a hurricane blowing
from the mountains. We found at the foot of Mont
Cenis, which we were to begin to ascend the next

morning, an inn kept by a good little Englishwoman,
and I believe, next to finding myself at your chimney
corner, this truly English inn gave me the greatest

pleasure I could feel. It snowed all night, and we
began our ascent in a shower of snow, with four stout

horses and two postilions dragging our light carriage.

My imagination became completely seized as we pro-

ceeded, and I sat silent for near seven hours, my teeth

clenched, my hands closed, my whole existence ab-

sorbed in the sublime horror that surrounded me. The
clouds that form your sky were rolling at our feet,

and the pinnacles of the mountains were confronted

with the dark vapours which formed their Alpine

firmaments in stormy weather. We had a slight

glimpse of what they call "/e tounnente^'' which obliges

travellers to employ guides to hold down the carriage

on each side to prevent its being carried away. We
had three feet of snow under our wheels; but the road

was otherwise fine. Such a noble work, such a menu-
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ment of the mighty means and great views of Bona-
parte! As we descended, a slow spring gradually

opened on us, the snows were melting, the trees bud-

ding, and once arrived in the lovely plains of Lom-
bardy, the same glowin;:^ summer presented itself we
had left in the valleys of Savoy. We passed a day at

the first Italian town we reached, Susa, at the foot of

Mont Cenis, and with the old Governor, with whom
we had a delightful scene. The next day we arrived

at Turin — a pretty city of palaces — took a hand-

some apartment in the Hotel de I'Europe, and sent out

our letters of presentation by our Italian valet de place.

The next day the whole town of Turin was down on

us. Some of the corps diplomatiqiie ^ some of the mi-

nisters and officers of the Court, the Prussian Ambas-
sador and Ambassadress, the Prince Hohenzollern , the

principal physicians and professors-, — all left their

cards and offers of service. The Countess of Val-

pergua, one of the leaders of the haute noblesse^ took

us at once to herself, and without the least form or

ceremony, told us that in the first place we must com-

mand her carriages, and horses, and her box at the

opera. The night after our arrival she made a ball

for us and introduced us personally to the whole Pied-

montese nohJessr. The palace Valpergua, was the first
j

Italian great house I saw, and the suite of rooms we
passed through that night were, I think, more spacious

and numerous than the rooms of state at the Castle,

though Madame Valpergua told me she had only

opened half the suite. A few nights afterwards, the

Prussian Ambassadress made a ball for us equally

brilliant. She told me that she had lately been at

Baden, and that the Princess of Baden, hearing I was
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travelling, was very anxious to see me and pay us

every attention — that they had both spent a night

crying over The Missionary. But what flattered us

infinitely more, was the attention of the Count de

Balbo, minister, who, as head of the University, gave
orders that all the professors should attend to receive

us. At the University, imagine my shame to see all

the learned muftis in their robes, each in his depart-

ment, receiving us at the doors of their halls and col-

leges. In the Cabinet de Physique, they prepared all

sorts of chemical experiments for us, &c. , &c. These
poor gentlemen were under arms three days for us.

I must give you one of our days at Turin. From
nine to twelve, morning, we received visits from pro-

fessors and literati who accompanied us to see the

sights. Every one dined at two o'clock. Between
four and five, regularly, the Countess Valpergua called

for us in an open carriage, and we drove to see some
villa near the town. By seven o'clock we were back

for the Corso, where all the nobility drive up and down
till the opera begins. From thence we went to a

coffee-house and had ices, and then to the Opera,

where, during the whole night, visits were received,

and everything was attended to but the music, by
eleven we were at home. The Court was at Genoa;

but the Master of the Ceremonies showed us the palace

from top to bottom.

At last here we are, in the ancient capital of Lom-
bardy, now under the government of the Emperor of

Austria, whose brother, the Arch-Duke Regnier, is the

lord-lieutenant here. Milan is a very fine city, and as

far as we have gone, a delightful residence for us.

The Count Confalonieri, and his lovely Countess, came

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. 15
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to us the moment of our arrival, and from that moment
attentions, visits, friendship, and services on all sides.

Madame Confalonieri began by taking us to the Corso,

one of the great places of exhibition, and introducing

us at the Casino, where the nobility are exclusive, and

where even professional men are not admitted, and

then insisting on our considering her opera-box as ours

during our residence here. Thus presented, our suc-

cess was undoubted-, but we found it was already pre-

pared for us by the eternal France^ and by Morgan's

work in French, sent here from Geneva.* Xot only

the liberal party have visited and invited us, but the

Austrian Commander-in-Chief and his wife have been

to see us, and we have spent an evening there. We
dined yesterday at the Count de Porrio's, whose palace

is celebrated for its Etruscan vases, &c., &c. The
Italian dinner is very elegant; the table is covered

with alabaster vases, flowers, fruit, and all sorts of

ornaments; the soups and meats, are served on the

side-table, cut up, and handed round by the servants,

so all is kept cool and fresh — the great object of

their lives here. From the only English residents

here, we have received the kindest and most hospitable

attentions. These are Lord and Lady Kinnaird, and

Colonel and Lady Martha Keating.

The Opera-house is considerably larger than the

Opera-house at Loudon, and truly magnificent and im-

posing; but the stage only is lighted: the women go

in great bonnets, and it is, therefore, by no means so

brilliant or enjoyable as ours. The orchestra is im-

mense, and the scenery, for beauty and taste, beyond
what you can imagine; and the ballet the finest in

* Outlines of the Physiology of Life.
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Europe as a drama, tliough the dancing- is bad; as soon

as the ballet begins, every one attends. They have
played one wretched opera for these forty nights back,

for they don't change these entertainments ten times

a year. Last night we had a new one brought out,

and helped to damn it. God bless you all, dear loves,

and send me safe back to you! S. M.

Lady Morgan's descriptions remind one of Beck-

ford's Italy ^ and the Italian novels of Mrs. Radcliffe;

especially of some of the pages in the Mysteries of

Udolpho. These scenes had not then been expounded
by Murray's Guide Books, or hackneyed by "summer
tourists." The freshness of "better days" still hangs

over them!

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarice.

Lake of Como, Villa Fontana,
June 26, i8i9.

The attentions of the Milanese increase with our

residence among them, and j)ersons of all parties,

Guelphs and Ghibellines, have united to pay us at-

tention. The Ex-minister of the Interior made a

splendid entertainment for us at his beautiful villa, as

did the Trivulgis, and a Marquis de Sylvas, of whose

villa and gardens there are many printed accounts.

We were told there was no hospitality in Italy. We
not only dined out three times a w^eek on an average,

but we have had carriages and horses so much at our

service, that though we have made several excursions

of twenty and thirty miles into the country, we never

had occasion to hire horses but once, and that was to

go toPavia, where we spent a few days, and made the

15*
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acquaintance of old Volta, the inventor of the voltaic

battery. We "went with the Count and Countess Con-

falonieri to see Monza, and its magnificent cathedral,

where the iron crown of Lombardy is kept. The dif-

ficulty and ceremonies attending on this, convince

me that the travellers (not even Eustace who mentions

so lightly having seen this relic), have never seen it at all.

We had an order expedited the night before from the

Arch-Duke to the chanoines of Monza, who received

us in grand pontificals at the gates of the church, as

did the Grand-Master of the imperial suite at the

palace of Monza, where the Arch-Duke resides. We
have also been to see the Grand Chartreuse, and in

all my life I was never so entertained-, but as to

churches, and pictures, and public edifices, and in-

stitutions, my head is full of nothing else. To tell the

truth, we became latterly quite overcome and exhausted

by the life we led, for we never knew one moment's

quiet, nor had time to do anything. We had been

offered the use of two beautiful villas on the Lake of

Como, for nothing; one of them, the Villa Someriva,

one of the handsomest palaces in Lombardy. We left

Milan ten days back, and have since lived in a state

of enchantment, and I really believe in fairy land. I

know not where to refer you for an account of the

Lake of Como except to Lady M. W. Montague's Let-

ters. The lake is fifty miles long, and the stupendous

and magnificent mountains which embosom it, are

strewn along their edges, with the fantastic villas of

the nobility of Milan, to which, as there is no road,

there is no approach but by water. We took boat at

the pretty antique town of Como, and literally landed

in the drawing-room of the Villa Tempi. The first
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things I perceived were the orange and lemon trees,

laden with fruit, growing in groves in the open air; the

American aloes, olive trees, vines, and mulbemes, all

in blossom or fruit, covering the mountains almost to

their summits. The blossoms and orange flowers, with

the profusion of roses and wild pinks, were almost too

intoxicating for our vulgar senses.

The next day we set off on our aquatic excursions

through regions the wildest, the loveliest, the most
romantic that can be conceived. We landed at all the

curious and classical points — at Pliny's fountain, the

site of his villa, &c., — and after a course of twenty-

five miles, reached my villa of Someriva, which we
found to be a splendid palace, all marble, surrounded

by groves of orange trees, but so vast, so solitary, so

imposing, and so remote from all medical aid, that I

gave up the idea of occupying it, and we rowed off to

visit other villas, and at last set up our boat at a

pretty inn on the lake, where we sat up half the night

watching the arrival of boats and listening to the

choruses of the boatmen. The next day we returned,

and after new voyages found a beautiful little villa on

the lake, ten minutes row from Como, which we have

taken for two months, at six pounds a month. The
villa Fontana consists of two pavilions, as they are

called here, or small houses of two storeys, which are

separated by a garden. In one reside the Signor and

Signora, our hosts, with a charming family, in the

other reside the Signor and Signora Morgan, with an

Italian valet de chambre. These pavilions are on the

lake in a little pyramid ; the vines and grapes festooned

from tree to tree, and woven into a canopy above.

The lake spreads before us with all its mountain
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beauties and windings. To the right lies the town of

Como, with its gothic cathedral. Immediately behind

us, on every side, rise the mountains which divide

Italian Switzerland from Lombardy, covered with

vines, olives and lime trees, and all this is lighted by
a brilliant sun and canopied by skies bright, and blue,

and cloudless. We have already made some excursions

into these enchanting mountains, which are like culti-

vated gardens raised into the air-, and walked within

a mile of the Swiss frontier. We have a boat belong-

ing to the villa anchored in the garden, into which we
jump and row off. But of all the delights, imagine

that shoals of foolish fish float on the surface of the

lake in the evening, and that Morgan, who ambitioned

nothing but a nibble on the Liffey line, here catches

the victims of his art by dozens! Our villa consists

of seven pretty rooms on the upper ^floor, and four

below. The floors are stone, sprinkled with water two

or three times a-day, the walls painted in fresco, green

jalousies and muslin draperies, and yet with all these

cooling precautions, the heat obliges us to sit still all

day. There is only one circumstance that reconciles

me to your not sharing our pleasures, and that is a

small matter of thunder and lightning, which comes

about two days out of three, and is sometimes a little

too near and too loud for the nerves of some of my
friends. At this present moment it shakes the house,

and the rain is falling as if Cox of Kilkenny was
coming again. If, by the time we return, I don't make
"Les serpens d'envie sifler dans votre coeur" with my
Spanish guitar, my name is not Oliver! Morgan is

making great progress on the guitar. I think it would
amuse you to witness the life we lead here. We rise
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early, and as our house is a perfect smotlier, we open

the blinds (the sashes are never shut), and paradise

biu-sts on us with a sun and sky that you never dreamt

of in your philosophy. We breakfast under our arcade

of vines, and the table covered with peaches and
nectarines, while the fish literally pop their heads out

of the lake to be fed, though Morgan, like a traitor,

takes them by hundreds. Excej)t you saw him in a

yellow muslin gown and straw hat, on the lake of

Como, you have no idea of human felicity! All day
we are shut up in our respective little studies, in which

the light scarcely penetrates, for the intolerable heat

obliges every one to remain shut up during the middle

of the day, and the houses and villages look as if they

were uninhabited. At two o'clock we dine, at five,

drink tea, and then we are off to the mountains, and

frequently don't come back till night, or else we are

on the lake; but in either instance we are in scenes

which no pencil could delineate, nor pen describe. The
mountains with their valleys and glens are covered

with fig-trees, chestnuts, and olive-trees, and with the

lovely vineyards which are formed into festoons and

arcades, and have quite another appearance from the

stunted vineyards of France. The other day, after

dinner, we walked on till we came to some barriers,

where we were stopped by douaniers. We asked where

we were, and found it was Switzerland. So, having

walked through a pretty Swiss village, and admired a

sign, "William Tell," we walked back to Italy to tea.

We are by no means destitute of society, some of our

Milanese nobles come occasionally to their villas on

the lake, and we are always asked to join the party.

The Commandant de la Ville continues to give us tea
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parties, and we have three very nice English families,

of whom we see a good deal (that is, as much as we
like). One consists of three sisters, heiresses, and

nieces to the Bishop of Rochester, the Misses King.

They are sensible, oii-handed women, travel about

with no protection but a Newfoundland dog, though

still youngish, and are equally independent in every

other respect. They were so anxious to know us, and

so fearful of intruding, that the youngest {(Irule de

corps) was coming in disguise as an Italian lady (be-

cause English women, they said, have no right to force

themselves on me), with some story to get admittance!

Another family, Mr. Laurie's, English people of fashion,

with seven children, a French governess, an Irish tutor,

and an English housekeeper. Our last and most

delightful is Mrs. Lock and three charming daughters;

she is aunt to the Duke of Leinster, being the old

duchess's daughter, by Ogilvie. She is connected with

all the first and cleverest people in England, and
smacks of all that's best in the best way. She was,

she said, a long time negociating the business of an

introduction to me, and at last effected it by getting

a dinner made on the lake, to which we were invited.

Since then we are in constant correspondence, either

by voyages on the lake or by notes. We dined there

the other day, and by way of amusing the sweet girls,

who are shut up in the loveliest but most solitary site,

I announced a party in my vineyard; and there were

the Kings, and my Austrian commandant, and some
of his officers and Spanish guitars, and a little band
of music and fireworks, provided by the young Signori

of my host's family; there was tea, and cakes, and all

sorts of things laid on the ten'ace by the lake; and
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Mrs. Lock's boat approached in view, and the heavens

looked transcendently bright, when lo! up rose one of

the lake hurricaues, the lightning flashed, the thunder

rolled, tea, cakes, and fireworks were carried into

the air, and poor Mrs. Lock, after tossing for five

hours in a boat, which at every moment threatened to

be overset, was too hajDpy to land at midnight, two

miles off, at a wretched little village, and pass the

night at a cabaret or miserable public house. So much
for my Como news!

The weather has been splendid; the heat was at

ninety degrees of our thermometer for some days. In

the midst of the glories of this beautiful clime these

sudden storms burst forth, and while they last, spoil

all. Among our Comoesque amusements, one is going

to the festivals of the saints on the mountains, and to

the churches. To-morrow we are to have an opera in

Como, with a company from Milan, and the Comman-
dant has given us his box. There has been an im-

perial fete at Milan, called a carousal^ for which we
had an imperial invitation-, but as court dresses were

necessary, we thought it not worth the expense. We
are delighted with the good family of our host here;

they are, Don Giorgo and Donna Teresa, the heads;

he is ready for the "Padrone," and excellent in his

way; she, the best woman in the world; but as they

speak Milanese, and very little Italian, we get on as it

pleases heaven. The chief beau is the eldest son, a

major in the army, and aide-de-camp to his uncle, a

general; he is "Don Gallias," and my "poor servant

ever," for he absolutely watches our looks and antici-

pates our wishes. Then two younger sons, handsome

lads, come home for their college vacation, and two



234 LADY morgan's memoirs.

pretty, brown, black-eyed girls, Donna Giovana and

Donna Rosina — nothing can equal tlieir gaiety and

noise. They live in the garden, and the young men
are delightfully musical. The talent for music here is

as common as speech. The children walk hand in

hand and sing in parts almost from the cradle. On
Sundays, the recreation of the peasantry is to get into

boats, and float on the lake, and sing in chorus, which

they do wonderfully, but you never hear a solo, though

there is nothing but singing from morning till night.

Such is our life, circle, and society here! Considering

the remoteness of our habitation ce ne'st pas mal. I

forgot to mention we have an ex-ambassador and his

gay, French wife, and some Capuchin friars, and that

I was most gallantly received by the monks of a most

famous college here — one of them, the finest head I

ever beheld. Nothing can equal the beauty of some of

the fine heads here, of our young hosts in particular;

but there is also the most hideous race, called Cretins,

that ever nature sent into the world to disgrace her

handy v/orks; they are precisely the figure of nut-

crackers, that we have in toy-shojDS, not above two feet

high, with the head almost on the knees, but mon-
strously gay and self-conceited.

I labour, as usual, four or five hours a-day. I think

I shall do the best that I have done yet, and that my
great glory is to come. Lord Byron is, I hear, at

Bologna. We have read his Don Juan. It is full of

good fun, excellent hits, and a moiirir de rive. His

blue-stocking lady is sketched off wickedly well, but

his shipwreck is horrible, bad taste, bad feeling, and

bad policy. I see they have put in the French papers

that I have left Italy for Vienna. I don't know the
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motive. What is to be done about Moore? We were
going to write to Byron about him, poor fellow!

Love to Clarke ; kisses to the children — scms adieu !

S. M.

Moore's deputy at Bermuda had, at this time, em-

bezzled a large sum of money, for which Moore was
held responsible.

CHAPTER XVII.

LETTERS AXD GOSSIP.

A LETTER, from excellent Lady Charleville, carries

us back to the time when Tales of the Ilall^ Mazeppa^

and Don Jiian^ were the "last new poems!"

Lady Charleville to Lady Morgan.

London,
Julj i.J, 1819.

Mr DEAR Madam,
Had I required to learn the uncertainty of all hu-

man projects being fulfilled, my now sad tale had

taught it me. After a consultation here, a warm cli-

mate was held to be good for Lord Charleville, and I

had no doubt of quitting England forthwith, but my
son's illness forbids our emigration; thus sinks, for the

second time, to the ground, my hope of selfish relief

for myself, and advantage to my children by foreign

travel, and observation of man in other climes. Upon
receipt of your kind letter, / went to Colburn, whose
answer, perfectly unsatisfactory as to fact, was to re-
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quire your address, which I have sent. Florence Macar-

thy is in the fifth edition, and it has been dramatised

with good effect at the Surrey Theatre, where the Heart

of Mid Lothian was better arranged by far than at

Covent Grarden! Lord Byron's Mazeppa has a beauti-

ful description of wild horses, that makes amends for

every line of the other trifles which swell his pamphlet,

and Crabbe's Tales of the Hall have the nature and
morality of his former works, and are still more prosaic.

Scott's new tales offer one very beautiful story — The

Bride of Lammermoor — and one bloody and dull

Legend of Montrose. Lord Byron's Don Juan I have

not yet got; but / hear it is not personal, but very im-

pious and very immoral; however, this may be as false

as the other distorted account of it, and, write what he

may, his is a great genius unhappily directed.

Lord and Lady Westmeath's separation for temper,

and the overthrow of Lord Belfast's marriage and for-

tunes, by Lord Shaftesbury having discovered that the

Marquis and Marchioness of Donegal were married

under age by licence^ and not by banns, which renders

it illegal, and bastardizes their children irreparably, is

the greatest news of the upper circles at present. The
young lady had said she married only for money;
therefore, for her, no pity is shown; but poor Lord
Belfast, to lose rank, fortune, and wife at once, at

twenty years of age, is a strong and painful catastrophe

to bear properly. I hear Mr. Chichester (rightful heir

now) behaves well; but he cannot prevent the entail

affecting his heirs, nor the title descending to him from

his cousin.

There have been half a dozen marriages, and an-

other dozen are about to take place. Lady J. Moore
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to Mr. "William Peele; Lord Temple, Lady M. Camp-
bell; Mr. Xeville, Lady Jane Cormvallis; Mr. Packeii-

ham, Miss Ponsonby, and so on, &c.

This letter is a true account of a most agitating,

frightful state of mind, that required all the effort that

I was capable of to enable me to seem like other people

before my dear child, for he judged his state by my
impressions of it as they appeared to him, and I did

act a difficult and a cruel part, laughing and telling

tales to him when I thought all lost!!

Farewell; and to your better pencil I consign all

the glories of Italian scenery; may you, in Sir Charles's

health, find a recompence and a joy such as I wish

you, to sweeten life and reward your real merits.

PS. I have just finished Don Juan — it is beauti-

fully written, not immoral, not personal. Farewell; I

am always your Ladyship's sincere friend.

C. M. Charleville.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarle.

September 3, 1819.

Here we are again, and here, owing to the kind-

ness and hospitality of our Milanese friends, we sojourn

for two days. You never saw such lamentation as our

departure from Como produced. The Locks came over

in a storm to see us, and we were obliged to contrive

beds for some of them, who remained with us all night.

The poor dear Fontanas parted from us with tears in

their eyes; the Kings said they would follow us, and

we had a little crov^^d of friends round our carriage.
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All this is very gracious in a foreign country, and, in-

deed, without vanity, I must say we have hitherto in-

spired affection and made friends wherever we have

been. The moment we reached our Albergo Reale, we
had all our old cronies of Milan. A large dinner party

was made to day at Count de Porro's, who has been

one of the kindest persons we have met with in Italy;

he has two superb villas on the Lake of Como, to

which he took us the day before we left Como. It

was the festival of the Saint of the Lake; we went to

church in the morning where high mass was celebrated

by the Bishop; we had the finest opera music that

could be selected — I never heard anything so im-

posing and splendid; in Ireland they have no notion

what the catholic religion is. At night we had fire-

works on the lake, accompanied by thunder and light-

ning. There is scarcely a note of printed music, you
are obliged to have all copied; but the backwardness

of this unfortunate country is incredible. We have just

returned from a dinner party, after which we went to

pay visits, as is the fashion here, to the Marchesa

Trivulgi, who is a patient of Morgan's at present, and

on whose account we remain a day longer than we in-

tended. I will describe one visit that will do for all.

The palace Trivulgi is a great dark building; we enter

the court, which is surrounded by a pillared arcade,

and go up a flight of great stone stairs into the wait-

ing-room; the servants permit us to pass in silence, and

we continue our route through eight immense and su-

perb rooms, all dimly lighted, the floors marble, and

the hangings silk, &c., &c. This suite terminates in a

beautiful boudoir, where we found the Marchioness on

her canape ^ with a small circle of visitors. At nine
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o'clock, the visiting is over at home, and then the

whole world is off for the Opera. Direct your next,

Florence, poste restante. S. M.

In contrast with the tone of keen enjoyment in

Lady Morgan's letters, here is one from Madame
Jerome Bonaparte. She has come from America to

Geneva, and finds herself almost as uneasy in one place

as the other. It was as much the custom then to be

ruined in America by "commercial speculations," as

it has continued to be since; but whether ruined or

prosperous, her letters are always pleasant.

Madame Patterson Bonajmrte to Lady Morgan.

Geneva
,

Ocloher i, -1819.

My dear Lady Morgan,
Your letter from Casa Fontana reached me yester-

day. I cannot imagine the cause of this long delay,

as it appears, from the direction you gave me for the

1st of September, that the letter was written previ-

ously, the date you neglected putting. I am very

anxious to see you again , to assure you of an affection

which absence has not diminished, to listen to you once

more, and to relate to you my adventures since our

separation. I had heroically resolved to support the

ennui of my fate in America, and should never have

ventured another voyage to Europe could I have
found the means of education for my son which exist

here; but either he must have remained ignorant or I

was compelled to leave the repose of my fauteuil, there-

fore, I did not hesitate to sacrifice my personal com-
fort for his advantage.
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You know we have been nearly ruined in America,

by commercial speculations, and even I have suffered,

as my tenants are no longer able to pay me the same
rents, and the banks have been obliged to diminish the

amount of yearly interest which I formerly received

from them; these inconveniences are, however momen-
tane^ and I flatter myself that in a year or two, tout ira

h'len; it is, however, provoking enough to find one's

income curtailed at a moment when I most required

it; my son's education, too, demands no inconsiderable

expense, and as you know, his father never has and
never iviU contribute a single farthing towards his

maintenance. We have no correspondence with him
since the demand I made two years ago, which was
merely that he would pay some part of his necessary

expenditure; this he positively refused, therefore, I

consider myself authorized to educate him in my own
way. I wish I could see you again; it was so unfor-

tunate for me that you had left Geneva before my ar-

rival. I fear, too, that you will not return this way,

and it is impossible for me to leave my son without

protection in a foreign country. Your Florence Macar-
thy is the most delightful creatui-e, and had the

greatest success with us; by the way, you should take

into consideration with your bookseller in London, the

profits which accrue to him from the sale of your works
in America, where they are as much sought after as

in Europe. This town is intolerably expensive, quite

as much so as Paris; there exists, too, an esprit de

corps ^ or dc coterie^ appalling to strangers, — I mean
to ivoman strangers, for men are Ics bien venus 2?ar tout;

it is quite api'opSs that I did not contemplate amuse-

ment, or petits soins during my seJoiiVy and that I came
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seulement par devoir. Tliey have a custom liere parmi

les gens du haiit dc prendre a uii iiriv tres fort des

etrangers en pension seulement ''^pour leur agrenient.^'

In these geuteel boarding-houses there is no feast to be

found, unless it be the feast of reason; the hosts are

too spirituel to imagine that their pcnsionnaires possess

a vulgar appetite for meat and vegetables, tarts and

custards, but as I cannot subsist altogether on the con-

templation of la belle Nature, I have taken a comfort-

able apartment for six months, en ville, where I hope

I shall get something to eat. La belle nature^ Mont
Blanc, le Lac de Geneve, le beau coucher du soleil, le

lever magnifique de la lune, are in the mouth of every

one here, and paroissent tenir lieu de toute autre chose.

I am writing you all this; my letter will, perhaps,

never reach you. Adieu, my dear friend; tell Sir

Charles everything amiable for me, and be convinced

of the sincerity of my affection for you both.

My health is entirely restored, and I am much less

in the genre larmoyant than when you saw me, — I

was so ill, physiquement, that I had not sufficient force

to support les maux morales. I am so happy that I did

not go to Edinburgh; the climate here is finer; living,

although dear enough, cheaper, and the language,

French, — more desirable for my son than English,

which he knows; in short, a toute prendre, I am better

here than I could possibly have been in Great Britain.

"Why do you persist in living in Ireland? I am sure

you would be delightfully circumstanced in any other

place. E. P.

The above would reach Lady Morgan in Florence,

at which city she arrived early in October. Before

Lady Murgan's Memoirs. II. 1^
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giving her own account of her journey, we present a

billet from the Comtesse d'Albany , the widow of Charles

Stuart and of Alfieri! The words are little, a mere

permission to visit the Ducal library, but gracefully

courteous. If we could transfer the autograph to the

reader, the clear, firm, round, legible writing, — he

would look at it with an interest borrowed from the

fortunes of the writer.

Tlie Countess of Albany to Lady Morgan.

Ce Mercredi, October iS, 1819, a o heures.

La Comtesse d'Albany n'a pas oublie quelle devait

procurer a Lady Morgan le plaisir de voir la biblio-

th^que du Grand Due. Elle sera la maitresse d'y aller

Vendredi prochain 18 du Mai depuis dix heures jusqu'a

deux ou bien Lundi si ce jour ne lui convient pas.

Elle est priee de ne pas passer I'heure de deux, le

Bibliothecaire etant oblige d'aller a la compagne. La
Comtesse d'Albany profite avec empressement de Foc-

casion d'assurer Lady Morgan de sa consideration et

de tout ce qui lui est dii.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarh.

Florence, Palazzo Corsini,

October %8th, 1819.

We left you setting off for Florence. At the opera

the Counts Confalonieri and Visconti told us we were

mistaken, and that we were going with them the next

morning to Genoa! Without more ceremony they

ran off with our passport to the police and got it

changed, and finalemente ^ as we say in Italy, we set off

next day for Genoa. Our journey lay partly over the
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Apennines; we began to ascend them a little before

the jDurple sunset of Italian skies, and pursued our

route by moonlight, and never did any light shine upon
scenes more romantically lovely. Nothing was want-

ing. In the cleft of a mountain we heard a funeral

chaunt, and the next moment appeared a procession of

monks, their faces covered, and only their eyes seen,

— horrible, but strange and new to me. We slept

that night on the top of the mountain, and the next

day, having walked more than we drove, we beheld

"Genoa the superb" at the foot of the Apennines,

and the Mediterranean spreading far and wide. Our
hotel lay on its banks, and we had scarcely dined,

when we were invited to go on board a British ship of

war that lay in the bay (the Glasgow, Captain Mait-

land). Accompanied by our Italian friends, off we
sailed. There never was anything to equal the em-

pressment of the officers and their kindness to me. I

left them my fan, and they gave me one. They had

tea for us, and I was so delighted with this most mag-
nificent spectacle, that I went down between decks

and saw three hundred sailors at supper, notwithstand-

ing the heat was at one hundred degrees. The result

was that the next day I was seized with rheumatism,

&c. , and never knew one hour's health during the

fortnight I remained there; still, I struggled against it,

as I had so much to see, to learn, and to hear, —
went about to visit all the palaces, — oh, such ancient

splendour! Churches, hospitals, and institutions! —
All the learned professors, head physicians, &c. , waited

on Morgan. The Commander-in-Chief himself, who
came to us the moment w^e arrived, with his aides de

camp, accompanied him to the different hospitals, and
16*
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lie was solicited to give his opinion of the disorder of

a young heir to a great family, which he did with suc-

cess. This family, and that of the Marchese Pallavic-

cini, are the first in the town; they were among the

first also to come forward. They asked us to a splendid

ball and dinner, and we took so well that they insisted

on our considering their table as ours, and dining with

them every day. "VVe did so as long as my health and

the fatigue of going, to their villa would admit of the

thing. But oh, that you could see us going! You
must know that the old republican streets of Genoa
are so narrow, one excepted, that carriages cannot ply,

as the town is built up against the Apennines, and the

villa Pallaviccini is perched on the steepest; there is no

going there, but being carried in sedan chairs, and this

is the way Morgan and I went every day; for nothing

but a goat and a Genoese chairman could scale those

precipices. The night of the ball, all the officers of

the Glasgow went in this manner. Apropos, one of the

officers came on shore to see us, and sent up his name,

Mr. Marcus Brownrigg. It was no other than "I am
your man, and I'll carry your cane," thrown into a

very charming and gentlemanly young man. I never

saw so kind a creature. He said he had orders to bring

the Captain's boat and ten men for me as often as ;I

pleased. He came with this set-out twice, and was in

despair that I could not go. He wrote me an elegant

note to tell me so, but alas! after near a fortnight's

struggle, and going out every day sick and weary, I

was knocked down fairly, or rather foully, with a

bilious complaint that threatened fever. There was
no getting a breath of air, — I suffocated; however,

Morgan was nurse, doctor, all, and himself far from
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well. In fact, in despair of my recovering in this

scorching climate, he wrapped me up one fine morning
and threw me from my bed to the carriage, and set off

with me for Bologna. The moment we began to de-

scend the mountains and get into the fresh, delicious

plains of Lombardy, I recovered, and we both got well

by the time we reached Parma, where the late empress

of Europe reigns over a dreary, desolate, and gloomy
country town. Her only amusement is the opera, and

such an opera! a narrow lozenge box, lighted with

five tallow candles. We staid to see the churches

and Correggio's paintings, and would have staid longer,

but we were entirely hunted out by the bugs. Modena,

though a royal residence, is a sad set out, and the

whole of this earthly paradise broken up into little

states, neglected, poor, melancholy, presents but one

great ruin. We gladly escaped from these little ca-

pitals to the lovely magnificent country. The vines

festooned from tree to tree, present their luxurious fruit

to any hand that will pluck them. It was the vintage,

and I never saw such contrasts as the comfortless aspect

and misery of the people, and the enchantment and

plenty of the scenery.

Arrived at Bologna, we sent out our letters, and

the next day were visited by all that was delightful

and distinguished in the town. The Countess Sempe-

riva, a young, pretty, clever widow, took us at once

under her wing; her carriage was at our door every

morning to take us to see the galleries, palaces, &c.,

She made a delightful dinner party for us, so did our

banker, at his villa-, a Madame Martinelli, the Beauty

and Wit of Bologna, was equally kind, and made two

very elegant evening parties for us; at the last we
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found Crescentini , singing some of his own delightful

compositions at the piano; and Sir Humphrey and
Lady Davy; nothing could be more cordial than he

was, though he is completely turned into a fine man
upon town. All the cleverest professors called on

Morgan, and when he went to the hospitals he was
complimented on his work [Oatlines of the Physiology of

Life)^ which, by-the-bye, has taken wonderfully in Italy,

and procured him infinite fame; a second edition of the

French translation has appeared. When we arrived at

Bologna , they recommended us our apartments by
telling us they were well aired, as Lord Byron only

left them the day before. You may suppose he came
to Bologna to visit the learned body of that ancient

university, or consult its famous library. Not a bit of it.

He came to carry off a young lady.

The hotels at Florence are handsome, comfortable,

and expensive. We set up at the Nova-Yorka, kept

by an Englishwoman. Our arrival being known, some
of the principal persons came to visit us instcniter;

the Prince Corsini (minister of the interior)," Prince

Borghese (Bonaparte's brother-in-law), the Countess

D'Albany, widow of the last Pretender, and the fair

friend of Alfieri. Several of the learned came to see

Morgan, — Lord Burghersh, the Ambassador, and Lady
Burghersh, Lady Florence Lindsay, and her charming

daughters, and lots of my Paris Wednesday evening

acquaintances of all nations. The Countess D'Albany,

who never goes out, asked us immediately; she is "at

home" every evening, and holds quite a royal circle.

All her fine gold plate, the finest I ever saw, was dis-

played. The circle is most formal, and you will scarce

believe, and I am ashamed to say, she kept the seat of
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honour vacant for me, next herself. It was in vain, last

night (for we go to her constantly), that when ambas-

sadresses and princesses were announced, I begged to

be allowed to retreat, she would not hear of it. You
have no idea the sensation this makes among the folks

here, as she is reckoned amazingly high and cold. She

has remains of the beauty so praised |by Alfieri. But

the kindest of all persons is the minister, Corsini. He
made a splendid dinner for us at his most magni-

ficent palace, to which he invited all the noted literary

characters in Tuscany, a reunion^ they say, almost

unknown here. We were invited to dine at the Eng-

lish Ambassador's, where we had a large party.

Last night we went to Madame D'Albany's full of

your letter, delighted with its dear, welcome contents,

but quite triste about Moore. I had scarcely taken

my seat by the legitimate Queen of England, when
Lord Burghersh brought up a dashing beau, who was

no other than "brave Colonel Camac," who told me
that he had been all day roving about looking for us,

for a friend who had just arrived; — it was no other

than Anacreon Moore! Accordingly, while we were at

breakfast next morning, enter brave Colonel Camac and

Moore! By the advice of all friends he has taken a

trip to Italy, till something can be done to better his

affairs; he travelled with Lord John Russell, but parted

company with his lordship to visit his friend Byron,

at Venice. Moore said we were expected at Venice,

and that he had heard of us everywhere. Lord Byron

bid Moore tell Morgan he would be happy to make his

acquaintance, but not a word of encouragement to his

"lady intellectual." 1 never saw Moore gayer, better,

or pleasanter. We have begged of him to come and
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breakfast witli us every day, and lie goes with me the

day after to-morrow, to the Comic Opera, where I have

Capponi's box. He then runs off to Kome, Naples, and

returns to Holyrood House, Edinburgh, where he settles

down to write and arrange his affairs. What elasticity

and everlasting youth! Pray call on his excellent mother

and tell her all this; she will be delighted to hear of

him. He feels about Italy much as we do. He told

us Morgan's work, though attacked, has been treated

with the greatest respect as an extraordinary though a

dangerous book.

You will now like to know how the deuce we have
got into a palace, into a suite of elegant and spacious

apartments, filled with flowers such as are only found

in Italy. (Moore says "how are we ever to leave it

all.") The fact is we are here in the thraldom of a fairy.

Everything has been prepared for us, we want for

nothing. A few days after our arrival, when we were

sick of the expenses of our inn , comes a gentleman

to say he is the Marquis de Capponi's homme d'affaires^

that he has an apartment ready for us, an opera box,

&c., &c. , and here we are in a palace once belonging

to the Prince Corsini. The palace Capponi is the finest

I have seen, except the great Orsini, and a much more
extensive building than Carlton House. There are

apartments for every season: those of summer open

into an orangery. The actions of its historical lords

are painted on the walls of the great saloon. They
have eight villas round Florence, at one of which we
breakfasted the other day: one immense room laid out

with curiosities and antiquities. Should the handsome
Marchese Capponi call on you, (for he is now on his

way to Ireland), tell him how gratefully I express my-
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self. All the English say, we are the only strangers

for whom the Italians make dinners. We were the

other night at a party at ]\Irs. Mostyn's, (daughter of

Mrs. Piozzi), where we met Lord and Lady George
Thynne. Mrs. Piozzi is in high health and spirits at

eighty. Meantime, in spite of all my friends can say,

I am growing old, and now look forward only to living

in your children, to whom I trust I shall be restored

early in the spring, for the moment the Alps are open

we set off, please God. I think half the Irish reform

is owing to Morence Macarthy. I expect a statue from

that enlightr'ned and gratefid people. The first thing

I saw here in all the booksellers' windows was my
picture stuck up with a good translation of Florence

Marcarthy. It is well done, and the picture pretty,

but not like. Bartolini, the famous sculptor, has shown
us great civility. He has dedicated to me one of his

best statues, a boy pressing grapes; the original is

bought by Lord Beauchamp, and a cast done by him-

self is to be packed up and sent to Ireland for me.

I shall be like the Vicar of Wakefield and his picture.

I would willingly have made a visit to Italy blindfolded

to have seen only the Gallery at Florence; — we go
there every day. I read to Moore Lady Belvidere, and
it made us all die laughing. We leave this for Rome
on the 2nd of November.

S. M.

Lady Morgan did not in the least exaggerate the

attention she received; for Moore in his diary, dated

Florence, October 17, 1819, confirms every word.

A little note from Moore, pleasant, and by no means
romantic for a poet.
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Thomas Moore to Sir C. Morgan.

Rome,
November 7(h, 1819.

My dear Morgan,
I have only time for a line; but a line from Rome

is wortli a hundred from anywhere else. This place

does not disappoint. There are some old brick walls

to be sure, before which people stand with a delight

and veneration in which I cannot sympathize; but the

Coliseum is the very poetry of ruins. My leg, thanks

to you and Goulard, arrived quite sound and well, and

has never troubled me since.

I think of being off from here the latter end of this

week. It was my intention at first to go to Naples,

but Cannae was by no means tempting, and then there

is such talk of escort, &c. , &c. , that, what with the

Colonel and the guards, I thought it much too dilatory

a proceeding, and gave it up.

Love to Lady Morgan
From hers and yours truly,

Thomas Moore.

The "son of Hortense," so slightly passed in the

next letter from Lady Morgan to her sister, was no

other than Louis Napoleon, now Emperor of the

French.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarhe.

Rome , Via del Angelo
,

December 17, 1819.

My dear Love,
I received your letter at the foot of Antonines'
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Pillar, and have seen nothing at Rome pleased me
better— and now for our journey of seven days in the

middle of December. We travelled in furs and rugs

like Russian bears; but the climate softened as we pro-

ceeded — we found the trees in full leaf, and the en-

chanting, lovely, and diversified scenery wore a fine

October appearance. The romantic views are beyond
description — all the towns dreary ruins, too much for

English spirits to stand; we ascended to many of them
(Cortona and Perugia particularly) up perpendicular

mountains, and the horns of the oxen that (^rew us,

were on a level with the top of our carriage; but oh,

the inns!!! We travelled with tea^ sugar ^ tea-things and

kettle^ but from Florence to Pome we could get neither

milk nor butter. There was but one fire-place in each

inn, and that kept in the heat and let out the smoke.

Our precious servant {a treasure) took care of us as if

we were children, and made a fire in a crock in our

bedroom, which, with stone floors^ black rafters^ and a

bier for a bed, and the smell of the stable to regale us

(for it generally opened to it) was quite beyond the

reach of his art to make comfortable. We always set

off before daylight and stop before dark. Thirty miles

from Pome begins that fearful desert the Campagna,
and then adieu to houses and population. We arrived,

however, safe and sound, without even a cold; but the

fatigues of travelling, and I think the climate., is terribly

consuming. I think I look twenty years older than

when you saw me. However, I am in excellent spirits

and health, odds lurinkles! ! !

The kindness of our Florence friends pursued, or

rather devance'd us here. The Princes Corsini and
Borghese, who have the two finest palaces at Rome,
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wrote to their librarians and agents to be of use to us

in every way. The Countess D'Albany wrote to the

Duchess of Devonshire to say we were expected, and

yesterday (the day after our arrival) are their invita-

tions sent to us. The Princess Borg-hese (Pauline, Na-
poleon's beautiful sister) has written to invite us to

spend the evening, and the Duchess de Braciano, has

asked us for every Thursday evening whilst we remain

in Rome. To night we go to the Duchess of Devon-

shire', and after her soiree,, to a concert at the Princess

Borghese's. The former wi'ote us the kindest of notes.

I think you will like to hear something of Pauline.

She is separated from Prince Borghese, who was so

civil to us at Florence; but she lives in his superb

palace here quite like a little queen! Nothing could

equal her recej)tion. She said it was noble in me not

to fall heavy on the Jinfortunate,, &c. I confess I do

not see that exquisite beauty she was so celebrated for.

She is, she says, much altered, and grown thin fretting

about her brother. Her dress, though clemitoilette,, very

superb; and the apartments, beyond beyond! She had

a little circle, and she introduced us to the son of

Hortense (the ex-Queen of Holland), her nephew, and

to a daughter of Lucien Bonaparte; when we were

going away she put a beautiful music-book of the

Queen of Holland, into our hands, to copy what songs

we pleased.

The Eternal City disappoints at first entrance. I

thought it mighty like an Irish town, shabby and dirty

— we have yet seen nothing save St. Peter's to which

we ran like mad the moment we arrived. The first

impression of that disappointed too; the interior over-

whelmed me! but not as I expected — but of such
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places and things it is impossible to speak with the

little space a letter affords. The climate heavenly —
orange trees in boxes out of every window, mignonette,

&c.; young lamb, chickens, and salad every day. We
have got into private lodgings, lots of visitors — Lord
Fortescue and Lady Mary, Sir Thomas La-svi-ence (who

has just shown us his picture of the Pope, that has left

all the Italian painters in despair). I have two car-

dinals on my list of visitors. The Italian ladies dress

as we do — the French toilette — some of them very

line creatures, a rich heauty^ all glowing and bright —
the most good-natured, caressing creatures. We get

on famously with our Italian. I spoke all along the

road to the common people, and got lots of informa-

tion. Did I not tell you that Bartolini, of Florence,

has done my bust in marble? — just as I had written

so far, Canova called on us. He is delightful^ and re-

called Denon to our recollection.

December 18. — We had a delightful party at the

Duchess of Devonshire's last night; divine singing;

Lord John Kussell was introduced to us (brother of

the Duke of Bedford), and I flirted all the evening

with the Prince of Mecklenburgh ! On my return home
to old Dublin, I shall feel as Martha did about sifting

cinders. I have had a visit from the daughter of Monti

^

the famous poet.

Adieu, S. M.

The following amusing account of a visitation from

two bores is written in a journal of scraps kept whilst on

her journey — this is the only finished entry. There
are other things which, if finished, might have been
entertaining, or if legible; but they are jotted down
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in memoranda as indications for her own memory, and

are unintelligible to any one else. Tlie present sketch

of a morning with two Bores, has been recovered from

MS., compared with which, ill-written Greek characters,

or a cuneiform inscription, would be legible as fair

Italian text-hand!

Bores and Pvosers.

Enter Mrs. B — and her brother, who prosed me
out of Spa, begged me from Lausanne, and hummed
me into such a lethargy at Geneva that it is a mercy

I was not buried alive! They are the best poor dears

on earth — and there's the worst of it.

I had my cheek kissed by the sister, and my hand

by the brother, for ten minutes at least, by the town

clock — not rapid electrics, but long-drawn kisses,

against all character of kissing, which, if it be not

electric, is nothing.

The kissing over, the prosing began.

Mrs. B — took the lead, comme de raison^ opened

the campaign d''ennui ^ with unwonted vigour; the fun

was to see her brother deliberately taking up his pos-

ture of patience, like a general on active service, his

heavy lids gently falling over his heavy eyes, his very

nostrils breathing stupefaction.

Observe, for it is good to know the outer and

visible signs of our natural enemies. Bores have noses

peculiar to themselves. The nose of a German Bore is

a sort of long, broad, romantic, rather aquiline, and

rather drooping nose— the drooping nose characterises

invariably the nosology of a bore — in a word, it is

the leading feature.

But to return; Mrs. B began with an account
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of her journey. Not a stage, not a turn in tlie road,

not a cross that I had gone over six days before but

was described to me, first en gros and then oi detail;

but this was nothing — at least it was fact, topogra-

phical fact — but to my utter despair, every village,

town, and house, "put her in mind" of some cottage,

town, road, street, or something, in Ireland, Scotland,

or England — something had happened to her in one

or all of the aforesaid places. But still this was no-

thing; they were graphic pictures, however ill-drawn

— it was the moral demonstrations, the particular

parentheses, which left me without hope, help, or re-

source; every beggar, post, landlord, or landlady, "put

her in mind" of her mother's housemaid, who used to

say when called to warm the bed, &c. Boots put her

so strongly in mind of her grandfather, by having a

wart on his left cheek, that I trembled lest the course

of association should carry us back to the founder of

the family of Bores, which would have thrown us back
to the memories of the Pre-Adamites, had not th^ en-

trance of a goiite cut her short, for ah! there is nothing

short about bores but stopping their mouths by filling-

it with ice-cream. This was the moment for her

brother, who cut in nobly to open his entrenchments.

The whole family are of the breed of those dealers in

aii;, science, and literature, who gave rise to the caution,

"Drink deep or taste not."

The dear B 's have drunk like sparrows and
swelled like crows, but drunk a little of everything,

"from humble port to imperial tokay," and it is this

that renders them more tiresome in their prosy scraps

than the most obdurate ignorance could ever make it-

self. No one could be in the room a moment after
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Mr. B came in, without knowing that he was a

geologist, botanist, archaeologist — everything. He
began by complaining of all he had suffered from heat,

and I gave him my whole share of sympathy! But
when he got upon the causes^ and talked of the funda-

mental laws of nature, I started up in the midst of a

diatribe on cosmogony, and in despair, exclaimed, "My
dear Mr. B

,
you are aware that God made the

world in six days, and did not say one word about

cosmogony!" It might be thought that was a hard hit;

— not at all, he took it gravely and began a disquisi-

tion on the Mosaic account. The word Moses over-

came all my power of face, and I burst out in a fit of

laughter, for by one of Mrs. B 's "put-me-in-

minds," Moses put me in mind that in Ireland we call

a bore "a Mosey," and there was something so utterly

Moseyish in the look and manner of the proser, that

the ridiculous application was too much for me, and I

owed him, perhaps, one of the pleasantest sensations in

the world, that of laughing, not wisely, but too well.

I have now made out my case of bore-phobia.
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CHAPTER XVIII.

STILL IN ITALY 1820.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarke.

Rome,
February 4lli, i8%0.

Dear Love,
Your letters liave given us great uneasiness about

our house, but I have no room for any feeling except

joy and gratitude that you are well out of your troubles,

and that the young knight promises to do honour to

his people.

Now for Rome, and our mode of existence. Imme-
diately after breakfast we start on our tours to ruins,

churches, galleries, collections, &c., &c. , and return

late; dine, on an average, three times a week at English

dinner parties; we are scarcely at home in the even-

ings, and never in the mornings. The Duchess of

Devonshire is unceasing in her attentions to me; not

only is her house open to us, but she calls and takes

me out to show me what is best to be seen. As Car-

dinal Gonsalvi does not receive ladies, she aiTanged

that I was to be introduced to him in the Pope's

chapel: as he was coming out in the procession of car-

dinals, he stepped aside, and we were presented. He
insisted upon calling on me, and took our address.

Cardinal Fesche (Bonaparte's uncle) is quite my beau;

he called on us the other day, and wanted me to drive

out with him, but Morgan looked at his scarlet hat

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. 1'
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and stockings, and would not let me go. We have

been to his palace, and he has shown us his fine col-

lection (one of the finest in Rome). Lord William

Russell, Mr. Adair, the Charlemonts, &c., are coming

to us this evening. Madame Mere (Napoleon's mother)

sent to say she would be glad to see me; we were

received quite in an imperial style. I never saw so

fine an old lady, — still quite handsome. She was
dressed in a rich crimson velvet, trimmed with sable,

with a point lace ruff and head-dress. The pictures

of her sons hung round the room, all in royal robes,

and her daughter and grandchildren, and at the head

of them all, old Mr. Bonaparte! Every time she

mentioned Napoleon, the tears came in her eyes. She

took me into her bedroom to show me the miniatures

of her three children. She is full of sense, feeling,

and spirit, and not the least what I expected— vulgar.

We dined at the Princess Borghese's, — Louis Bona-

parte, the ex-king of Holland's son, dined there, — a

fine boy. Lord William Russell, and some Roman
ladies in the evening. She invited us all to see her

jewels; we passed through eight rooms en suite to get

to her bedroom. The bed was white and gold, the

quilt point lace, and the sheets French cambric, em-

broidered. The jewels were magnificent.

Nothing can be kinder than the Charlemont

family. We were at three soirees all in one night.

V/ith great difficulty I at last got at Miss Curran, for

she leads the life of a hermit. She is full of talent and
intellect, pleasant, interesting, and original; and she

paints like an artist.

God bless you.

S. M.
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A letter from Lady Cliarleville contains some very

amusing contemporary gossip. The charitable reader

will be glad to see authentic instances of generous

feeling in King George the Fourth, not generally

known.

Lady Charleville to Lady Morgan.

Brighton,
18th February, 18%0.

A long and severe attack of my spasmodic affection,

dearest Lady Morgan, must excuse and account for

my silence. I am now as well nearly as before it

happened ; and I delay not to thank you for your very

kind letter from Florence, which I received here in

January. Let me assure you of the unwearied solici-

tude I feel that your progress through Italy, nay, let

me say conclusively, through life, may be as success-

ful and as well spent as its commencement. You
' know me too well to take pleasure in fulsome compli-

ment, if I knew how to address it you; but I shall not

doubt that you know I value the feelings that fill your
heart— its tenderness — its fulfilment of close domestic

duties— and also its deep sense of all Ireland has had
to suffer, though we may differ in the causes; in short,

that I admire the natural patriotism and love of liberty

which inspires your lively imagination and throbs at

your heart, and without which your writings had never

attained their just celebrity. I understand and like

you the better even when the scale and compass may
not strictly bear you out; and in full sincerity I will

always speak when I think they do not, because how-
ever ungifted I am, yet I am true and unprejudiced,

which is the best light to common minds. I suppose

17*
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you at Rome are steeped in classic lore; and I fain

would know whether the remains of the glorious dead

do not fill you with something more than contempt for

our moderns? This and other absurd questions I

would ask you, but that I am sure you would rather

hear what we are about here. Well, we are going on

dully enough, our Regent in love like a boy of sixteen,

and the marchesa, after eight years attempts on his

person, I believe in full enjoyment of her base ambition.

We dined twice, by royal command, and were several

evenings in a party of about twenty, where she was

awkwardly enough situated, and certainly without tact

or talent to get out of the dilemma. His royal high-

ness had very cleverly left the pavilion unfit to enter,

and therefore stuffed into a common lodging-house in

Marlborough Row, with his one sitting-room about

twenty-four by eighteen, his suite next door; and no

party of the Lord Chamberlain Hertford, or Cholmond-

ley, &c. ; thus he escaped at once from the societies of

eighty and their sposas to those of his own age, and

twenty years difference, se compte pour quelque chose.

So there we were singing, and he as gay and as happy
singing second, a gorge de'ployee to the musical misses,

and making love, tout son saoul, when his brother's

death struck him to the heart; — for a heart he has

depend upon it, and a generous one too. The Duke
of Kent had behaved to him basely, yet he wrote

tenderly to him, and forgave him. It is strange to say

how much he felt the death of his fcither, always un-

kind to him; and a fact it is that he was thrown into

fever by these events, and a cold brought on inflam-

mation of the chest. Tierney saved his life by courage.

One hundred and thirty-six ounces of blood were taken
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from him at four bleedings, and he is safe and well

now. As soon as he was out of danger, he sent for

the Dale of Susse.v, and said, "My father and brother

dead, warns his family to unite and live as they should

do. I can forget everything!" The duke wept much,

and the world is pleased with the king, and does him
justice. Again, the late king's Will is unsigned, and

consequently all his money-wealth goes by law to the

Crown. When the Chancellor told him so, his reply

was, "No, my lord, I am here to fulfil my father's

wishes, not to take advantage of such a circumstance-,

therefore the Will will be executed as if it had been

signed." Of another amiable trait you will think as I

do. Walker, apothecary and surgeon, who has attended

him since his childhood, failed to open the vein; and

as Sir Matthew Tierney had been a surgeon, and the

danger of an hour's delay was great, he took the

lancet, and failed also; upon which His Majesty said,

"Demm it, I'm glad you fail, for it would have vexed

Walker," and turning to whom, he said, "Come man,

tie up the other arm."

Observe, if you please, the excellent feeling which,

with his life dependant on the operation, animated him

to forget himself for the old man who had often sat up

in his nursery, and you will allow it was very fine.

The report of all travellers who have had any know-

ledge of the Princess of Wales, renders it imperative

that such a woman should not preside in Great Britain

over its honest and virtuous daughters, and something

is to be done to prevent it. The king's wish is, that

she should be handsomely provided for; and he fain

would divorce her, but the Chancellor and others wish

only to save England from the disgrace of such a q^ueen,
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and themselves the unpleasant work of unsaying their

rash acquittal. There are only foreigners to witness

her dreadful life on the continent; and John Bull

thinks a foreigner would lie for sixpence, so a middle

line will be pursued, I imagine, on the opening of the

new parliament in May.
February iSlh.

The Due de Berri's murder; I have had such an

account of it from the Col. de Case himself to his

nephew. All parties, of course, abhor the act; but it

is feared by all wise people it will be made use of as

a plea to deprive the people of the benefit of some
law resembling our Habeas Corpus! All this you will

hear of better than my defective information can apprise

you. In the way of literature, we have been all

busied with Mr. Hope's Anastatms ; or Memoirs of a.

Greek ^ which certainly ha^ a great deal of excellent

matter in it; but, upon the whole, it is a heavy book,

and one which bespeaks a most unhappy feeling in its

author. Walter Scott's Ivanhoc, with his Jewess

Rebecca is worth a world of Christian damsels. He
has got nine thousand pounds for that, and his novel

not published. Mr. Chamboulan's book is read and
admired, and Murray has given him one thousand two

hundred pounds for it. He has nobly fulfilled his duty

to Napoleon. Napoleon's own work is only worth

much as a military notice upon the battle of Waterloo.

The writing I doubt being his own, because the ex-

treme vanity of epithet is entirely unworthy of so great

a man. Yet there is something fine in the avoidance

of complaint against the party who betrayed him in

that senate which owed its existence to him, &c., &c.

Farewell; I hope Sir Charles Morgan is quite well;
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and tell him from me not to expose himself to visit

the catacombs, where malaria prevails at all seasons.

Mr. Becher has married Miss O'Neil, and she has

nobly provided for her whole family out of thirty

thousand pounds she had accumulated.

February fo.

It is now known that Leach, Vice Chancellor,

persuaded the Regent there could be no difficulty in

the divorce of his wife; but that upon proposing it to

Lord Howe, he persisted that two ocular witnesses of

English birth would be required by John Bull to

divorce an English queen; and that fifty foreigners

would not suffice to satisfy the country. The point is,

therefore, given up, and a legal separation only resolved

on. Her life might be taken for forgery; but I under-

stand she is to be let off cheaply, and her income of

fifty thousand pounds given her. Farewell. I wish

you a most happy year, and as many as may smile

upon you.

C. M. Charleville.

Lady Morgan, once more in Rome, writes as in-

defatigably to her sister as though she had no other

correspondent in the world, nor any book to prepare

for, nor any travelling, or sight-seeing, or visiting.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarke.

Rome, Palazzo Giorgio,
April 2, 18%0.

My dearest Love,
Here we are again, safe and sound, as I trust this

will find you all. We were much disappointed at not

finding a letter here on our return, and now all our
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hopes are fixed on Venice, for which we should hav^e

departed this day but for the impossibility of getting

horses; the moment the Holy Week was over, there

was a general break up, and this strange, whirligig

travelling world, who were all mad to get here, are

now all mad to get away. Before I place myself at

Rome, however, I must take you back with me for a

little to Naples. Just as I despatched my letter to you,

with the account of my February summer, arrives the

month of March with storms of wind, a fall of snow
on the mountains, and all this in an immense barrack,

called a palace, without chimneys, or doors that shut,

or windows that close. In short, as to climate, take it

all in all, I am as well satisfied now with my old, wet

blanket, Irish climate as any other. I had nothing to

complain of, however, at Naples, but the climate —
nothing could exceed the kindness and politeness of

the Neapolitans to us both. Every Monday we were

invited to a festino given by the Neapolitan nobility to

the English, and our time passed, in point of society,

most delightfully. There is less to be seen than at

Rome-, but those few sights are more curious and more
perfect than anything at Rome except the Coliseum.

The buried town at Pompeii, for instance, is unique,

— a complete Roman town as it stood two thousand

years ago, almost all the furniture in high preservation;

but this is beyond the compass of a letter. We left

pleasant, brilliant Naples w^ith infinite regret, and our

journey here was most curious. Notwithstanding we
were five carriages strong, yet at each military post

(and they were at every quarter of a mile) two soldiers

leaped upon our carriage, one before and another be-

hind, with their arms, and gave us U23 to the next
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guard, who gave us two more guards, and thus we
performed our perilous journey like prisoners of state.

You may guess the state of the country by this. At
Rome, however, all danger from bandits ends, and

when I caught a view of the cupola of St. Peter's rising

amidst the solitudes of the Campagna, I offered up as

sincere a thanksgiving as ever was preferred to his

sanctity. We arrived in Home in time for the first of

the ceremonies of the Holy Week. All our English

friends at Naples arrived at the same time; but after

the Holy Week at Rome, never talk of Westminster

elections , Irish fairs , or English bear-gardens ! I never

saw the horrors of a crowd before, nor such a curious

melange of the ludicrous and the fearful. We had a

ticket sent us for all by Cardinal Fesche, and saw all;

but it was at the risk of our limbs and lives. Of all

the ceremonies the benediction was the finest, and of

all the sights, St. Peter's illuminated on Easter Sunday
night, the most perfectly beautiful. We were from

eight o'clock in the morning till two o'clock in the

afternoon in the church; all the splendour of the earth

is nothing to the procession of the Pope and Cardinals.

Morgan was near being crushed to death, only he cried

out to Lord Charlemont to give him some money (for

he could not get to his pocket), which he threw to a

soldier, who rescued him. I saw half the red bench of

England tumbling down staircases, and pushed back

by the guard. We have Queen Caroline here. At first

this made a great fuss whether she was or was not to

be visited by her subjects, when lo! she refused to see

any of them, and leads the most perfectly retired life!

We met her one day driving out in a state truly royal;

I never saw her so splendid. Young Austen followed
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in an open carriage-, lie is an interesting-looking young
man. She happened to arrive at an inn near Rome,
when Lord and Lady Leitrim were there; she sent for

them and invited them to tea. Lady Leitrim told me
her manner was perfect, and altogether she was a most
improved woman; the Baron attended her at tea, but

merely as a chamberlain, and was not introduced. Be-
fore you receive this, if accounts be true. Her Majesty

will be in England. I think you will not be sorry to

hear that if we live and do v/ell, our next letter will

be dated from Paris.

S. M.

Sir Charles and Lady Morgan returned home in

the course of a few weeks after the above letter. They
arrived at their house in Kildare Street safe and well.

The following extract from a letter of Lady Morgan to

Mrs. Featherstone gives in a few lines a picture of her-

self and her husband settled down to their ordinary

avocations, and engaged on their great work, the re-

cord of all they had heard and seen during their

travels.

Lady Morgan to Mrs. Featherstone.

Kildare Street,
September 1820.

My dear Mrs. Featherstone,
I really was rejoiced to see your pretty hand-wri-

ting once more. The recollections of old friends are to

me infinitely more precious than the attentions of new^

and though the latter days of my life are by far the

most prosperous, yet I look back to the first (adverse
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tliougli they were), and to those connected with them,

with pride and affection — you and Mr. Featherstone

are two of the oldest friends I have. I thank you for

the expression of friendship contained in your kind

letter.

Our journey to Italy has been most prosperous, as

well as the pleasantest we ever made. Nothing could

equal our reception everywhere. We were particularly

fortunate in such a long journey as we have made
throughout Italy, not to have met with an accident,

and in a country, too, part of which is infested with

banditti; but the fatigue was UUing^ accommodation
wretched, and expense tremendous.

Imagine, on our reaching home, we found the

tenant who had taken our house during our two years'

absence, had gone off with the reni^ destroyed and
made away with our furniture, and left our house in

such a ruinous condition that we have been obliged

already to spend three hundred pounds to make it

habitable. I have brought many pretty things from

Italy, so that we endeavour to console ourselves for

our loss by enjoying what is left and what we have

added. I am now writing eight hours a day to get

ready for publication by December, and endeavour to

keep out of the world as well as I can , but invitations

pour in. People are curious, I suppose, to hear some
news from Rome, and I want to keep it for niT/ hook.

And now, dear Mrs. Featherstone, believe me.

Truly and affectionately yours,

S. Morgan.

The following letter from Madame Bonaparte shows

that lady devoured by lethargy and cniud.
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Madame Patterson Bonaparte to Lady Morgan.

Geneva ,

September 30lh, l820.

My dear Lady Morgan,
I wisli tliey would give us your work on Italy to

rouse me from the lethargy into which I have fallen.

It is only you that have both power and inclination to

make me forget the ennui of existence, and only in

your society that I am not entirely hete. What shall

I do with the long mornings in Geneva? You know
you laughed me out of my nraUre de Utterature^ which,

par parenthese^ was very inconsiderate, unless you

could have pointed out some more amusing method of

killing time. Baron Bonstettin came to see me to-day,

you were the subject of our conversation, nothing but

admiration and regret when we talk of you.

How is dear Sir Charles? He is the only man on

earth who knows my value, which has given me the

highest opinion of his taste and judgment.

The Marchioness de Villette wishes me to spend a

month with her in Paris. I cannot go, although it

would be a great soulagement to converse with a person

who loves me, one has always so much sur le canir^

and in this country they are so heartless. I do de-

domager myself a little by uttering all the ridiculous

things which come into my brain, either about others

or myself A pi'opos^ how do you like the Queen's

trial? the newspapers here are worn out in passing

from one prude's hand into another's; they are so much
inquired for that the loueurs de Gazette have raised

their price.

Do not let me forget to tell you that Mr. Sismondi
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lias made my acquaintance — lie is married, too; I

wonder that jDeople of genius many; by the way, I

recollect that you are an advocate for Ic viarinije. Oh!
my dear Lady Morgan, I have been in such a state of

melancholy, that I wished myself dead a thousand times

— all my philosophy, all my courage, are insufficient

sometimes to support the inexpressible ennui oi existence,

and in those moments of wretchedness I have no human
being to whom I can complain. What do you think

of a person advising me to turn Methodist the other

day, when I expressed just the hundredth part of the

misery I felt? I find no one can comprehend my feel-

ings. Have you read Les Meditations Foeiiqucs de La-
martine? There are some pretty things in them, al-

though he is too larnioyant^ and of the bad school of

politics. Miss Edgworth is here; I visited her; she

came to see me with Professor Pictet, and we have
never met. She has a great deal of good sense, which
is just what I particularly object to, unless accompanied

by genius, in my companions. It is only you that com-

bine tons les genres d''esprit^ and whose society can

compensate me for all the losses and the mistakes of

my heart; but I shall never see you again, those whom
I love and who love me are always distant; I am
dragging out life with the indifferent. They are so

reasonable and so unmoved in this place, their morn-

ings devoted to the exact sciences, the evenings to

whist, that in spite of myself I am obliged to read half

the day. There have been some English, but I have

seen little of them — they would not like me, I am
too natural ou naturelle. I believe that women are

cold, formal, and affected — just my antipodes, there-

fore we should not be agreeable to each other, besides,
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they require a year to become acquainted, and I have

too little of life left to waste it in formalities.

Do hurry, then, with your work on Italy, pour

maintenir voire reputation, and to give me pleasure —
my pleasures are so few that my friends are right to

indulge me when they can.

I have seen a German Countess; — that means,

seen her every day during three months; she is a prac-

tical philosopher of the Epicurean sect, a person just

calculated to make something of life — unlike me as

possible — she has a great deal more sagacity; to do

her justice, she tried to deharasser me of what she

called mes ide'es romanesques et mes grandes passions;

but I am incorrigible, and go on tormenting myself

about things which I cannot change. She had more

coarse common sense, with greater knowledge of the

world, than any person I have ever known. I wish I

resembled her, because I should be more happy.

Adieu, my dear Lady Morgan, write me frequently;

your friendshij) is among the few comforts left me.

E. P.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE BOOK ON ITALY.

The book on Italy was advertised to appear simul-

taneously in London and Paris on the 15th of June,

1821. The English edition was announced in two

volumes quarto. There had been some difficulty in

completing them together. In Colburn's letters, there

is a curious incidental mention of there being no post

to go out to France between Friday and Tuesday!
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The French edition was published by Dufour, who is

several times mentioned by Lady Morgan in her Odd
Volume. Dufour found great favour with Lady Morgan.

Colburn, in one of his letters, expresses himself hurt

that she should consider Dufour's gratitude as some-

thing wonderful compared with the insensibility of

English publishers. He says, "Ought not Dufour to

have an exuberance of gratitude, considering he has

got the publication without paying anything for it?

Now though / am paying two thousand pounds for it,

which Lady Morgan calls 'a paltry sum,' but at the

mention of which every one held up their hands in

amaze
,
yet I declare that I feel happy that my sanguine

temperament has enabled me to go so far towards a

remuneration for a species of labour, which is, after all,

not to be remunerated by publishers, but by the more
pleasing acquisition of Famey

Lady Morgan, however, did not consider fame any

substitute for that payment; and Colburn expressed

himself much hurt at a jest of hers about "authors and
publishers being natural enemies."

Italy appeared nearly on the day appointed. It

produced a greater sensation than even the work on

France."

Comparatively little was known of Italian society,

or the condition of the country. Italy had just passed

from the despotic but intelligent sway of Napoleon to

the blessings of the "right divine to govern wrong" of

the Bourbons; and Lady Morgan's work is full of elo-

quent lamentation and description of the change for the

worse that had come over everything. It is the work
of a woman who could see what passed before her eyes,

and could understand the meaning of what she saw.
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There are several chapters on the state of Medical

Science and Jurisprudence — contributed by Sir Charles

Morgan— marked by solid judgment and good sense.

It is still the best description of the state of Italy,

moral and political, as it was at the period of the re-

storation of the Bourbons.

Her ladyship's criticisms on the public buildings

and pictures may lie open to question-, but the spirit

of the book is noble, and its fascination is undeniable.

To the last, Colburn considered it one of the most

valuable of his copyrights.

In his letters, there are curious indications of the

state of journalism in those days; except the great

reviews, Avhich were governed by party politics, the

literary papers were entirely in the hands of those pub-

lishers who advertised largely.

Colburn wrote with great satisfaction to Lady Mor-

gan to tell her that the Examiner^ the New Times ^ and

the Joltn Bull^ had abstained from saying anything

against the work, adding naively, "I am intimately ac-

quainted with the editors ; and advertising with them a

great deal^ keeps them in checks Criticisms and reviews

went more by clique than merit. Colburu's indignation

when journals "in which he advertised largely" ven-

tured to say a word in blame or even in question of

one of his publications, Avould be comic, if it did not

reveal the entire abeyance of moral courage and inde-

pendent judgment on the part of those who were pre-

sumed to guide public opinion in literary matters. The
machinery of literary journalism has since then under-

gone a change.

A letter from Colburn, three weeks after the ap-

pearance of the work, reports progress.
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Mr. Colburn to Lady Morgan.

London,
June ^7, i82i.

Dear Madam,
I have forwarded to you some papers, in whicli

the book is mentioned after a fashion, — to call them
criticisms would be a misnomer. The Times has acted

the part of traitor, after getting two copies from me.

However, it only confirms me in the opinion that the

Times is certainly the most illiberal of journals. I was
much amused with the Literary Chronicle making a

heinous offence in me keeping my author before the

public! The Press ^ Globe ^ Herald^ and Statesman , all

speak handsomely; and whether others do so or not,

will not affect the sale, which must go on according to

the principles laid down for all my publications, or

rather yours. It will be well, however, to hear all the

remarks before the second edition goes to press. In-

deed I hardly knew what I was saying when I talked

of commencing immediately, as if the knowledge of a

second edition got abroad (as I fear it has in Dublin),

it will materially tend to delay the publication of it.

I had the pleasure of receiving from Lover the

miniature, which is certainly well done. It was neces-

sary to have a fresh background, made the proper size.

Meyer is engaged upon it. He will take every pains.

It is a pity I had it not three months ago.

The public will be quite ready for a new work in

January or February next. But it is high time, I

should think, of settling my account, fifteen hundred

pounds; the other five hundred to remain open a little

while, if you have no objection. I assure you I always

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II. 18
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wisli to be square. If agreeable, instead of giving my
bills, I will pay into any banker's in town.

Dear Madam, yours most obediently,

Hy. Colburn.

In another letter of later date, Colburn mentions

bis delight at Byron's notice of Italy, as he declared

he saw in it "a great and profitable effect upon the

sale."

Lord Byron, writing to Murray, August 24, 1821,

said, "When you write to Lady Morgan, will you
thank her for her handsome speeches in her book about

my books? I don't know her address. Her work is

fearless and excellent on the subject of Italy. Pray tell

her so; and I know the country. I wish she had fallen

in with me, I could have told her a thing or two that

would have confirmed her positions." His Lordship had
been at the pains to defend himself to Murray from

the charge of plagiarism in general.

He says, "Much is coincidence; for instance, Lady
Morgan (in a really excellent book, I assure you, on

Italy) calls Venice an ocean Rome; I have the very

same expression in Foscari, and yet you know that the

play was written months ago, and sent to England;

the Italy I only received on the 16th instant."

Amongst Lady Morgan's correspondence at this

time, extending over a period of several years, are a

series of letters, all more or less long and sorrowful,

from Italian and Spanish refugees. Even clever people

cease to be capable of writing amusing letters when
they are in distress.

These "refugees" were men who had been mixed
up in plots to attempt to gain political freedom and
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enlightened laws for their country, which had been

condemned by other nations to return to the old

Bourbon rule. Some of these men had suffered im-

prisonment, and, after many trials and tortures, had
escaped to England to lead a life of exile in poverty,

worse to bear in England than elsewhere. Sir Charles

and Lady Morgan were much in advance of the political

opinions of their time. They sympathised with the

Italian people in their struggles, when there was as yet

no public interest for them; when England cared little

for these things, they nobly repaid all the kindness

they had received during their sojourn in Italy, by
patient untiring zeal in behalf of the Italian refugees,

who came over in shoals after the unsuccessful rising

of 1821. All who came addressed themselves to Lady
Morgan-, appealing to her to obtain for them money,

employment, advice, assistance; in short, for every

conceivable service which one human being can require

from another.

To those who know what it is to endeavour to

serve to the utmost, with necessarily limited powers,

which every one persists in believing to be unlimited.

Lady Morgan's unflagging, cheerful, exertions on behalf

of the Italian and Spanish refugees will be at once a

matter of surprise and admiration. The mere reading

of these letters, to say nothing of paying the postage,

must have been no slight effort to a woman naturally

so impatient of dulness and expense as Lady Morgan.

Archibald Hamilton Rowan was a gentleman of

family and fortune. In 1791 he was Secretary of the

Dublin Society of United Irishmen. He was prosecuted

for a seditious libel in 1794, and sentenced to two

years' imprisonment in Newgate, with a fine of five

18*



276 LADY morgan's memoirs.

hundred pounds. Curran made a celebrated speecli on

Rowan's trial. The principal witness against him was a

worthless and disreputable man named Lyster. There

is a life of E-owan by Dr. Drummond. Kowan's fortune

was originally five thousand pounds a year, on which,

however, his philanthropy made heavy draughts. "He
had always," says his friend, Lord Cloncurry, "some
adventure on his hands, and two or three of these in

which he rescued distressed damsels from the snares

and force of ravishers, made a deal of noise at the

time." During the period when he was in America, he

was often in want of money, his remittances from home
being uncertain. He was indebted for a livelihood to

his mechanical skill, which enabled him to take charge

of a cotton factory at New York. In his youth he was
eminently handsome, remarkable for his noble stature

and bodily strength. He was proud of having run a

foot-race in the presence of Marie Antoinette and the

whole French Court in jack boots, against an officer of

the Garde du Corps ^ dressed in light shoes and silk

stockings; he won with ease, to the great admiration

of the Queen, who honoured him with many marks of

regard. He kept up his strength and remarkable ap-

pearance to the last; he might be seen in the streets of

Dublin, a gigantic old man, in an old-fashioned dress,

followed by two noble dogs, the last of the Irish race

of wolf dogs.

The following letter from him to Sir Charles Morgan
was written during the period of George the Fourth's

visit, and alludes to some royal genUlesse not accept-

able to the lady.
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Hamilton Rowan to Sir Charles Morgan.

September Uth, 18H.

My dear Sir Charles,

I did my duty to my Sov no, to my family. I

kissed the lion's paw, but did not attempt to pull the

tail of the beast. I have seen my caricatures, which

are strong likenesses of the original, but until I saw
George the Fourth, I never met a person who in fea-

tures, contour, and general mien out-did their cari-

cature. Hone's likeness in the House that Jack Built

is a flattery.

I shall be well pleased to hear that the charms of

the Hermitage give way to the boudoir and library in

Kildare Street. I really am not fit to leave home for

more than a few hours. I even cross the bridge with

reluctance. Yet I rowed my boat down to the bay,

expecting a noble assemblage of vessels of war, but I

was disappointed; probably because when soldiering on

South Sea Common, I had repeatedly seen the British

fleet riding at Spit Head. You have heard how Mrs.

Dawson drove his Majesty from her society, and Mr.

Dawson, I hear, says he is not surprised at it, as she

is so old and ugly, that he has not kissed her himself

these seventeen years. I hear he does not think the

Irish ladies remarkable for their beauty. There are to

be six feasts a year, &c., &c., &c., which, however, are

at a stand, for Hercules is cleansing the prisons.

A letter from London of the 11th, says the King is

at Milford, and proceeds by land to London, where, I

believe, other greetings will meet him, than he found

on this side of the channel. Will all this end in

smoke?
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Two bad days after what we have had are bad
omens for rents. Yet, I cannot think with Mr. Attwood,

that an issue of notes would cure short payments. I do

think the monied interest should bear a proportion of

the incumbrance, but really, the taking off duty on the

manufacture of grain, and supplying the deficit by
seven-and-a-half per cent, on poor devils who receive

one hundred pounds a-year as compensation for their

services, and letting contractors for loans, &c. go free,

is not fair play.

I am yours sincerely,

A. H. Rowan.

I am lithographising Mr. Wolff's prayer over the

corse of the persecuted— injured Queen of England.

CHAPTER XX.

LIFE AND TIMES OF SALVATOR ROSA.

A SECOND edition of Italy in two volumes octavo

had been put into the press as early as August of the

preceding year, but the publication had, for trade

reasons, been delayed. It came out in January, 1822;
Colburn going to immense expense in advertising it.

During her sojourn in Italy, Lady Morgan had become
enthusiastic about Salvator Rosa, both as a hero and
an artist, and had collected many materials for writing

the history of his life and times. The work on Italy

had to be completed before she began any other work;
but no sooner was ^Italy through the press than she was
busy with Salvator Rosa. After a long correspondence
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Colburn agreed to her terms for tlie copyright of this

new work. He engaged to give her five hundred

pounds, and entreated her to get on with it as quickly

as possible.

With liberal good sense he sent her as a present

all the books that he conceived would be useful to her

in the course of her work. He also pathetically entreated

her to take care of her eyes, and to have green cloth

upon the table where she wrote.

In addition to her swarm of Spanish and Italian

refugees. Lady Morgan had, at this time, an Irish-

man on her hands: a man of genius, and as difficult

to help as all the rest put together. It was the

Reverend Charles Kobert Maturin. This gentleman

was the author of a tragedy, called Bertram^ in

which Kean had appeared at Drury Lane, and of

a romance called JSIelmoth^ which had made a sensa-

tion, and for which he had received five hundred

pounds. He was not an unsuccessful author, for

Colburn, writing to Sir Charles Morgan, in 1818,

says, "Maturin's tragedy has run through many edi-

tions, and has certainly made him a great name."

Maturin had, since that time, fallen into great dis-

tress; he had written another tragedy and another

novel, which neither managers nor publishers would

take; and he wrote quires of letters to Lady Morgan
entreating her to use her influence with Kean and

Elliston to take the tragedy, and with Colburn to

bring out his new noveh To those asking assistance

and patronage, it seems very hard that they who have

succeeded for themselves should fail in their attempt

to help others; but neither the success nor the quali-

ties that earn success can be transferred. On the
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contrary, the ill fortune seems to re-act on tliose who
try to help them.

The difference between the position of Maturin and

that of Lady Morgan was the result of the difference

in their characters. That fetish of Ireland "good

luck," had befriended him once. His early chances

in life had been far better than Lady Morgan's; but

he could not use them. Sir Charles raised a sub-

scription for him, amounting to fifty pounds. The
first use he made of it was to give a grand party.

There was little furniture in the reception room, but

at one end there had been erected an old theatrical

property throne under a canopy of crimson velvet,

where he and Mrs. Maturin sat to receive their visitors.

Once, when Mrs. Maturin was confined, Lady Mor-

gan called to enquire after her and the baby — the

L-ish servant who opened the door took the enquiry to

her master, and returned with the messtige, "Plaze,

my Lady, the masther says, 'My angel is better, but

my cherub has flown!'" — a piece of "good luck" for

the cherub.

Melmoth the Wanderer ^ and another romance called

Woman ^ or Pour et Contre^ had each a success in its

day. A search in any old circulating library would

disinter them, and they would repay perusal. Isidora,

in Melmoth^ and Eva, in Four et Contre^ are female

characters which deserve to be recollected amongst the

ideal women who inhabit the pages of romance. A man
who had made such a success ought not to have re-

quired any further help.

Maturin subsequently wrote a tragedy which was
accepted at Drury Lane — called Manuel — Kean
taking the part of the hero. Its success was not equal
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to that of Bertram — wliich is still played occasionally.

After Manuel^ lie wrote another tragedy, which was
played at Covent Garden, called Fridolfo. We re-

member to have read them both, but can only testify to

the blankness of the impression they have left.

Maturin also published a volume of sermons which

were entertaining.

He died in great poverty, feeling resentment

equally against those who helped him and those who
had not.

In December 21, 1821, Colburn wrote a formal

proposal to Lady Morgan, offering two thousand pounds

if she and Sir Charles would write a work on Germany,
similar in design to her books on France and Italy.

This proposition, however, never came to anything,

Lady Morgan being at that time engrossed with her

Life and Times of Salvator Rosa.

If Colburn's letters and memoirs were published,

they would form a chapter in the secret history of

English literature. His letters to Sir Charles and

Lady Morgan abound in curious details of his method
of making "his authors," as he always styled them,

and their books successful. After Sir Richard Phillips,

Colburn was the person most connected with Lady
Morgan's literary life 5 and he was as much fascinated

by her wit and grace as a woman, as Sir Kichard

Phillips had been; but, like Sir Pichard, he was afraid

of letting his admiration interfere with a good bargain.

Lady Morgan, on her side, was perfectly indifferent to

all flattery from her publishers which did not tend to profit.

Here is a note from Lord Erskine, who, in his turn,

had been flattered by Lady Morgan's compliment on

his style.
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Lord Erskine to Lady Morgan.

13, Arabella Row, Pimlico,
October i llh, i822.

Dear Lady Morgan,
A long time ago, in one of your excellent works

(all of which I have read with great satisfaction), I

remember your having expressed your approbation of

my style of writing, and a wish that I would lose no

occasion of rendering it useful. I wish I could agree

with your Ladyship in your kind and partial opinion;

but as there never was an occasion in which it can be

more useful to excite popular feeling than in the cause

of the Greeks, I send your Ladyship a copy of the

second edition, published a few days ago.

I have the honour to be.

With regard and esteem,

Your Ladyship's faithful, humble servant,

Erskine.

In her search after materials for her Life of Salvator

Bosa, Lady Morgan applied to Lord Darnley, who was

known to possess a number of the painter's noblest

works. Lord Darnley at once replied to her request

for information as follows: —

Lord Darnley to Lady Morgan.

, Berkeley Square,
Oclober oOth, 1S%%.

Lord Darnley presents his compliments to Lady
Morgan, and loses no time in returning an answer

to the letter with which he has been honoured by her

ladyship.
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The Death of Regulus, by Salvator Rosa, is, and
has been for some years, in Lord Darnley's possession,

having been purchased by him, together with another

very fine picture by Guido, from an Italian of the

name of Bonelli, who had brought them from Rome,
where they were both in the Colonna Palace, till the

Prince was compelled to sell them (as Lord Darnley
has been informed) to enable him to pay the contribu-

tion levied by the French. The Regulus was always
esteemed. It is believed to be Salvator's finest work.

The exact price paid for it Lord Darnley cannot as-

certain, as there are other things included in the

bargain. It was certainly very large, but not so much
as generally supposed.

There is also in Lord Darnley's collection at Cobham
Hall, another Salvator Rosa, inferior in merit only to

the Regulus^ representing Pythagoras teaching his doc-

trine to Fishermen.

There is an etching of the Regulus, by Salvator

himself, which Lord Darnley believes may easily be
obtained, and which will give a much better idea of

the picture than any description can afford.

Whenever Lady Morgan again visits the Continent

she will find these pictures exactly in her way; and
Lord Darnley hopes she will take the opportunity of

convincing herself of their merit, and that their common
friend, IMr. Porri, will be her cicerone.

Lord Darnley is rather surprised that Lady Morgan
should have heard nothing of the Regulus in Italy, as

the place it occupied in the gallery of the Colonna
Palace, at Rome, is pointed out.

A letter from an old Irish gentleman who had "re-
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gistered a vow," marks tlie spirit of tlie times, and

may wind up the letters of this year.

Sir Charles Molyneux to Sir Charles Morgan.

Merbion Square,
%ilh December, 18%^.

My dear Sir Charles,

I think it necessary to inform you that when the

Union Act passed, a few patriots, with myself, invoked

the most solemn imprecations on our heads if we should

ever attend levee, ball, or dinner, at the Castle until

its repeal should take place!!! I have great respect

for Lord Wellesley. I admire his liberality. I did

all I could, leaving my ticket at the Park at Wood-
stock. You will explain this, if agreeable to the

gentlemen of the household. With compliments to

Lady Morgan,

Yours very truly,

C. MOLYNEUX.

CHAPTER XXL
WRITING THE LIFE AND TIMES OF SALVATOR ROSA— 1823.

Lady Morgan was searching in all directions for

information about Salvator Rosa's pictures. Amongst
others, she wrote to Lady Caroline Lamb, who inte-

rested her brother in the subject, and to the Duchess

of Devonshire. The Duchess's answer contains gossip

about pictures and other matters. The writer of this

letter was not Georgiana, the beautiful, electioneering

Duchess, but the second wife of the Duke (Lady Eliza-

beth Foster) who died in 1824.
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The Duchess of Devonshire to Lady Morgan.

Rome
,

March %%ml, UiS.
My dear Madam,

I sliould not have delayed so long answering your

interesting letter, if I had not been almost in daily

expectation of some part of the information which you
was so anxious to obtain on the subject of Salvator

Rosa's writings and musical compositions. All that

I have yet received was, the day before yesterday, in

a letter from the Abate Cancilliari to M. Molagoni,

one of Cardinal Gonsalvi's secretaries. I enclose you
what he says. The answer from Baini, about his

musical compositions, I have not yet received. Cam-
muccini told me that there only remained at Rome two

undoubted pictures of Salvator Rosa, and that there

w^ere two small landscapes at Palazzo Spada. The
picture which you mention at Palazzo Chigi, they seem

ignorant of, or to doubt its being what you rejft-esent

it. The same of La Lucrezia. I wish that I could

have been of more use to you-, and I shall be anxious

to see the Life of Salvator Rosa when it is published.

General Cockburn is still here; and I have told him

how difficult it is to obtain any of the works which

you mention. I was told that some sonnets were

published; but I went to De Romani's and he had
them not. If anybody can procure the music, it is

Baini. I am very glad that you are not unoccupied;

and I can easily conceive the interest which you have

taken in writing the life of so extraordinary a genius.

We have had a severe winter for Rome; and even

to-day, though very fine here, we saw snow on the
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Alban Hill. A Marchesa Farra Cuppa has begun an

excavation at Torneto, ancient Tarquinia, wLicli has

excited a great degree of interest. A warrior with his

lance and shield was discovered entire, but the first

blast of air reduced it to dust. She gave me part of

his shield. A small vase of a beautiful form and two

very large oxen are, I believe, coming to the Vatican

Museum. The antiquity of them is calculated at three

thousand years. Other excavations are making by
some proprietors at Roma Vecchia. The first fouille

produced a beautiful mosaic statue of a fine stag, in

black marble. I feel gratified that my Horace's satire

is approved of. Pray are there in it two of Pinelli's

engravings and compositions to the Latin text? If not,

I will send them you by General Cockburn. I beg
my best compliments to Sir Charles,

And am, dear Madam,
Your ladyship's very sincerely,

Elizabeth Devonshire.

PS. — A fine statue of a Bacchus has been dis-

covered, about four days ago, not far from Cecilia

Metella's tomb.

Lady Caroline Lamb had written to her brother,

the Honourable William Ponsonby, to ask him for in-

formation about Salvator Rosa for Lady Morgan. The
information contained in his letter is interesting to

those who admire, or collect, his pictures.



WRITING THE WORK ON SALVATOR ROSA. 287

The Honourable William Ponsonhy to Lady C. Lamb.

Brighton
,

April %0, 48%3.

Dearest Sister,

I send you all that I can recollect about Salvator

Rosa's pictures. I must have some account in town

of all those I have seen, or liked, abroad; but now I

can only quote from memory. Lady Morgan will, of

course, have much better information, both from books

or her own observations, than any I can send. Boydel's

engravings, and Richardson's and Pond's, give some of

the finest pictures in England. With respect to the

Duke of Beaufort, he has no pictures of any kind now
(but family portraits); and I much doubt any of any
great reputation having, at any time, been purchased

in Italy, unless Lady Morgan is very sure of the fact.

I could easily find out by applying to the Duke, if she

wishes it. The second and third Dukes of Devonshire

were both great collectors of gems, precious stones,

books, pictures, drawings, prints, &e., and the Salvator's

at Devonshire House were bought by them : I think by
the third. Jacobs Vision is, I believe, reckoned the

finest; but I like the large landscape at Chiswick,

which was bought by Lord Burlington, the best. It is

the fashion now to run down all the pictures at Devon-

shire House and Chiswick; but I do not believe justly.

Amongst the number, there may be some bad; but I

would back Sir Joshua Reynolds' and AVest's opinions

and my own eye, though I am no judge, against

modern critics. My brother had two, Zenocrates and

Phryne^ still at Roehampton, and a smaller one, which

you must recollect, Jason and the Dragon; the figure
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in armour, spirited and graceful, like all Salvator's,

and the rocks almost as natural as at Sorrento, and the

cave where he studied; both have been, I think,

engraved by Boydel. The former was bought by my
grandfather, at the sale of the old Lord Cholmondeley;

the latter has had rather a remarkable fate, having

belonged to two of the richest men in England, in the

possession of both of whom it seemed likely to remain;

and, indeed, in my grandfather's it seemed tolerably

secure, though he was not quite in that predicament.

He bought it at the sale of the Duke of Chandos, in

Cavendish Square. It was afterwards sold to Mr.

W. Smith, and, at his sale, travelled back again in the

possession of Watson Taylor to its old habitation in

Cavendish Square, — likewise purchased by Watson
Taylor. It is now shortly to be sold again with his

pictures; but I hope Lady Morgan Avill not pufip it be-

fore its sale takes place, as I have great thoughts of

squeezing out all I can possibly afford, to try and get

it back again, though it does seem to porter malheur.

She, of course, knows of the Belisarius still at Rayn-
ham. It was given by the King of Prussia to Lord
Townshend when Secretary of State. There were for-

merly two (if not three) very large pictures by him at

Lansdowue House, left by the late Lord Lansdowne
to the Dowager, and sold by her. I have some idea

the present Lord Lansdowne bought them back. I

only remember the subject of one of them,— Diogenes:

fine, but not a pleasing picture. It has been etched

by Salvator E,osa himself, together with three other

large ones; but I forget whether either of the other

two I mentioned at Lansdowne House are amongst

them. The four are these, — Diogenes; Regulus^ for-
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merly at tlie Colonna Palace, at Rome, but not there

now. I have seen it, but forgotten where; the Battle

of the Giants; and the Child exposed^ hanging on a most

beautiful tree. They are generally bound up with his

etchings of groups and single figures. Lord Ashburn-

ham has, I believe, St. John jorcaching in the Wilder-

ness. The Fi'odir/al Son travelled to Petersburgh with

the Houghton collection. Two very fine sea views at

the Pitti Palace, and the Witch of Endor, formerly at

the Garde Meuble at Versailles, and now, I suppose,

in the Louvre. I find one at Lord Derby's. Prince

RamofiPski showed me a card at Vienna, in the lid of

a snuff-box, on it a very pretty sketch by Salvator

Rosa, which he is said to have done one day that he

called on a friend who was out, to show him he had

been there. They tell pretty much the same story of

Michael Angelo at Rome. There is, at Rome, a painter

who paints Claudes and Salvators for the use of the

forestieri in a most extraordinary manner, and has

taken in numbers of us.

Your affectionate brother,

William Ponsonbv.

A letter from General Cockburn to Lady Morgan,

with the result of his enquiries about Salvator Rosa's

works; he was the author of a dissertation on the Pas-

sage of Hannibal over the Alps.

General Cockburn to Lady Morgan.

Rome, May 2ith, 18%3.

My dear Lady Morgan,
I have at last got into the Chigi palace. The

Duchess of Devonshire was there the same day, and

Ladij Morgan's Memoirs. II. 1^
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took Camaciui witli her (a first rate artist), and we saw
the picture of the Satyr and Philosopher^ and formed

the following verdict —
Done by Salvator Rosa no more
Than by Jacky Poole or Lord Glandore.

From Croker's ill-natured lines on one of our poor

friend J. Atkinson's plays. The Philosopher, not like

any print I ever saw of Rosa, and there jis no other

picture in the palace or in Rome even reported to be

a portrait of him.

The Duchess also took Camacini to the capitol to

see the Magi, called Salvator Rosa's; our verdict, a vile

jjerformancc, not worth sixpence, and certainly not done

by Rosa, — and appeal against this if you please.

There are two magnificent and genuine pictures of his

here, one in the Colonna Palace, Prometheus chained to

the Bock, and the Vulture devouring him, horribly well

done. The other is an altar-piece in the church of St.

John, Dei Fiorestini; namely, the Martyrdom of Sts.

Cosmos and Damian on the pile, but the fire, instead

of burning them, by a miracle, burns their persecutors,

which it would not have done, had such unbelievers

as you and Sir Charles been on the pile; and old

Sardinia would willingly have you both on such a pile

if he could, and e7i attendant, he burns your Italy

whenever he can lay hold of a copy. I wish the old

rascal and the two Ferdinands, Naples and Spain, were

to suffer martyrdom, — but I should be content to

hang or throw into the sea, — not liking torture. I

saw the librarian this day, at the Vatican, and he swears

as hard as any Pat ever did before Baron Boulter —
that Salvator Rosa left no music, at least, none in the

Vatican.
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Now you have got all the information which Rome
can produce on the subject, so go to press as fast as

you can. "We shall remain in dear Rome another

month; if you answer this, direct — Venice^ poste

rcstante, I shall not be more than three weeks going

there, from hence, and that will just give time for you
to receive this, and for us to hear you are well, wicked,

and radical as ever.

I remain,

My dear Lady Morgan,

Most sincerely yours,

G. COCKBURN.

From Lady C. Lamb and her brother, William

Ponsonby, there is a joint letter, containing further in-

formation about Salvator Rosa's pictures.

Lady Caroline Lamb and Hon. Wm. Ponsonhy^ to

Lady Morgan.

19, St. James's Square,
Man ^7lli, 18^3.

I hope you will not impute it to me that your

questions are not answered; the truth is, I am in the

country, enjoying this most beautiful time of year, and

my brother has written me word that he will make all

the inquiries you desire, but how soon this may be I

cannot tell. Lord Cowper will write down on paper

about one only. The two at Panshanger are landscapes

in the usual dark, abrupt style. The one at Chiswick,

much larger, is reckoned very fine; there is a famous

Belisarius there, but I do not think they know who it

is by; the Soldier in Armour and the old Belisarius

19*
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are quite beautiful, — can this be a Salvator? Tlie

Pbryne you name, has reddish, or rather, yellow hair,

and is by no means decent in her drapery. I never

could endure that picture; it is not, I fancy, at

Roehampton now, there was a very fine one there

besides, which my brother will name to you. I must

try and see the one you mention; but it is not this

month that I can do anything beside staring at the

flowers and trees. All this is very unsatisfactory,

therefore, only consider this letter as a kind of apology

for my delay. You shall hear more soon.

Dear Madam,
My sister sends me this letter to forward to you,

and apologizes for not having done your commission

earlier, because she was in the country. I must do

the same, because I am in town, and really have had

my time completely taken up by business; besides, as

you must know, the great houses from which our in-

formation is to be obtained, are not always the most

easy of access. Not to lose more time than necessary,

I thought it better to write direct to you and recall to

your recollection our old Dublin and Priory acquaint-

ance, than send any little information I might be able

to glean round by Brocket. As for Phryne, I cannot

say I ever was much struck Avith the modesty and

decency of her attire and countenance. She and the

philosopher appear to be engaged in a very warm
argument, but she does not exhibit herself as she did

to the Grecian painter on the sea shore, nor has she

recourse to the expedient she made use of to melt the

stern hearts of her judges. There is nothing eloquent

in the picture, however, and it is not one which I ever
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thouglit very pleasing; tins is still in Lord Bess-

borough's possession at Roehampton. The Jason ivas

solely and was a most beautiful picture, full of all the

bold and wild character of Salvator's landscapes, and
the grace which I think he usually shows in his figures,

though Sir Joshua Eeynolds says no. The Russian

prince's name is Ramoffski. The Duke of Beaufort

has a curious picture by Salvator Rosa, at Badminton,

but I do not recollect seeing it, though I have often

been there. I will enquire more particularly as to the

subject the first time I see him, but the story is that it

was painted to ridicule the pope and cardinals, and
that he was banished from Rome in consequence. I

think Phryne's hair is light. The Belisarius is still in

Lord Townshend's collection at Raynham, and was
given to the Secretary of State of that family, by the

King of Prussia. The Belisarius my sister mentions at

Chiswick, is of doubtful origin, but never claimed

Salvator Rosa as brother, and could not be listened to

in any court if swome to him. It has been sometimes

said to be by Vandyke (and is stated so in the engra-

ving I think) sometimes by Murillo, and is a very fine

picture. I do not know where the Giants are, nor the

Child Exposed, vrhom I believe to be CEdipus. I will

make enquiry concerning Lord Lansdowne's, Lord
Ashburnham's, and Lord Morpeth's pictures. Those at

Devonshire House are the JcicoVs Vision^ with the

angels ascending and descending by the ladder to and
from heaven, one of Jacob and the Angel ivrestling;

and another, landscape, with huge trees and rocks,

with soldiers reposing on them. There is a large

landscape at Chiswick. His letters are curious, and

I believe rather difficult to be met with now. Would
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not a new edition, with some observations on them,

form a good second volume of his life. I fear I have

but very inefficiently executed your commission, but

beg leave to assure you that it is not from want of in-

clination.

Yours, most truly,

W. S. PONSONBY.

The Duchess of Devonshire, along with much kind

interest expressed in Lady Morgan's work, gives a little

grave remonstrance on her Ladyship's habit of hasty

judgment and rash assertion.

The Duchess of Devonshire to Lady Morgan.

Rome,
May 3fst, i825.

Dear Lady Morgan,
I send you a list of the pictures which are known

to be Salvator Rosa's and those that are attributed to

him. You will see what you attribute to the ignorance

or indifference of Prince Chigi to the treasure which

he possesses, is a proof of his being neither ignorant

nor indifferent, but convinced that the picture did not

deserve to be classed as the performance of that great

painter, and discouraging its being called his.

I have taken with pleasure all the pains necessary

to procure you the information which you wanted, but

do not be offended if I say that I should have felt still

more pleasure in doing so were you less unjust to this

country; fallen they are certainly in power, but not

in intellect, or talent, or worth of every kind; and

your stay in Italy was far too short to admit of your

appreciating them as your own undoubted talent would
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liave enabled you to do, liad you staid longer and

derived your information from other sources. You said

to me once, that were you to write your journey in

France again, that you should write it very differently.

I am sure you would say the same were you to come
again into Italy; every monument of antiquity is at-

tended to with the gi-eatest care, and every picture

that requires it is either cleaned, or noted down to be

so. The commission of five attend on every new dis-

covery to give their opinion as to the merit of what is

found, and most productive have this year's excavations

proved to be in sculpture. Mosaic repairs go on, and

new buildings in every part of Rome, and the Braccio

Nuovo alone merits, in the Duke of Devonshire's

opinion, that one should come from London to Rome
were it only to see that beautiful new museum, begun

and completed by a pope from the age of seventy-nine

to eighty-two!

I know not any capital so adorned by its sovereign

as this is. To know with certainty the different ob-

jects, there is a catalogue by Signor Camacini; of all

the classical pictures in the churches, and galleries,

and palaces, — of all those that deserve citation, —
of all the frescoes, outward and inward, — of the

different houses which are classical or rare. We are

often apt to think things are unknown because we
have fancied them valuable on the authority of Vasi,

or a lacquey de place ^ and find the owner scarcely

knowing of their existence; Vasi and the lacquey

having given an assumed name, and the proprietor,

like Prince Chigi, who is a man of taste, of science

even, and of elegant literature, is called ignorant be-

cause he disclaims the assumed merit given to his
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picture. Prince Cliigi lias a small gallery of excellent

pictures and statues, and tlie Filosofo was shown me
on my request, because put hy as not Salvator''s. He
has the famous Cicero, and a cameo with the last

battle of Alexander the Great; these the Prince sjiows

himself.

Baini is living, he is a man of great musical science,

he composed a fine Miserere^ which was sung this year;

but Salvator improvised his compositions, and no written

ones can be found. Monseigneur Mai made diligent

search for me, but in vain. If I can be of any further

use to you, pray write to me. General Cockburn is

still at Rome.
Events of the day are passing which may deserve

blame, but the efforts, — the heroic efforts which the

Greeks have made and are making, are worthy of all

our admiration, and will end, I hope, by restoring that

interesting country to its situation in Europe. There

is matter to animate your genius, and I hope you will

turn your thoughts to something that may tend to do

justice to this long oppressed and calumniated people.

And, my dear Lady Morgan, I must add, in praise

also of my dear Rome, that the Greek fugitives were
received in Ancona, and fed and lodged there. This

is true tolerance.

Once more adieu, my dear Madam, and pray let

me know when your life of Salvator Rosa will appear;

I have no doubt of the success which it will meet
with. Very sincerely yours,

E. Devonshire.

So much for Salvator Rosa and his pictures. Whilst

Lady Morgan was busy rehabilitating the name and
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character of a man of genius, slie was undergoing a

very unpleasant ordeal herself

Sir Charles Morgan had been knighted by an act of

personal favour, before he had done any thing osten-

sibly to merit the distinction, and it had been made a

handle for ill-natured sarcasm; but vague ill-nature

gave place to special hostility. Lady Morgan had made
herself too marked a personage in the liberal interest

to escape the hatred of the opposite party. The Tory
clique desired to mortify her by any means, they were

not particular about their weapon, and they certainly

hit upon a method which was likely to mortify her to

their heart's content.

The right of the Lord-Lieutenant to confer the

honour of knighthood was impugned. It was speciously

argued that since the union, the king alone in person

could confer honours. The titles of several of their

own partisans were at stake as well as Sir C. Morgan's;

but they were willing to sacrifice a few of their friends

to their hatred of Lady Morgan. The case was argued

in England before the judges at the house of the Lord
Chief Justice Dallas. Legal opinion was favourable to

the privilege, and the following letter conveyed the in-

telligence to Sir Charles Morgan. Lady Morgan cared

for the title a great deal more than her husband did;

but it would have been a mortification to him to have

had it declared an illegal possession.

J. Rock to Sir Charles Morgan.

Office of Arms , Westland Row,
June 30, 18^3.

In the absence of Sir William Betham, I beg leave

to state for your information, that ou Tuesday last the
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judges of England assembled at the house of Lord

Chief Justice Dallas, in London, in pursuance of the

royal mandate, to take into consideration and decide

upon the disputed power of the Lord-Lieutenant of

L-eland to confer the honour of knighthood. Two of

the number were unable to attend from illness-, but the

other ten were of opinion unanimously that the Lord-

Lieutenant did possess the power, and that knights

created by him were knights throughout the world.

I expect the return of Sir William Betham from

England in the course of this week, when the above

solemn decision will be given to the public in a man-
ner equally notorious as the doubts of the Lords of the

Admiralty which originally occasioned the discussion.

I have the honour to be, sir.

Your most obedient,

Very humble servant,

F. KocK.

Amusing letter from Lady Caroline Lamb, complains

of false reports. She suffered more than most persons

from this "common lot," though "candid friends" would

have told her she brought it on herself

Lady Caroline Lamh to Lady Morgari.

August 8, 18%3.

I have been much annoyed to-day by a paragraph

in two papers about my turning a woman out of doors

— pray if you see or hear of it, contradict it. As I

hope for mercy, it is a most shameful falsehood made
by a very wicked girl, because I sent her away. She
came to me as Agnes Drummond, a spinster, and ten
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days after hid a man in Brockett Hall; the servants,

in an uproar, discovered him in the evening; he said

first his name was Drummond, then Fain — it was
natural we should desire him to walk out, in particular

as Agnes Drummond had confided to me, only the day
before, that she had been married, when sixteen, to

a thief of the name of Fain, who had married her and
carried away her watch and property. I trouble you
with this, as I see my name as having beaten her and
turned her out of doors icithout clothes, in the night;

instead of which, my coachman conveyed her to an inn,

and had great difficulty in making her sleep there.

She took my clothes away and seal, which were taken

from her. She now calls herself Fain, — her own
clothes were marked E. M. She left them wet in the

laundry or they would have been sent to her that

night.

I have, I think, the very person Lady Cloncurry

would like; she is about twenty-two, very clever, good,

and with a good manner, writes a beautiful hand,

knows music thoroughly, both harp and pianoforte.

She is attached to an old mathematician in Russia —
a Platonic attachment; his name is Wronsky, so that

as they are not to marry or meet for ten years, she

is very anxious to go into any respectable and com-

fortable family where she will be well treated; she

draws, paints uncommonly well, and, provided she

had a room to herself, a fire, pen, ink, and paper, or

a book, I dare say she will make herself comfortable

anywhere; how far she would like Ireland, I guess

not, as her views turned to Italy or Paris: if, however,

your lady will communicate with her herself, I will

send you her answer; she is a person of strict morals
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and great propriety — a little high, but excessively

sweet-tempered. She is by no means expensive, yet

to go to Ireland I think she would ask eighty guineas

— is that too much? She would dedicate all her time

to the children after ten in the morning to six at night;

she would play also on the harp of an evening, read

to the lady if she were ill, or write her letters for her.

Ever yours,

Caroline Lamb.

There are other letters from the same fascinating

and gifted, but most unhappy, lady. They are full of

a whimsical grace, and might have been written by a

bird of Paradise for all the practical sense they evince.

Lady Morgan was very much attached to her, and

tried to inspire her with common sense; but of that it

holds good, as Rubini said of singing, '"''Monsieur le

chant lie s'enseigjie pas.'''' She was full of generous im-

pulses and good instinct; but she was too wilful either

to hold or to bind. More than most women, she needed

to be wisely guided, and this wise guidance was pre-

cisely the "one thing lacking" to her brilliant lot.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan.

September, 18to.

My dear and most amiable Lady Morgan,

I thank you from my heart for what you said Sir

Charles would do; and now, as you say, for business.

It is a disagreeable thing to recommend any one, and

in particular when the education of children is a point

at stake. I therefore shall write you word for the

inspection of Lord and Lady Cloncurry, all I know
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of Miss Bryan, altliougli the knowledge that my letter

is to be seen by strangers will prevent my writing as

fully as I otherwise should. Pray tell me something

of Lady Charlemont. I feel very much interested for

her. My dearest mother liked her. Lady Abercorn

admired her, and so did Lord Byron. She has, I am
sure, suffered very, very much. Sometime or other,

tell me how Lord Caullield came to die , and how
Lady Charlewood is. Pray, in your prettiest manner,

remember me to her. I enclose you, upon trust, a letter

of Miss Bryan; but as there are two or three trifling

mistakes in grammar, do not show it. Only see what
her feelings are. I feel interested for her; yet she

and I are not "congenial souls." She is more digni-

fied, tranquil, calm, gentle, and selfpossessed, than I

am; and therefore, if she is made to be all she can be,

she will do better to bring up others. Now as every

one must, will and should fall in love, it is no bad

thing that she should have a happy, Platonic, romantic

attachment to an old mad mathematician several thou-

sand miles off. It will keep her steady, which, in

truth, she is — beyond her years. Added to this, she

plays perfectly; can draw quite well enough to teach;

do beauty work; paint flowers; write and read well;

and teach the harp. For manner, dress, arrangement,

appearance, exactness — do well. What I do not

know about her is this, — I do not know if she is

able to impart her knowledge. I do not know if she

is religious, although I presume she is. Lady Clon-

curry must guide her; she is yet but young, and I

advise most particularly that she should begin as

she intends to proceed. Miss Bryan is very gentle,

although proud, and can bear being spoken to; but



302 LADY morgan's MEMOIRS.

she requires to be told the plain truth, whole truth,

and all the truth.

She has, certainly, good abilities and considerable

knowledge. Of the latter, perhaps rather too much,

as it makes her somewhat positive; but there is no

conceit: her presumption is in her manner. It ap-

pears to me that there is a good chance of her doing

well-, but Lady Morgan must be aware that the power

of instructing is almost a gift of nature; that many of

the best instructed themselves are very deficient in it.

She must also be aware that much temper and man-

agement is necessary to enable a person to like well

the situation of a governess, which, in every family,

will be beset by some of the difficulties and annoy-

ances which Lady Morgan has well described in

O'Donnel

With great regard,

Caroline.

Lady Caroline's story of a Governess is continued

in her correspondence along with other stories, not so

positive in their human interest.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan.

October, i8^3.

My dear Lady Morgan,
Thank you and thank Sir Charles for all his kind-

ness about my fairy tale, Ada Beis^ although I think

he uses a rod even whilst he is merciful. I must

now tell you about Miss Bryan. She has caught

cold, and been very, very ill I would not, for the

world, have Lady Cloncurry wait for her; but if
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she chances to be without a proper person when well,

Miss Bryan would assuredly go. However, it is no

loss to the girl, as I feel sure she wishes to die or

to marry Wronsky, and therefore do nothing further

about her. She is sensible, handsome, young, good,

unsophisticated, independent, true, ladylike, above any

deceit or meanness, romantic, very punctual about

money, but she has a cold and cough, and is in love,

I cannot help it-, can you?
Whoever has reviewed Ada Reis must not think me

discontented, neither unhappy. The loss of what one

adores affects the mind and heart; but I have resigned

myself to it, and God knows I am satisfied with all I

have and have had. My husband has been to me as a

guardian angel. I love him most dearly; and my boy,

though afflicted, is clever, amiable, and cheerful.

Dear Lady Morgan, let me not be judged by hasty

works and hasty letters. My heart is as calm as a

lake on a fine summer day, and I am as grateful to

God for his mercy and blessing as it is possible to be.

Tell all this to Sir Charles; and pray write to me.

Your letters amuse me excessively. I would I had

anything clever or pretty to pay in return.

Caroline.

Joseph Hume, then M.P. , for Middlesex, was a

correspondent of Sir Charles. The present generation

may not know so much of Joseph Hume and his

economies as the one that has just passed away. He
w^as a man who did his duty sturdily, and was a

thoroughly honest man, of the stuff that builds up a

nation.
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Joseph Hume to Sir Charles Morgan.

LONDOX,
December 19th, 18f3.

Dear Sir,

As it is my intention to bring the Churcli Estab-

lisbment of Ireland before tbe House of Commons in

the ensuing session, I shall be obliged by your sending

me any authentic accounts of the value of the Church

property, /. e. , of the bishops, deans, and chapters of

any diocese, that I may lay it before the public as

completely as possible.

The cause is so good a one that I wish to be in

moderation, and within bounds, as exaggeration always

hurts our cause.

The system of tithes ought to be entirely abolished,

as every attempt, like that of the last session, to bolster

up so preposterous and a bad system must tend to

render the change too violent when it shall be made;
and the late conduct of some of the church militant

will only hasten the event.

Until a radical change takes place in the Church

establishment and Church property, there will be no

peace in your wretched country, and every aid to

effect these changes will be a real benefit to the

country.

To expose these evils of the system of tithes as it

has been working in the last year, it would be of great

use to me if you could cut out of any newspapers all

the cases that can be depended upon, where burnings,

murders, the interposition of the military, the destruc-

tion of cattle, &c., &c., have taken place on account of

the tithe system, that they may be brought into array



WRITING THE WORK ON SALVATOR ROSA. 305

at once; also the conduct of such of the clergy as have

taken the law into their own hands, or have behaved
harshly so as to produce disturbance or mischief

Can any account be obtained of the number of per-

sons who have been murdered, hanged, and transported

in the last year in Ireland on account of the tithes'

disputes?

All these, with docilments to enable me to prove

them, will be most valuable in forwarding the object I

have in view, an exposure to effect a complete change.

I shall want as much information of that kind as

you can collect for me before the middle of January,

to be prepared to agitate the subject by the middle of

February. Callous as the ministers are to proceed-

ings that disgrace the country, and regardless as they

are to the misery produced in Ireland by their conduct,

and indiiferent as they are also to the enormous charge

on Great Britain to keep a whole nation under military

power, I am confident that nothing will rouse the

public indignation so much as a proper exposure of all

these evils and their causes.

If you will zealously aid me, you will, I trust, aid

the best interests of your own country, and in your

desire to do that, I hope there cannot be a doubt.

I shall, therefore, expect your early attention to my
requests, whilst

I remain.

Your obedient servant,

Joseph Hume.

PS. — I this day delivered to the charge of Mr.

Felix Fitzpatrick a copy of Mills' Essays on Govern-

ment, on Jurisprudence, and the Liberty of the Press,

Lady Morgaiis Memoirs. 11.
'^0
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of wliicli we Lave printed one thousand for circulation

;

and I hope you will approve the sound doctrines they

contain.

In October 1823, the Life and Times of Sahator

Rosa appeared in two volumes octavo. Lady Morgan
said she wrote the work to the sound of Rossini's

music. It was her favourite of all her works, and was

written because she thought Salvator Rosa had never

received justice from posterity. In her preface to the

first edition she says, "should it be deemed worthy of

enquiring why I selected the Life of Salvator Rosa as

a subject of biographical memoir in preference to that

of any other illustrious painter of the Italian schools, I

answer that I was influenced in my preference more by
the peculiar character of the man than the extraordi-

nary merits of the artist. For admiring the works of

the great Neapolitan master with an enthusiasm un-

known perhaps to the sobriety of professed vertiiy I

estimated still more highly the qualities of the Italian

patriot, who, stepping boldly in advance of a degraded

age, stood in the foreground of his times, like one of

his own spirited and graceful figures whe*i all around

him was timid mannerism, and grovelling subserviency.

I took the opportunity of my residence in Italy to

make some verbal enquiries as to the private character

and story of a man whose powerful intellect and deep

feeling, no less than his wild and gloomy imagination,

came forth even in his most petulant sketches and
careless designs. It was evident that over the name
of Salvator Rosa there hung some spell, dark as one of

his own incantations. I was referred for information

to the Parnasso Italiano, one of the few modern works
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published 'with the full apjirobation of the Grand In-

quisitor of the holy office.' In its consecrated pages I

found Salvator Rosa described as being of 'low birth,

indigent circumstances — of a subtle organization, and

an unregulated mind, one whose life had been dis-

orderly, and whose associates had been chosen among
musicians and buffoons.' This discrepancy between the

man and his works awakened suspicions which led to

further enquiry and deeper research. It was then I

discovered that the sublime painter was in fact precisely

the reverse in life and character of all that he had

been represented. * * * ^- As I found, so I have re-

presented him, and if (led by a natural sympathy to

make common cause with all who suffer by misre-

presentation) I have been the first (my only merit) to

light a taper at the long neglected shrine, and to

raise the veil of calumny from the splendid image of

slandered genius, I trust it is still reserved for some
compatriot hand to restore the memory of Salvator

Eosa to all its original brightness."

Having begun her work with this intention, Lady
Morgan carries it through. She has produced a very

clever, romantic biography, obscured by fine phrases

and lighted up by exaggerated antitheses, but she has

collected her materials with industry, and put them

together as carefully and brilliantly as a Roman
Mosaic. She is too much of a partisan to carry her

hero out of the quagmire in which she found him, for

she fights at every body and every thing that strikes

her imagination by any association of ideas, so that

Salvator is generally thrown down and lost in the

fray. A more tranquil style and a simpler statement

of her facts, with less colouring, and fewer epithets,

20*
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would have given her testimony more weight, and

effected her object better, if that were a single-minded

desire to wi'ite the true biography of a calumniated

man of genius. But Lady Morgan could never forget

or efface herself. In her novels that did not signify,

she kneaded together her characters and her story, and

each had a suitability which gave a charm to the

whole. When she meddled with history and facts she

wrote of them as though they possessed no more sub-

stance than scenes in a novel, and this takes away from

the dignity and reality of her historical facts, and

hinders the reader from doing justice to the ardour

and industry with which she sought materials to sup-

port every assertion on which she ventured, in spite of

the rash rhetorical exaggerations which marked her

style, — when she was not writing works of fiction.

Those who wish to obtain the facts of Salvator

Rosa's life, to form a judgment of his life and labours,

will find Lady Morgan's life of him a good handbook,

for she has bestowed great industry upon it, and she

always gives her authorities and the sources of her in-

formation.

Some of the incidental observations in Salvator Rosa

are amusing, as for instance, when speaking of Louis

the Fourteenth, who pensioned Bernini and neglected

Poussin, she said, "this idle,prodigality of kings is the

result more of ignorance than of vice. If they usually

know little of the arts, they are still less aware of the

value of money."

Lady Morgan received five hundred pounds for the

copyright. It went into a second edition in 1825,

when it was reprinted in a single volume. It was the

intention of Colburu to have prefixed a portrait of
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Lady Morgan; she sat to Lover for the miniature,

which has been before referred to. It was to be en-

graved by Meyer, but between the painter and the

engraver, the result was such unmitigated ugliness^

that Colburn would not let it appear, and he presented

Lady Morgan with a beautiful velvet dress, as a peace

offering for the annoyance. Colburn and Lady Morgan
had many quarrels about this time, chiefly occasioned

by Lady ^lorgan insisting that Colburn made "great

gains" out of her works, and did not pay her in pro-

portion, — an imputation which Colburn highly re-

sented. He complained much of her "hard thoughts"

of him, and he stoutly maintained that although Lady
Morgan had wonderful genius, yet it was to his own
good publishing that her works were indebted for their

great success; nevertheless, he was dreadfully jealous

lest she should leave him for any other publisher.

In spite of the high prices he paid, Colburn seemed
to justify Lady Morgan's suspicions of his "great gains,"

for he this year separated his circulating library from

his publishing business, and took a house at No. 8, Xew
Burlington Street, next door to Lady Cork, "who, he

feared would be rather angry at his presumption, coming
next door to her, shojJ and all I"
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CHAPTER XXIL

CONNEXION WITH THE NEW MONTHLY 1824.

CoLBURN was very anxious to obtain Sir Charles

and Lady Morgan as contributors to liis Magazine, The.

Neiv Monthly. He wrote to them to say that although

the highest terms he I gave were fifteen to sixteen

guineas a sheet; yet, to her and to Sir Charles he

would give "a bonus of half as much more, according

to the quantity," Lady Morgan consented, and set to

work on an essay on Absenteeism
.,
which the enemies

of L'eland were always declaiming against, as the

source of all the woes of L'eland. She set herself to

show that Absenteeism was but the effect of ill-govern-

ment and unjust legislation from the earliest period of

England's rule.

She began to read up for her materials and she I

found much help from the Pacata Hibernia^ of which

mention is made in her letters to Sir Charles, when she

ran away to Dublin during her engagement, and would

not return till she had almost driven him past his

patience

!

Lady Morgan had seen in her youth so much of the

misery of financial irregularity, that she had a sacred

horror of all debt; she kept her accounts with a punc-

tuality that would have been creditable to a Chancellor

of the Exchequer. One entry has an interest, as

showing that literary labour, when well done and in-

dustriously followed, is not the ungrateful, ill-requited
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task it has been the fashion to represent it. Lady-

Morgan worked hard and drudged^ without feeling

degraded by the process.

May 9. — This page is from an old Account-book.
— By my earnings, since April 3, 1822, I have
added to our joint-stock account, such sums as makes
the whole ^^ 5,109 7 s., from ^2,678 lis. 6d., as it

stood on that date. The several sums, therefore, vested

in the Irish and English Stocks, and which ^ hehig my
earnings^ I have disposed of according to my marriage

Reduced 3 per Cent. Annuities.

Irish 34 per Cent.

Irish 5 per Cents.

Loan at Interest.

settlement

,
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The packet was not of course opened tlien, but tlie

next morning, before she was up, Lady Morgan received

tlie following letter , accompanied by the gift of a beautiful

silver case to hold perfume bottles.

The Marquis of Wellesley to Lady Morgan.

April, 18U.

I am very grateful to Lady Morgan for the perusal

of this letter. It is written by Prudentia Trevor (sister

to my mother) who was married to Charles Leslie, of

Monaghan*, it is franked by my grandfather, Arthur

Trevor, the first Lord Dungannon. It must have been

written from Bryntrinalt, in North AYales, in the year

1761. I was born in Grafton Street, Dublin, 1760, in

a large, old house, afterwards pulled down, opposite

the Provost's house. I was taken to England, 1767,

where my family attended the coronation.

The above note is written in pencil. The essay

on Absenteeism had become a more important work than

Lady Morgan at first contemplated, and she was un-

willing to allow it to appear as a mere magazine con-

tribution; but Colburn, after some correspondence, per-

suaded her to let him have it. On the 10th of May,
1824, he wrote very gratefully to thank her for her

acquiescence in his proposal to let it appear in his

magazine, expressing a hope that the notes would not

be too long or too numerous, it being her peculiar

tendency to pile up all her loose lying materials into

notes as long as the text. Absenteeism appeared in the

June number of the New Monthly. It is written in a

florid, declamatory style. It begins with the ancient
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glories of Ireland, reflecting mournfully on the times

"when all in Ireland who were not saints were kings,

and many were both , while none were martyrs." In

those true Church and State times, the Irish kept in

their own country, a pilgrimage to St. Patrick's purga-

tory — a royal progress of some Toparch of the South

to some "Dynasty" of the North, or a morning visit

from ELing Mac Turtell to his close neighbour. King
Gillemohalmoghe

,
(which occasionally resulted in broken

heads to both parties) was all the 'absenteeism' of Ire-

land until the period of our Henry II. King Mac
Turtell was king of Dublin-, and not far from Dublin

there lived an Irish king named Grillemohalmoghe. Of
the territories of this prince , Michael's Lane, in Dublin,

formed a part-, and his kingdom extended as far as

Swords, the seat of Sir Compton Domville. Dermont
Macmurrough O'Kavenagh, king of Leinster, is the

first L'ish absentee on record. He took refuge in the

court of Henry II., of England; hence the invasion,

&c. , &c. , &c." Sir Charles Morgan, in his preface,

gives the pith of the whole book, and says, with a

tone of apology, "In taking up the subject of absen-

teeism, the peculiar bent of Lady Morgan's mind has

given a picturesque turn to her ideas, and induced her

to view the matter less as an economist than as a poet

and as a woman. But the great truth has not escaped

her that absenteeism is less a cause than an effect.

The whole of Lady Morgan's work goes to prove that

English treachery and tyranny first made Ireland un-

inhabitable, and then punished its inhabitants for trying

to leave. Like a true apologist and partisan, whilst

she cannot deny the fact of absenteeism, nor the evils

which the absence of a resident gentry entailed upon
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the country, slie argues away the blame from the natives

and lays it upon the English government. As a treatise

of the hour Absenteeism did its duty, but it is of little

value otherwise.

Sir Charles and Lady Morgan came over to London
for the season of 1824; and Lady Morgan described the

incidents of her life in letters to her sister.

Lady Morgan to Lady Clarke.

LOXDOX,

Itnprimis, — We have three and ninepence to pay
for the last packet, charged overweight; but as I

suspect it was the '"''chillies bulletins'''' that kicked the

balance, I am quite satisfied to pay any sum for the

productions of the most original writers of the age,

only I beg to put my dear little bevy of correspondents

on their guard in future. I see you are sick of my
7'outs and riots, and, in truth, so am L The heat is

more oppressive than I ever found it in Italy. I have

passed such a curious morning that I must describe it

to you whilst I remember it. I sat to three artists

from ten to one o'clock; then came a delightful person,

Mr. Blencoe, by appointment, with a collection of

original letters by Algernon Sydney (in his own pre-

cious handwriting to his father, Lord Leicester) , models

of style and full of curious facts that throw new glory

on his character, and new light upon the times of

Cromwell and Charles II. Mr. Blencoe found alsa at

Penshurst, a journal kept by Lord Leicester which,

with Sydney's letters, he is going to publish. He was
scarcely gone, when Lord Byron's letters to his mother
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and others were confided to me. I sliall only say, en

href^ that though Cicero was to rise to plead for him
to public opinion, he could say nothing in his behalf so

powerflilly favorable to his character as these natural^

charming^ and interesting letters: warm affections and
high morality in every line. Poor fellow! He says, on
the death of his mother, "Now she is gone, I have not

one friend on earth, and this at twenty-three! What
could I have more to say at seventy!" Just as I had
devoured them (as I did in a great hurry), came in a

packet of Mrs. Piozzi's MSS. letters; but after Byron's,

they were sad namby pamby stuff. She says, crying

down the French Eevolution in 1797, "What do you
think, the women have absolutely left off hair-powder!

I see nothing but ruin for this unfortunate country!"

We have just got notice that Lord Byron's funeral

takes place on Monday. Morgan is to go. His name
is on the list; so are all the Whig lords. We could

not bring ourselves to go and see him laid in state.

Our dinner at Dick's (Qitmtin) was sumptuous. We
had the house of Mulgrave, Lady Cork, Lord and
Lady Dillon, Sir Watkin, and others, — Lord Mul-
grave's daughter, Lady Murray, is a charming person.

They are ^particularly civil to us, and we dine there

next Friday; and, on Wednesday, we are to meet the

Duke of Wellington and Lord Hertford at Lady Cork's.

Campbell came to breakfast with Morgan, and they

went together to the funeral of poor Lord Byron. The
public wish was that he should be buried in the abbey,

but his sister Avould have him buried in the family vault,

and insisted on his funeral being a peer's funeral, from
which the vulgar pirhl/c^ the nation^ was to be excluded.

There would not have been a single literary person
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there, but Rogers and Moore (his personal friends),

had not Morgan and Campbell, at the last moment^

suggested others. All was mean and pompous, yet

confusion: hundreds of persons on foot, in deep mourn-

ing, who came to pay this respect to one of the greatest

geniuses of the age. Thomas Moore takes tea with us

this evening, before we go to Lady Cork's ^V1^^g party.

Did I tell you of the gentilesse of some of the managers

of the theatres? They have sent me keys of private

boxes?

I can no more. God bless you all, good people;

and love me as I love you.

S. Morgan.

In allusion to Lady Morgan's love of general so-

ciety, her political friends looked doubtingly on her

London season of this year; her friend, the Honourable

Mrs. Caulfield, daughter of Sir Capel Molyneux, the

fine old Lush gentleman and "patriot," who had re-

gistered a vow not to encourage Lord Lieutenants until

the act of union should be repealed, — this daughter,

as great a patriot as himself, wrote to Lady Morgan,
— "I will not affront you by supposing that you will

suffer by the ordeal your patriotism and your radicalism

are undergoing. I will only say that I shall congratu-

late you and human nature if you end your gaieties

among the Tories without a slight degree of contami-

nation. I am alike enraged at your abuse of Dublin

(though as to society, it is just) and at your idea of

adding to the number of those you yourself write against

by becoming an absentee. True friendship shows itself

most in misfortune; and the riches, the society, the

comforts, of London and of England should only attach
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an Irish patriot more strongly to his country, — the

land of sorrow and suffering. I trust neither the variety,

scenery, wealth, nor society afforded on the Continent

or in England, will ever tempt us to have a home in

either, hut that like a captain to his ship, we shall not

abandon poor old Ireland so long as our rulers allow

our lives to be safe and of any use to it."

The tone of the "friends of Ireland" was then little

less dangerous to the true welfare of the country than

the ultra-Protestant bitterness of the Tories, who did

not know how to manage either the country or the

people; it is difficult in these days of tranquil politics

to realise how "all faces gathered blackness" when
they touched upon them.

The following letter from Lord Cloncurry is given

as containing the views of an Irish landlord on the

subject of poor laws for Ireland.

Lord Cloncurry, when the Honourable Valentine

Lawless, had been mixed up very actively with the

proceedings of the "United Irishmen." He was ar-

rested in May, 1798, confined for about six weeks in

the house of the king's messenger, in Pimlico, and then

set at liberty with an admonition. On April 14, 1799,

he was again arrested "on suspicion of treasonable

practices." The '"''Habeas Corpus'''' was at that time

suspended. He was examined before the Privy Coun-

cil, was committed to the Tower, where he endured a

somewhat rigorous imprisonment, until March, 1801,

when he was discharged on the expiration of the "sus-

pension-," without having had any regular trial. He
suffered much in health; and domestic afflictions fell

heavily upon him during the twenty-two months of his
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imprisonment. The lady to wliont lie was engaged to

be married, died of sorrow and anxiety on his account,

his father also died, and to avoid the contingency of

confiscation, left away from him the sum of seventy

thousand pounds; this, together with the disorder that

his affairs fell into, made his loss in a pecuniary point

of view a sufficiently heavy fine.

Lord Cloncurry to Sir Charles Morgan.

Torquay, Devon,
Ocloher 6, iS^i.

My DEAR Sir Charles,
I see by the papers that I owe you sixteen shillings

and eight pence on the Greek account, which you can

either receive from Val. or hold over in terrorem against

me. Your observations on the Poor Laws, and the

prospect of introducing them into Ireland, are founded

on the best principles of human political philosophy,

and I would only act in opposition to them from a

feeling of the utter hopelessness of our situation, and

from the idea that they may ultimately be one means
of bringing about that change which all parties allow

to be necessary. The case of Ireland is so difi'erent

from that of any other country, that as a mere L-ish-

man I think quite differently from what I would as a

citizen of the world. What could be more silly or

atrocious than the Corn Laws? An Englishman voting

for them should have been sent only to Bethlehem or

the hulks, yet I voted for them, as I knew my country-

men never taste bread, and the same, bad as it was,

gave us much English money. Now the Poor Laws
will not, I think, ruin the price of land as you expect,

but will lower it, and perhaps cost me twelve or fifteen
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hundred per annum; but as no tenant can pay more
than he already does, the landlords must be answer-

able, as in the case of tithes — thus the Poor Laws
will be an indirect absentee tax— the desire to abolish

it will join the upper orders to the corps reformateur^

and ultimately the whole system of iniquity must be

put down.

I am truly sorry Lady Morgan should feel one mo-
ment's illness. I am interested for her as an Irishman

as well as a sincere and g-rateful friend. We have got

a capital house here, and the place is beautiful and
pleasant; if you could come to us for a couple of

months we could make you and your dear lady very

comfortable.

I want to consult you as to an apj^lication from

Staunton for an advance of one hundred pounds on his

security, for the purpose of re-establishing'^the Morning
Herald. I would most willingly give one or two hundred
pounds for a clever, thorough-going Irish paper, to be

managed by a committee; but though I always take

the Evrniari IlerahJ^ it is too polemical and too

personal, and too full of long, drawling, priest-written

stuff to do any real good. I have no objection to aid

Staunton with fifteen or twenty pounds; but for any
farther advance I should like the security of a com-
mittee. I wish you and Curran would turn this in your
minds, and see whether we could not establish what is

so much wanted.

Yours ever,

Most faithfully,

Cloncurry.

PS. Our M.D. here is an Irish Papist, brother to
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Councillor Scully. Balls and cards liere every week, to

the great comfort of Miss Bryan.

CHAPTEE XXIII.

LORD BYRON AND LADY CAROLINE LAMB.

The correspondence between Lady Caroline Lamb
and Lady Morgan, on the subject of Lord Byron,

together with the noble poet's last letter to Lady Caro-

line, may now be given. In a rough memorandum,

written by Lady Morgan on a loose sheet of paper, in

the year before she commenced to keep a regular

diary, there is some account of Lady Caroline, taken

down from her own mouth. The sentences are but

fragments, yet they make a very sad and singular

picture of this gifted woman in her youth and early

married life. Lady Caroline's account of her first intro-

duction to Byron, and of the impression made on her

by the noble poet, will be read with universal interest.

The lady's words must be set down in their rough

state, exactly as they appear in Lady Morgan's

journal.

"Lady Caroline Lamb sent for me. Her story: Her
mother had a paralytic stroke: went to Italy: she

remained there till nine years old, brought up by a

maid called Fanny. She was then taken to Devonshire

House, and brought up with her cousins. She gave

curious anecdotes of high life,— children neglected by
their mothers — children served on silver in the morn-

ing, carrying down their plate to the kitchen— no one
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to attend to them— servants all at variance — ignorance

of children on all subjects — thought all people were

dukes or beggars — or had never to part with their

money — did not know bread, or butter, was made—
wondered if horses fed on beef — so neglected in her

education, she could not write at ten years old. Lady
Georgiana Cavendish took her away, and she was sent

to live with her godmother, Spencer, where the house-

keeper, in hoop and ruffles, had the rule over seventy

servants, and always attended her ladies in the draw-

ing-room. Lady Georgiana's marriage v;as one de

convenance. Her delight was hunting butterflies. The
house-keeper breaking a lath over her head reconciled

her to the match [to become Duchess of Devonshire].

She was ignorant of everything. Lady Spencer had

Dr. Warren to examine Lady Caroline. He said she

had no tendency to madness,— severity of her governess

and indulgence of her parents. Her passion for Wil-

liam Lamb — would not marry him— knew herself to

be a fury — wanted to follow him as a clerk, &c. Ill

tempers on both sides broke out together after marriage

— both loved, hated, quarrelled, and made up. 'He
cared nothing for my morals,' she said. 'I might flirt

and go about with what men I pleased. He was privy

to my afi'air with Lord Byron, and laughed at it. His

indolence rendered him insensible to everything. When
I ride, play, and amuse him, he loves me. In sickness

and suffering, he deserts me. His violence is as bad

as my own.'
"

Her account of Lord Byron: •

—

"Lady Westmoreland knew him in Italy. She took

on her to present him. The women suffocated him. I

Lady Morgan's Memoirs. II.
'^^
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heard nothing of him, till one day Eogers (for he,

Moore, and Spencer, were all my lovers, and wrote me
up to the skies— I was in the clouds) — Rogers said,

'you should know the new poet,' and he offered me
the MS. of ChUde Harold to read. I read it, and that

was enough, Rogers said, 'he has a club-foot, and bites

his nails.' I said, 'If he was ugly as jEsop I must

know him.' I was one night at Lady "Westmoreland's;

the women were all throwing their heads at him. Lady
Westmoreland led me up to him. I looked earnestly

at him, and turned on my heel. My opinion, in my
journal was, 'mad — bad— and dangerous to know.'

A day or two passed; I was sitting with Lord and

Lady Hollond , when he was announced. Lady
Holland said, 'I must present Lord Byron to you.'

Lord Byron said, 'That offer was made to you before;

may I ask why you rejected it?' He begged permission

to come and see me. He did so the next day. Rogers

and Moore were standing by me: I was on the sofa. I

had just come in from riding. I was filthy and heated.

When Lord Byron was announced, I flew out of the

room to wash myself When I returned, Rogers said,

'Lord Byron, you are a happy man. Lady Caroline

has been sitting here in all her dirt with us, but

when you were announced , she flew to beautify

herself Lord Byron wished to come and see me at

eight o'clock, when I was alone; that was my dinner-

hour. I said he might. From that moment, for more
than nine months, he almost lived at Melbourne House.

It was then the centre of all gaiety, at least, in appear-

ance. My cousin Hartington wanted to have waltzes

and quadrilles; and, at Devonshire House, it would not

be allowed, so we had them in the great drawing-room
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of Melbourne House. All the hon ton of London as-

sembled here every day. There was nothing so fashion-

able. Byron contrived to sweep them all away. My
mother grew miserable, and did everything in her

power to break off the connexion. She at last brought

me to consent to go to Ireland with her and papa.

Byron wrote me that letter which I have shown you.

While in Ireland, I received letters constantly, — the

most tender and the most amusing. We had got to

Dublin, on our way home, where my mother brought

me a letter. There was a coronet on the seal. The
initials under the coronet were Lady Oxford's. It was

that cruel letter I have published in Glenarvon: it de-

stroyed me: I lost my brain. I was bled, leeched; kept

for a week in the filthy Dolphin Inn, at Rock. On my
return, I was in great prostration of mind and spirit.

Then came my fracas with the page, which made such

noise. He was a little espiegle, and would throw

detonating balls into the fire. Lord Melbourne always

scolded me for this; and I, the boy. One day I was

playing ball with him. He threw a squib into the fire,

and I threw the ball at his head. It hit him on the

temple, and he bled. He cried out, 'Oh, my lady, you

have killed me!' Out of my senses, I flew into the

hall, and screamed, 'Oh God, I have murdered the

page!' The servants and people in the streets caught

the sound, and it was soon spread about. William

Lamb would live with me no longer. All his family

united in insisting on our separation. Whilst this was

going on, and instruments drawing out — that is, in

one month— I wrote and srnt Glenarvon to the press. I

wrote it, unknown to all (save a governess, Miss

Welsh), in the middle of the night. It was necessary

21*
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to have it copied out. I had heard of a famous copier,

an old Mr. Woodhead. I sent to beg he would come

to see Lady Caroline Lamb at Melbourne House. I

placed Miss Welsh, elegantly dressed, at my harp, and

myself at a writing-table, dressed in the page's clothes,

looking a boy of fourteen. He addressed Miss Welsh
as Lady Caroline. She showed him the author. He
would not believe that this schoolboy could write such

a thing. He came to me again in a few days, and he

found me in my own clothes. I told him William

Ormond, the young author, was dead. When the work
was printed, I sent it to William Lamb. He was
delighted with it; and we became united, just as the

world thought we were parted for ever. The scene at

Brocket Hall (in the novel of Gleiiarvoii) was true.

Lord Byron's death — the ghost appearing to her —
her distraction at his death. Medwin's talk completed

her distress."

We may now proceed with the correspondence.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan.

Melbourne House,
June %.

My dear Lady Morgan,
I have sent for, and I know not if I shall receive,

the portrait you wished to see. I am afraid you have

seen me under great irritation, and under circumstances

that might try any one. I am too miserable. You
have not yet advised me what to do — I know not,

care not. Oh, God, it is a punishment severe enough;

I never can recover it; it is fair by William Lamb to

mention, that since I saw you he has written a kinder

letter; but if I am sent to live by myself, let them
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dread the violence of my despair — better far go

away. Every tree, every flower, will awaken bitter

reflection. Pity me, for I am too unhappy; I cannot

bear it. I would give all I possessed on earth to be

again what I once was, and I would now be obedient

and gentle-, but I shall die of grief.

Think about Ireland — if only for a few months
— yet what shall I do at Bessborough alone? God
bless you; thanks for your portrait; hearing this, is a

sad ending to a too frivolous and far too happy a life.

Farewell; if you receive the portrait, return it, and

send the letter; it is his parting one when I went to

Ireland with mamma (/ mean Lord Byron^s). She was
near dying because she thought I was going to leave

her. William, at that time, loved me so much that he

forgave me all, and only implored me to remain. My
life has not been the best possible. The slave of im-

pulse, I have rushed forward to my own destruction.

If you like the drawing of me, which Pickett did be-

fore he died, I will try and have it copied. I trust

faithfully to your returning my letter and both pictures.

Ever with sincere interest,

and afi'ection,

Caroline.

Lord Burori's Parting Letter to Lady Carolme Lamb.

[Enclosed in foregoing.]

My DEAREST Caroline,

If tears which you saw and know I am not apt to

shed,— if the agitation in which I parted from you,—
agitation which you must have perceived through the

whole of this most nervous aff'air, did not commence
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until the moment of leaving you approaclied, — if all

I have said and done, and am still but too ready to

say and do have not sufficiently proved what my real

feeling's are, and must ever be towards you, my love,

I have no other proof to offer. God knows, I wish

you happy, and when I quit you, or rather you from

a sense of duty to your husband and mother, quit me,

you shall acknowledge the truth of what I again pro-

mise and vow, that no other in word or deed shall ever

hold the place in my affections, which is, and shall be,

most sacred to you, till I am nothing. I never knew
till that moment the madness of my dearest and most

beloved friend; I cannot express myself; this is no

time for words, but I shall have a pride, a melancholy

pleasure, in suffering what you yourself can scarcely

conceive, for you do not know me. I am about to go

out with a heavy heart, because my appearing this

evening will stop any absurd story which the spite of

the day might give rise to. Do you think noiv I am
cold, and stern, and wilful? will ever others think so?

will your mother ever — that mother to whom we
must indeed sacrifice much more, much more on my
part than she shall ever know or can imagine? "Pro-

mise not to love you," ah, Caroline, it is past pro-

mising. But I shall attribute all concessions to the

proper motive, and never cease to feel all that you
have already witnessed, and more than can ever be

known but to my own heart, — perhaps to yours.

May God protect, forgive, and bless you ever and

ever, more than ever

Your most attached,

Byron.
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PS. — These taunts wliicli have driven you to

this, my dearest Caroline, were it not for your mother

and the kindness of your connections, is there anything

in earth or heaven that would have made me so happy
as to have made you mine long ago? and not less now
than then^ but more than ever at this time. You know
I would with pleasure give up all here and beyond

the grave for you, and in refraining from this, must

my motives be misunderstood? I care not who knows
this, what use is made of it, — it is to you and to

you only that they are, yourself. I was and am yours

freely and entirely to obey, to honour, love, and fly

with you when, where, and how yourself might and

may determine.

From the confession of Lady Caroline, previously

given, it will have been seen that Byron continued to

write to her while she was in Ireland. How the un-

happy woman quan-elled in the last degree with her

indulgent husband is not told in these papers. That
she parted from him and went abroad, are facts in-

volved in the statements which ensue. The letters

must be given without comment.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan.

[No date.]

No, no, not that portrait out of my hands — I

cannot bear. I will have it copied for you. I must

take it with me to Paris. Thank you, dear Lady
Morgan, for your advice, but you do not understand

me, and I do not wonder you cannot know me. I had

purposed a very pretty little supper for you. I have
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permission to see all my friends here; it is not Wil-

liam's house; beside, lie said he wished me to see

every one, and Lady — called and asked me who I

wished to see. I shall, therefore, shake hands with

the whole Court Guide before I go. The only question

I want you to solve is, shall I go abroad? Shall I

throw myself upon those who no longer want me, or

shall I live a good sort of a half kind of life in some

cheap street a little way off, viz., the City Road,

Shoreditch, Camberwell, or upon the top of a shop, —
or shall I give lectures to little children, and keep a

seminary, and thus earn my bread? or shall I write a

kind of quiet every day sort of novel, full of whole-

some truths, or shall I attempt to be poetical, and
failing, beg my friends for a guinea a-piece, and their

name, to sell my work, upon the best foolscap paper;

or shall I fret, fret, fret, and die; or shall I be digni-

fied and fancy myself, as Richard the Second did

when he picked the nettle up — upon a thorn?

Sir Charles Morgan was most agreeable and good-

natured. Faustus is good in its way, but has not all

its sublimity; it is like a rainy shore. I admire it be-

cause I conceive what I had heard translated elsewhere,

but the end particularly is in very contemptible taste.

The overture tacked to it is magnificent, the scenery

beautiful, parts affecting, and not unlike Lord Byron,

that dear, that angel, that mis-guided and mis-guiding

Byron, whom I adore, although he left that dreadful

legacy on me — my memory. Remember thee —
and well.

I hope he and AVilliam will find better friends; as

to myself, I never can love anything better than what
I thus tell you; — William Lamb, first; my mother,



LORD BYRON AND LADY CAROLINE LAMB. 329

second', Byron, third; my boy, fourth; my brother

William, fifth; my father and godmother, sixth; my
uncle and aunt, my cousin Devonshire, my brother

Fred,, (myself), my cousins next, and last, my ixiit

friend, young Russell, because he is my aunt's godson;

because when he was but three I nursed him; because

he has a hard-to-win, free, and kind heart; but chiefly

because he stood by me when no one else did.

I am yours,

C. L.

Send me my portrait. I trust to your kindness

and honour.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan.

Dear Lady Morgan, ^^' ^"''-^

You know not what misery and illness I have suf-

fered since last I wrote to you. My brother William
— my kind guardian -angel — informed me to-day

that you were in town, and as I am too ill to go out,

and wish to consult you about publishing my journal,

and many other things, would you do me the favour

to call here to-morrow evening, or any time you please,

between eight and eleven! Unless you meet my
brother you will find no one, and, as I have four

horses, I can send for you, and send you back when
you like.

Yours most sincerely

Caroline.

PS. I was rather grieved that you never answered

my last imprudent letter; fear not, they have broken
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my heart — not my spirit; aud if I will but sign a

paper, all my rich relations will protect me, and I shall

no doubt, go with an Almack ticket to heaven.

Lady Caroline Lamh to Lady Morgan.

October 16.

My dear Lady Morgan,
I have a great deal to say to you, and to explain

to you, and I will write soon; but I have not been
well. Lady Cowper called soon after you left me at

Thomas's Hotel, and promised to call on you and say

that I could not. I have seen her since, and found

she did not; but she wished to do so much, and I now
send you her card; pray see William and my son, and
write and tell me all you think about them, and L-e-

land, and when you next will be out. I write this

solely to fulfil my engagement — saying, I leave you

when I die Lord Byron^s pictin'e, now under the care of

Goddard — the original by Saunders. Pray excuse

one more word until I hear from you, and believe me
Ever most sincerely yours,

Caroline Lamb.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan.

Dover.

My dear Lady Morgan,
It would be charitable in you to write me a letter,

and it would be most kind if you would immediately

send me Lord Byron's portrait, as far more than the

six weeks have expired, and I am again in England.

If you will send it for me to Melbourne House, to the

care of the porter, I shall be most sincerely obliged to
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you. My situation in life, now, is new and strange—
I seem to be left to my fate most completely, and to

take my chance, or rough or smooth, without the

smallest interest being expressed for me. It is for good
purposes, no doubt; besides I must submit to my fate

— it being without remedy. I am now with my maid
at the Ship Tavern, Water Lane, having come over

from Calais. I have no servants, page, carriage, horse,

nor fine rooms — the melancholy of my situation in

this little dreary apartment is roused by the very loud,

jovial laughter of my neighbours, who are smoking in

the next room. Pray send me my invaluable portrait,

and pray think kindly of me; every one in France

talked much of you, and with great enthusiasm. Fare-

well; remember me to your husband and family, and
believe me

Most truly yours,

Caroline Lamb.

PS. Direct to me care of the Honourable William
Ponsonby, St. James's Square, London.

I hojDe you received a letter from me written before

I left England.

Lady Caroline Lamb to Lady Morgan,

My dearest Lady,
As being a lady whom my adored mother loved,

your kindness about Ada Reis I feel the more, as

everybody wishes to run down and suppress the vital

spark of genius I have, and, in truth, it is but small

(about what one sees a maid gets by excessive beating

on a tinder-box). I am not vain, believe me, nor sel-



332 LADY morgan's memoirs.

fish, nor in love with, my autliorsliip ; but I am in-

dependent, as far as a mite and bit of dust can be. I

thank God, being born with all the great names of

England around me; I value them alone for what they

dare do, and have done, and I fear nobody except the

devil, who certainly has all along been very particular

in his attentions to me, and has sent me as many baits

as he did Job. I, however, am, happily for myself,

in as ill a state of health as he was, so I trust in God
I shall ever more resist temptation. My history, if

you ever care and like to read it, is this— My mother,

having boys, wished ardently for a girl; and I, who
evidently ought to have been a soldier, was found a

naughty girl — forward, talking like Richard the

Third.

I was a trouble, not a pleasure, all my childhood,

for which reason, after my return from Italy, where I

was from the age of four until nine, I was ordered by
the late Dr. Warren neither to learn anything nor see

any one, for fear the violent passions and strange

whims they found in me should lead to madness; of

which, however, he assured every one there were no

symptoms. I differ, but the end was, that until fifteen

I learned nothing. My instinct — for we all have in-

stincts — was for music — in it I delighted; I cried

when it was pathetic, and did all that Dryden's ode

made Alexander do — of course 1 was not allowed to

follow it up. My angel mother's ill-health prevented

my living at home ; my kind aunt Devonshire took me

;

the present Duke loved me better than himself, and

every one paid me those compliments shown to children

who are precious to their parents, or delicate and likely

to die. I wrote not, spelt not; but I made verses,
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which they all thought beautiful — for myself, I pre-

ferred washing a clog, or polishing a piece of Derby-

shire spar, or breaking in a horse, to any accomplish-

ment in the world. Drawing-room (shall I say with-

drawing-room, as they now say?) looking-glasses, finery,

or dress-company for ever were my abhorrence. I was,

I am, religious; I was loving (?) but I was and am
unkind. I fell in love when only twelve years old,

with a friend of Charles Fox — a friend of liberty

whose poems I had read, whose self I had never seen,

and when I did see him, at thirteen, could I change?

No, I was more attached than ever. William Lamb
was beautiful, and far the cleverest person then about,

and the most daring in his opinions, in his love of

liberty and independence. He thought of me but as a

child, yet he liked me much; afterwards he offered to

marry me, and I refused him because of my temper,

which was too violent; he, however, asked twice, and

was not refused the second time, and the reason was
that I adored him. I had three children; two died;

my only child is afflicted ; it is the will of God. I have

wandered from right, and been punished. I have

suffered what you can hardly believe; I have lost my
mother, whose gentleness and good sense guided me.

I have received more kindness than I can ever repay.

I have suffered, also, but I deserved it. My power of

mind and of body are gone; I am like the shade of

what I was; to write was once my resource and plea-

sure; but since the only eyes that ever admired most

poor and humble productions are closed, wherefore

should I indulge the propensity! God bless you; I

write from my heart. You are one like me, who, per-

haps, have not taken the right road. I am on my
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death-bed; say, I might have died by a diamond, I die

now by a brickbat; but remember, the only noble

fellow I ever met with is William Lamb; he is to me
what Shore was to Jane Shore. I saw it once; I am
as grateful, but as unhappy. Pray excuse the sorrows

this sad, strange letter will cause you; could you be in

time I would be glad to see you — to you alone would

I give up Byi'on's letters— much else, but all like the

note you have. Pray excuse this being not wi'itten as

clearly as you can wi'ite. I speak as I hope you do,

from the heart.

C. L.
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